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Sporting- Combines. 

To the list of established hybrid games — Ice-Hockey, Bath- 
Handball (sometimes called Water-Polo), and Pony-Hockey 
(sometimes called Polo, tout court) — it is now proposed to add 
the sport of Roller-Tennis. Other attractive combinations 
have occurred to us, such as Airship-Golf, Submarine-Foot- 
ball, Jujitsu-Curling (with humans for stones), Motor-Cricket 
(petrol interv^ at 4.30), Express-Patience (for Messenger 
Boys), Polo-Bridge (like ordinary Bridge but with a mounted 


dummy), Croquet-Billiards (played on the usual billiard- 
table and highly recommended by the manufacturers of 
the same),^ Antarctic-Marathon (to find the Pole, then once 
round and back), Lacrosse-Badminton, and Looping-the- 
Caber. 

_“Th3 rejection o£ the measure Tvould still leave Radicalism com- 
mitted to Socialism, but in the trough of a wave in which it would be in. 
peril of ploughing the arid sands of Opposition .” — Belfast Newaletten 

Not arid, surely. 


VOL, CXXXTII. 


B 








2 PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARL [July 7, 1909. 

THE GERM-CARRIER. 

In U.S.A. (across the brook) 

There lives, unless the papers err, 

A very curious Irish cook 

In whom the strangest things occur : 

Beneatli her outside’s healthy gloze 

Masses of microbes seethe and wallow, 

And everywhere that Maei goes 

Infernal epidemics follow. 

Herself immune and full of beans, 

A state her ruddy cheelc confirms, 

They say she runs, behind the scenes, 

A toiling factory of germs ; 

Wherever, rosy and robust, 

She was engaged to boil the victuals, 

The family would bite the dust. 

Falling about her path like skittles. 

What latent seeds of typhoid lurk 

In ambush near her every pore, 

You ’U see in Dr, Soper’s work — 

“ A Chronic Germ-Distributor ; ’’ 

A statistician gives his view * 

That, if she kept a dairy farm, he 

Reckons that on her own she ’d do 

More damage than a German army. 

Our Mary, being shut away 

For two whole years to get her clean, 

Is j ust as germy as the day 

On which she went in quarantine ; 

And now the Court that tries her case 
(Her chance was but the merest cipher) * 

Sprinkles aseptics round the place 

And says she ought to have a lifer. 

And yet she ’s not the only one 

That flings destruction far and wide. 

And still contrives somehow to shun 
, The horrid poison housed inside ; 

I know a man, with health as rude, 

Whose lightest word and simplest wheeze ’ll 
Throw off a germ you can’t elude — 

Either a mump or else a measle. 

. As blooming as a perfect peach, 

And hard as is the camel’s hump, 

Lmo never learned, by sampling each, 

To tell a measle from a mump ; 

Yet where he goes the microbes spread ; 

You mark, though he is never ailing, 

Horror that vainly scoots ahead, 

And pestilence behind him trailing. 

Among his hundred books (the best), 

1 Avebury, counting up his cash, 

Was shocked to find his noble chest 

Break out into a measly rash ; 

‘‘Nathaniel,” too (that’s not his name, 

But let it serve for Budget humour), ' 

Secured a brace of mumps that came 

And caused a nasty facial tumor. 

How deal with one who bears about 

These germs of Socialistic rot? 

Some would employ, to snuff him out, 

A lethal chamber. I should not. 

I recommend a happy mean, 

^ A more humane and temperate measure : 
i u have him clapped in quarantine, 
i here to abide the country’s pleasure. 0. R. 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

(Little Arthur j aged 12 ; Papa, aged 48.) 

Little Arthur. Papa, you ’re a Conservative, aren’t you? 

Papa. Yes, my boy, of course I am. 

L. A. Why do you say of course,” Papa? Couldn’t you 
have been a Liberal ? 

Papa. Certainly not. Quite impossible. 

L. A. Why not, Papa ? 

Papa. Oh, ah, well, they ’re a wretched lot, you know, con- 
fiscators and all that. They ’re never happy unless they ’re 
upsetting everything, and undermining the Church and the 
Constitution. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I ’ve heard you say that before, and I ’m 
sure it must be very dreadful. But, Papa. 

Papa. Well, what is it? Speak up, you know. I’m only 
too glad you ’re showing an intelligent interest in politics. 

L.A. Yes, Papa, I’m trying to do that. I was going to 
ask you if you thought all Liberals were bad men? 

Papa. Oil, I don’t go so far as that. 

L. A. But if they ’re robbers, Papa, and disloyalists, and 
if they mean to abolish the King and destroy the Army and 
ruin the Navy, and if they ’re revolutionists actuated only by 
sordid greed and envy 

Papa. WTio put all those long words into your head ? 

L. A. You did. Papa. 

Papa. I ? 

L. A. Yes, Papa. I took them all from your speech at the 
meeting last week. You said (readmg from a newspaper) *, 
‘‘If you desire to have in power men who are disloyalists 
steeped to the lips in treason, if you wish the Government of 
this great country to be carried on by those who w^ould 
uproot the throne, rob the rich, destroy property, tax the 
poor man s beer, and place our navy at the mercy of foreign 
powers ; if ° 

Papa. Yes, I remember. ^ 

L. A. That was what you said, Papa, and a good deal 
111016 , too, and then there was loud and long-continued 
applause. 

Papa. Yes, the speech seemed to please them. It was 
what they ’d all been thinking, you know, and when I said it 
lor them they cheered. 

Papa, William thought it was a good speech, 
too. He said, Master did let ’em have it proper.” 

Papa. You shouldn’t listen to what a footman says. 

. A. 1 couldn t help it, Papa. He said it quite loud, you 
know, tlie next morning in the breakfast-room, before you 
came down. But he said he was a Liberal himself, and' he 
wasn t going to change. 

Papa. Oh, he said that, did he ? 

L. A. Yes ; and isn’t Mr. flopwood a Liberal too. Papa ? 

Papa. Yes, Hopwood ’s one of the worst Eadicals 1 ever 
met— not far short of a Socialist, I fancy. 

Pupa, don t say that. That would be too 

terrible. 

Papa. I’m afraid it’s true. 

da^s f dining here only two 

Papa. Well, what if he was? 

■'Ylien I came in to dessert, 
you and fc. Hopwood were talking, and Mr. Hopwood spoke 
ab<mt reform and the land and unearned wealth and the 
Budget, and you said there was a good deal to be said for it i 
h-om his pomt of view, and he ’d put it very well 

Papa, kes, I know ; he’d argue the hind leg off a donkey. 

-A-nd then 

vou V® and lie said 

V lyDig to bvea^v up the Constitution ; and you said, 
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THE LAST KIDE TOGETHEE. 

Prince Bceww. “AT THIS POINT, SIRE. AVITH YOUR AUGUST PERMISSION, I PROPOSE TO 
RESIGN MY HIGH FUNCTION.” 

The Kaiser. “NAY, NAY, EXCELLENCY; AVE AVILL BEAR WITH YOU A LITTLE LONGER,” 
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Hostess (icho has i old her schoolboy vhUovs io help ihe nsdves to si muhervies). “Well, iiwe you found some nice ones?’* 

Lionel. “Oh, yes, thanks very much — and I’m afraid we’ve taken rather a lot; but then, as I said to Herbert, it’s the 


CHANCE of a lifetime. 

No, you weren’t, and lie said, Yes, you were ; and tlien you 
said in a crisis like this the Constitution didn’t matter. I 
thought it was most interesting. 

Papa. Come, that ’s very kind of you. 

L. A. And then you drank a glass of port together, and he 
said, ‘^The Budget,” and you said, “The House of Lords,” 
and you both laughed. You seemed to be rather pleased 
with him. 

Papa. Yes, he ’d argued well, but I rather think I got the 
best of it. 

L. A, He didn’t think so. Papa. I heard him say after- 
wards that he thought he ’d taken a point or two off you. 
He said it to Mr. Hammerton. 

Papa. Another Radical. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, he ’s a Liberal too ; so you had two 
Liberals to dinner. 

Papa. Shows how broad-minded I am. 

L. A. Oh, Papa, you ’re joking now. How can you make 
I a joke of it ? 

Papa. Why shouldn’t I ? 

I L. A. But if they ’re such bad men, you oughtn’t to give 
I them dinner or be pleased with them. You ought to call 
the police and have them put in prison. 

Papa. You think so, do you ? 

L. A. Yes Papa. They oughtn’t to get off because they Ve 
rich men. You said yourself in that speech that the beauty 
of the law was that R was the same for the rich as for the 
poor. 

Papa. So it is ; but it won’t hit Hop wood and Hammerton 
for being Radicals. 


L. A. Well, all I can say is it ought to, if they’re robbers 
mid disloyalists and all that. But perhaps you didn’t mean 
it, Papa. Perhaps you were joking. 

Papa. Nothing of the sort. 

L. A. Then you ought to tell the King about them and 
their Government. 

Papa. The King ? 

L. A. Yes, because I read the other day that the King 
appoints the Government, so the King ought to know that 
his Government are robbers. 

Papa. Oh, the King knows all about them right enougli. 
L. A. Then I can’t understand it. 

Papa. No, you can’t ; and you’d better be off now. Pm busy. 

‘‘Until the second hole was leiiched the game was one of give 
and take, neither side holding any advantage .” — Ldinhiirjh Evening 
Dispatch. 

It almost looks as though the first hole must have been halved. 

“The Victoria and Albert Museum was consid:*ral>ly enriched on 
Saturday for the opening ceremony by many splendid loans. A con- 
siderable number of highly distinguished people lent their presence.” — 
Manchester Guardian. 

This is indeed doing it on the cheap. 

A Monopolist. 

“ This,” says The Irish ThneSf “ was the fourth outing of the Jersey 
Lily filly, and she has been first, second and third every time.” 

This gives you some idea of what women would do in the way 
of place-hunting if they got into Parliament. 
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PI CTTroc know, when, as the Psalmist them said they’d never heard, of any 

dLANCHE S letters. gg^yg^ The grasshoj)per is a failure.” views .or ideas at all like them before! 

Fayli Lane. Of cour^ I 'managed to secure the Wasn’t' it flattering ? 

Dearest Daphm^,— M y hay-party went dear Empire Editors for dinner^ while The most important piece of news 
with a bang, and was voted quite the they were in I^ndon, and every one this season is that ears are out — quite, 

newest and prettiest function in town said it was extremely ^y^ell doiic and and quite demode. As Shakspeare - says, 

this summer. I see the sincerest form struck the right, note", and all that sort “If yoix have ears, prepare to shed them 
cropping up already in several direc- of thing. The menus were in the form now,” or, if shedding them outright is 
tions- I commandeered Mayfair Square of proofs. There was “Consomme a la too diffy, at least hide them, for they ’re 
for the occasion, and had ever so many Eedacteur” and “Soles ^ ITmprimerie,’’ most unpopular features just now — (by 
loads of hay brought up from the and the chief dishes were called the way, uoidd ears be called features 
country; I’m afraid it was a bit damp “ Leading Articles.” Of course I’d no ot appliances 9) 

—severd people say they caught cold— “canards” in the bill^f-fare, and no Ears being out, it naturally follows 
pigs ! The dancing and. supper mar- “ marrons glaces ” among the sweets, that voices are worn loud and screamy ; 
quees were made like big barns, and My own toilette [was . very carefully which reminds me of a little tragedielta 

the cards I sent out were things of thought out, its leitmotif being intellect : people are telling each other. You 

sheer joy, with the dearest little crossed — plain white satin, .cut with must understand, to begin with, that 

: rakes and pitchforks on them,. i 


rakes and pitchforks on them, 
and “Come and make hay while 
the moon shines.” We were all 
en paysamiCj of course, and as 
the men are so obstinate about 
dressing up I simply laid in a 
big store of smock-frocks, and 
made them put them on when 
they came. Pompom and my 
newest little darling (an Antarc- 
tic spaniel, my dear, a dream 
of doghood, with the sweetest, 
iceenicst leggy-legs !) both wore 
teeny smock-frocks, and every- 
one was raving about the little 
thingy-things. 

The moon put in a disap- 
pointing performance ; however, 
we’d lots of lamps to support 
her, and the rain kept off,” for 
that occasion only. I took care 
to have all the proper rustic 
dishes, syUabuh, posset, junket, 
as well as things people really 
can eat and drink, and we did 
country dances, and played kiss- 
in-the-ring and threading -the - 
needle, and dancing-down-the- 
hay, and all the things rustics 
do, even to saying “ee” and 
“ zee.” People brought their 








^ IMS 


^ lAVinnie and Cuckoo Delamont 

, have been in the first flight of 

eailess^ brigad^^ ^(they both 

Duchess'of Dun stable," with these 
Sirls in tow,^ was one^^of^|he 

Dunstable at last wore hini 

filially came 

’ ^ ‘ ^ ‘ ‘ - ** ' were sheltering from the rain 

under some trees. Mrs. Jimmy 

Wife of Unemployed. “My ’Usband finds it very ’ard- lifPPened to be passing 

VERY 'ard indeed, Sir, TO GET ANY WORK AT HIS TRADE.” behind them at the time, and 

Facetious Gentleman (getting off old phe). “I suppose ue ’s heard the offer made 

A ^OW-SHOVELLER.” ^ the most foimial terms— “I 

TP . of U. “ Indeed no, Sir ! Mo such luck ! ’E ’s only a say, look here I What d’vou 

SNOW-SnOVP:TJ.F.n’.«3 T,ARnrrmrT> I »» . . , va juu. 


"zee.” People brought tbeir w terms— “i 

'SeS“°fh 

awfully snappy in Ms smock - frock ■witb the dp^r pIato? +1 • ^ home bad a heavy bunch of silk cherries over 

said he believed it was W” W liteie 3 things for, you one ear and a great chiffon chou in the 

Wasn’t it a shame? I said it wasn’t qufre’ a Sd are other and never knew she’d had an 

but he persisted. He declares that Lvlte^mysdf to theto rtooVbir^f fh^ She spoke immediately of some- 

even our 7i«!/ isn’t made in England I could spare time from tMis^thpf f • and young Ore- 

now! For a touch of local coloui- I mXi m3 l7ou’3rnfe®L \ bnght thought he was refused; and 
had two cows put in a corner of amon<^ the “ Got tblrPQ*”?, t -k* n?^’- ® I’rite likely to be 

the square, to graze or chew, or what- thing? ft present but a “*Lt-vp“t“^> Clytie VandolHrbUt’s fifth! When the 

ever It IS they do ; but unluckily one of still, some eaomotlsZu kind tbincr« tio™ a'-ory got round at last to the old Duchess, 

them ran at Aunt Goldie — (I ’m not a been a'hmif + Vf+i • have I hear she tore her transformation, boxed 

bit .»pri,ed; it „dy ,h«l, XI “ - tet lo Ouekoo'. p^n, {there lot to 

lot o! .o«» eoimele toe !)-rm<l ,1» to Stt ^ !)• ™ «« 

fainted. Entre nous, my dear she Youno- Girla m°v.^ x^ight bed fora week to do a rest-cure. The 

hMked most utterly and compietely not?’“ in^L everywhere now witli their 

I'icky in a short, flowered skirt with Peeress. ^ ^ severely nnadorned and very much 

panniers, a sunbonnet, and buckled T j? • evidence ; bnt too late I too late ’ 

shoes.’ Isn’t it quaint that she shoidd ideas abonf the P^s of Sie E^ire^’to stable-door is stolen— ” you 

care to come to a hay-partv^ at lipn donv Tr/S*+ ii<mpire to know the proverb.' 

W. otto tl.. tor Eto, m,d one or t,o oil Beryl Clerge. and Babe St. AmUo 
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LaUArriml. How ’s Austkalia doing?” 

Patient Enthusiast, “Well, I should think they must be having tea. It’s some time 

SINCE I HEAPD ANYTHING.” 


Hre at daggers drawn, and have spoken 
a good deal of but not at all to eacli 
other since they met at the International 
Match at Hurlingham dressed exactly 
alike! ‘ Wasnt it a ghastly business? 
One likes one’s frocks to be admired 
and applauded, but fancy the horror of 
having them encored I 
They both wo:e Achille Frou-frou 
frocks (the new man, you know, who 
was over here a short time ago as the 
guest of our Government, and boasts 
that he dressed Ascot entirely^ this 
year !)^ of rAnon de sole, in that sweet, 
undecided, indescribable shade called 
“Perhaps,” 'precisely alike in every de- 
jtail, even to the placing of the little 
'touches of fringe that Achille signs all 
jhis gowns with. Each accuses the other 
.of hanky-panky in the matter, and they 
jboth mean to bring an action against 
•Achille, and apply to the French Govern- 
jment for extra something. 

I The latest about the Bullyon-Bounder- 
imere people is that she has engaged a 
clever little se'cky, who writes her out 
short, snappy conversations on “topics 
of the hour,” which the B. B. w’oman 
proceeds to “get by heart,” and that 
when they were dining with Bosh and 
Wee-Wee the other night, the masculine 
B.-B., having, Bosh says, rather mixed 
his liquors, called out to his wife, just 
before the women left the table, “ I say, 
M’ria I Not one of' your subjects has 
been mentioned. Ain’t it a pity ? ” 
Ever thine, Blak^ he. 


SRERBERT. 

Enterprise being ever the badge of 
The Eastminster Gazette, a representative 
of that journal was in Sir Herbert Beer- 
BOHM Tree’s dressing-room within at 
least four days of his acquisition of the 
coveted honour of khighhood which 
■His Majesty has just- conferred upon the 
Lessee of His Theatre. The following is 
a short summary of the interviewer’s 
.experiences: — 

Sir Herbert — or Srerbert, as the man 
in the gallery fondly calls him — was 
. found mopping his* brow after his exer- 
! tions at Qcesar^s bier and the repeated 
calls which almost automatically follow 
them. Mindful of Mark Twain’s recent 
volume, I asked him, “Is Shakspeare 
f dead?” 

“Dead!” he replied whh fine em- 
phasis and a lifting of the mobile brow 
which said ^s plainly as words — “ Have 
you not just seen the completest con- 
tradiction? Shakspeare, aided by his- 
trionic genius, can never die.” 

“And what,” I asked,- “does it feel 
like to be Sir Herbert ? ” 

“ As natural,” replied the great 
mimic, “as — ^as nature. To the manner 
Iborn.” ... 


“ Shakspeare,” I ventured, “had no 
such distinction. Do you think that he 
would have written better had he been 
Sib William ? ” 

“Ah,” said Sir Herbert, “ there you 
pose me. He might, and,” he added 
thoughtfully, “he might not.” 

“ May I record those words?” I asked, 
drawing out my pad. 

“Surely,” repHed my host; “is not 
that what you came for ? ” 

I wrote them down and here they are. 
There would doubtless be more like 
them but for the sudden appearance of 
the call-boy, in response to whose sum- 


mons the knight vanished with a courtly 
farewell. 

“ Ah ! ” said I to myself, “ if only all 
those whom the King delights to honour 
were like that 1 0 si sic omnes ! Such 
aplomb i ” 


Q^uick Scoring. 

“ Davis was batting an hour and 55 minutes 
for his brilliant -display, which only contained 
ons veiy dif5.cult chance. Just, before his dis- 
missal he hit 22 fours .” — Manchester Evening 
Neivs, 

It seems to have been a sort of after- 
thought. 
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THE RABBITS. 

OuAriER HI. — Good Shooting. 

“ AV ILL somebody give me a cigarette ? ” 
said Myra, stretching out a hand. 

“I fancy not,” I said, “Thocuas and 
1 both feel that you are too young.” 

''I don’t really want one, but when 
I ’in locked uj) in the billiard-room with 

two dumb men ” 

We were reflecting on our blessed 
victory.” 

‘'Were you thinking of Archie’s cen- 
tury or John’s bowling ? ” 

‘ Neither, oddly enough. I was recall- 
ing my own catch which won the match. 
Poetry ; let ’s go and tell Simpson.” 

‘^It icas a skiei*,” said Myi-a. ‘‘I 
thought it was never coining down. 
W’hat did you think of all the time ? ” 

“ Everything. All my past life flashed 
before my eyes. I saw again my hapi>y 
childhood’s days, when I played inno- 
cently in the— er-T-pantry. I saw im self 
at school, si — working. 1 saw^: — !’ 

Did you happen,” interrupted 
Thomas, when we both thought he was 
fast asleej;), “ to see yourself being badly 
taken on by me at billiards ? ” 

“ Thomas, you’re not properly awake, 
oL I friend . I know that feeling. Turn over 
on the other side and take, a breath.” 

Thomas rose and stretched himself, and 
went over to the cue rack. “You should 
have heard him siding about his blessed 
billiards this morning,” he told Myra. 

“ I didn’t side. I simply said that 
anybody could beat Thomas. Do they 
play billiards much at the Admiralty ? 

1 should have thought the motion ” 

“ Take a cue. Myiu will mark.” 

Rather j I can mark like anything,” 

“ Once upon a time,” I said, “ there 
was a lad who wanted to go into the 
Admiralty. But his mother said, ‘Not 
until you have learnt to swim, Thomas.’ 
So he had a set of six private lessons for 
one guinea before he went in for the 
examination. He came out thirty-eighth, 
and was offered a lucrative appointment 
in the Post Office . . . Hence his enor- ■ 
mouB skin at billiards. Thick or clear?” 

I will adventure half-a-crown upon ; 
the gauie,” said Thomas, giving a miss. 

“ Eight 0 Rothschild. Now, are you i 
ready, marker?* I’m spot Hadn’t you 
better oil the board a bit? Well, as . 
long as you can work it quicklv enough ” j 
1 took careful aim, and my ball went 
up the table and back again, with the i 
Idea, I imagine, of inspecting the wicket 
it seemed quite fast. 

“ One all,’’ said Mjra, and Thomas 1 
kindly brought his baU and mine to the i 
top of the table. ? 

I fancy I shall be able to swerve t 
from this end,” I said. I tried a delicate \ 
missed the object bafl. t 
I sUall find a spot directly— there ’s one s 
under the red ball, I believe.” 1 r 


“ Do try and hit something,” said 
Myra. 

“ The marker is not allowed to give 
advice,” I said sternl;^., “ What ’s the 
matter, Thomas ? ” 

“I ’m not quite sure what to do.” 

“I think you ought to chalk* your 
cue here,” I said, after examining' the 
position. 

“ I ’ve clone that,” 

“ Then ram the red.” 

Thomas rammed and all but sank it 
in the left-hand pocket. 

“I am now,” I said, “ going to do a 
cannon' off the cushion. Marker, what 


IS my score ? 

“Due, Sir.” 

r “Then kindly get ready to put it up to 
. three . . . Rotten luck.” 

“Wrong side,” slid- Myra judicially. 

1 “No, I meant to hit it that side.” 
j “ I mean you wanted a little check 
- side.” , ; ’ ' 

f “Hang it, this isn’t chess. Go on, 
Tho i as.” ■ 

I Thomas, who had been ebalking his 
3 cue, advanced to the table. “ Hallo,” be 
r said, “ where ’s^ the other ball ? ” 

I looked at the fable, and there Were 
, only tvvo balls bn it ! ' 
r “That’s an extraordinary thing,” I 
said in amazement; “I’m almost cm*tain 
I we started with three.” 

I “ Did you put me-down ? ” 

I Certainly not ; I shouldn’t dream of 
doing such a thing. I don’t say but 

t what I mayn’t have slipped down my- 1 
^ self when nobody was looking. Myra, j 
did you notice which pocket I was 
’ trying for that time?” 

We felt in all of them and at last 
found my ball in one of the bottom ones. 
It must have gone there very quietly. 

‘ ‘ Score, mark er ? ” I asked confid en tly, 
as I prepared to continue my break. 

“ Oil, you ’re going over the crease,’’ 
ciied Myra, 

I took my ball back an inch. “ Will 
you tell me the score ? ” I said. 

“Stevenson (in play), three; Inman, 
two. Inman’s two were both wicles.” 

Barely were the words out of her 
mouth when Inman’s score was increased 
by a no-ball. A miss-cue they call it 
technically. 

“Three all,” said Myra. “This is 
awfully exciting. Fhst one is ahead 
and then the other.” 

“By the way, how many up are we 
pkying?” 

“Five, aren’t you ? ” said Myra. 

, Tbis roused Thomas. He had played 
himself m and now proceeded to make a 
pretty lireak of seventeen. I followed. 

I I here was a collision off the middle i 
pocket between spot and red, and both • 
went down. Then plain was uninten- ] 
tionaUy sunk as the result of a cannon 1 
shot, - and spot and red sailed into i 
harbour. M ith Thomas’s miss I scored 1 


d eleven. Unfortunately, off my next 
stroke Thomas again went down, 
e “ Billiards,” he said, 
e “ You don’t think I want to put the 
rotten thing down, do you? It’s such 
a blessed rabbit. Directly it sees a hole 
r anywhere it makes for it. Hallo, six 
e more. I shall how give what they caU a 
miss in baulk.”' * 

“ Oh, good miss,” cried Myra, as spot 
rested over the middle pocket, 
t “ That was a gcogly. You both 
thought it would break the other way.” 
a The game went on slowly. When 
t Thomas was ninety and I was ninety- 
nine there was a confused noise without, 
and Archie and Miss Blair burst into 
D the, room. At least only Archie actually 
burst ; Miss Blair entered sedately. 

“ Who ’s winning ? ” cried Archie. 

“What an absurd question,”! said. 

: “ As if we should tell you.” 

^ “ All right. Dahl — Miss Blair, have you 
, ever seen billiards played really well? ” 

“Never.” ■ * 

3 “ Then now ’s your chance. Ninety, 

i ninety-nine— they ’ve only just begun. 

I his is Thomas’s first break, I expect, j 
i There — he’s got a clear board. You I 
get live extra fortliat, and the other man 
[ is rubiconed. Ninety-nine all. ^ Now 
L it is only a question of who misses first.” 

, I put down my cue. 

“Thomas,”! began, “we have said 
: some hard things about- each other to- 
; night, but when I listen to Archie I feel 
■ very friendly towards you.” 
f “Archibald,” said Thomas, “is a 
beastly name.” 

“ So I told Miss Blair. For a man 
who was, so to speak, born with a silver 
billiard-table in his month, to come here 
and make fun of two persevering and, in 
my case, promising players, is ” 

“Yon ’ll never finish that sentence,” 
said Myra. “ Try some more billiards.” 

“It was almost impossible to say what 
I wanted to say grammatically,” I an- 
swered, and I hit my ball very hard up 
the table at the white . . . 

“ It ’s working across,” said Archie, 
after the second bounce; “it must hit 
the red soon. I give it three more laps.” ' 

slowly now ” 

said Miss Blair. 

“Probably it’s keeping a bit of a 
sprint for the finish. Wait till it gets 
Its second wind ... No, I’m afraid 
it s no ^ood ; it ought to have started 
sooner. Hallo, yes, it ’s Got him ’ ” 

“ It hasn’t finished yet,” I said calmly. 
“Look . . . there!” 

I Archie, shaking my 

hand, that s the longest loser I ’ve 
ever seen. My dear old man, what a 
performer. The practice you must have 
nad. Ine years you must have devoted 
to the game. I wonder— could you . 
possibly spare an hour or two tomoirow ' 
to play cricket for us ? ” A. A. M. ' 
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The ^eaidyjturning from long gaze in mirror), “ I do envy you T’ 

The Friend {pleaded hvi incredulous), ^^You envy ifs, my dear j I wonder why?’* 

2 he Beauty, “Because yov can see the iseal me. I can never see anythin*g but the mere reflection.” 


QUID PRO QUO. 
Geoefeey Lova'it, when we fed 
Late together (with respect) 

Of the -many things you said 
One alone I recollect : 

‘‘I, dear Bard, would give the Mint . , 
(“Blooming Mint,” to he correct) 

“ For to see my name in print.” 

Geoffrey Lovatt, Geoffrey Lovatt, 
Sec how well I took the hint ! 

As.it happens, I ’ve a bone ; 

Let us pick it clean and dry. 

AU along you must have known, 
Neither can you now deny, 

It vyas only when I saw 
That you wore low collars, I 
Overlooked yo-i'-^very flaw. 

And agreed to take you for a 
, Brother- (woe is me !) -in-law. 

Collars always should be low. 

She, your self-inflicted wife, 

Thinks they -should be high, and so 
Mude a burden of my life ; 


Raised an everlasting blister ; 

Pricked it with a ceaseless knife. 

So I murmured, when I’d kissed 
her, 

“Geoffrey Lovatt, Geoffrey Lovatt, 
Tale (and tame) my little sister.” 

Out I went and bought a gift, 

Even came and helped you wed, 
Thinking, “Here’s the man to shift 
All the nonsense from her head. 

Let the champion take the floor, 

And, whenas the foe is fled, 

I will share the spoils of war. 

And in peace and one-inch collars 
Live at ease for evermore.” 

You have cheated all my hope, 

And (indictable offence) 

Have obtained two Silver Soap- 
Dishes by a false pretence. 

Oh, to see you sitting there, 

Thi’ottled by a stiff, immense 
Stretch of linen, which you dare 

(Geoffrey Lovatt, Geoffrey Lovatt) 
To pretend to like to wear ! 


Knowing what a woman can, 

Guessing what this woman would. 

Do to intimidate a man 
On his honeymoon, I could 
Bring myself, perhaps, to see 
Some excuse for you, and should 
Almost let the matter be ; 

But you ’ve got the brazen cheek to 
Join her in abusing me. 

Geoffrey Lovatt, that is eight 
Times you’ve seen your name in print. 
Can you, for it ’s not too late, 

Do as I and take a hint ? 

Though I feel I cannot quite 
Offer, as you did, the Mint, 

If you ’ll show a decent fight 

“ Geoffrey Lovatt ” shall occur in 
Every article I write. 


Butchered to Make an English 
Holiday. 

“ Save a ‘ chop ’ which Tyldesley valiantly 
attempted to hold, Gregory was the hackbono 
of his side .” — Liverpool Daily FosL 
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“NATHANIEL’S” OPERA. 

Fired witE entliusiasm to emulate 
I the artistic successes of Lord Howard de 
I Walden, who has been felicitously 'de- 
; scribed by TIie^Bpily' Chronicle as “one 
of the few millionaires' who, in addition 
to being k^nly interested in classical 
literature, is a’so a pcet of no mean 
ability,” Lord Roihschiid is hard at 
work upon the book of an opera the 
music of which is by Mr. Allbroke. It 
may be remembered that Lord Howard 
DE Walden’s opera, which was performed 
in selection a few nights ago, deals with 
the romance of Dylan,, the Son of a 
; Wave.” Lord Rothschilds opera is 
devoted to ‘‘ Davy, the Son of a Gun,” 
and is, his Lordship wittily remarks, 
the only thing that is devoted to him. 

Davy is a Welsh freebooter of audacity 
and address, whose delight it is to rob 
not only hen-roosts but the English 
people generally. The First Act rises 
upon him in his youth as a reputable 
member of society, paying his taxes like 
the rest of us. The injustice of them— 
the year is not given, so that the framer 
of the particular Budget cannot- be 
identified— excites him to fury. Some 
|day, he vows, he will get some of his 
pwn back, or, in Lord Rothschild’s 
tnellifluous and scholarly verse — 


, A day ’will surely dawn, 

Not this, perchance, Wt some not distant 
morn“ 

... When I will frame 

__’An’instmment to harass and inflame ! 

~ The British border 

- Shall know no worse marauder. 

In the Second Act Davy is himself 
the hero of the Marches and the subject 
of a thousand songs.’ He it was who 
I scaled the castles of this lord and that, 
I and took from them all they had and 
more ; he it was who, winning his v\ ay 
even to Blenheim — ^but the episode is 
so graphically managed by the noble 
librettist that we must quote it in full : 
Dary. Here, here at last, 

All difficulties past I 

The broad lands hide 

Our whelming coming, far and wide. 

The fenced fields our favours’wait, 

We know no check, we conquer fate ! ' 
Trouble us nor, for we go free, 

Friends of the stars and the boundless 
sea. 

We are the tax-collectors. 

The gartered nobles’ hectors. 

[Hfl /o7’ccs his way through the gates, 
falloiced hy his henchmen. 

Sv'ENE IL'-The Blenheim BalWoom. A revel 
is in 'progress. Enter Davy. - 
Davy. Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, 

But recollect there comes a reckoning 
day . f^Panic 

The Duke of Marlborough. 

Who are you, tell me,’ pray ? 


Davy. Know’st thou me not ? Bat I, 0 Duke, 
know' thee. - ■ ^ , 

*Tis Davy,Sonbf a Gun, that you now see. 
IDraws'Budget, and advances on the 
Duke. - 

The Duke (tenor solo). . 

My hour has come, alas ! that it is so, 
That I must quit for ever all' this show ! 
Farewell must say to storied towers, 

To lordly oaks and floweiy bowers ; 

But when stem Davy standeth by, 

There ’s no alternative I I needs must 
die. - « ‘ [Commits hara-kiri. 

Davy. Robbed, of his living taxes ! Yet, my 
beautieSy 

We’ll have our satisfaction in death 
duties. '; • * 


A very near Thing. 

“ June 21 is the longest day. The sun rises 
at 3 44 and sets at 8.18, whereas on the follow- 
ing day the sun rises at3:45 and sets at 8.19." 
— Manchester Evening News. 

Id decent June weather one might have 
'called it a dead heat. 

. “ The attention of the Emigr ants’ Information 
-Office has been called to cases of hardship and 
destitution among shepherds who have emi- 
grated to Chili and other parts of the United 
Kingdom."— IsZe of Wight Mercury. 

We should be glad to know of any part 
of the United Kingdom to which the 
word Chili has not applied during the 
recent cold snap. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ June 28. 
— Nothing more toncliing in modern 
Parliamentary life than the relationship 
between Irish Nationalists and Ulster 
Members. Separated by the narrow 
gulf of the Gangway they prove afresh 
that blood is thicker than water. De- 
monstrations of affection lose nothing 
by reason of their spontaneity. Should 
Captain Craig or William Moore rise to 
offer contribution to current enquiry 
or debate, their brethren below the 
Gangway instantly break forth in a 
shout in which appreciation for intel- 
lectual supremacy is mingled with note 
of personal affection. On the other 
hand, when a Nationalist Member speaks, 
Ulster uplifts its voice in shrewd sugges- 
tion designed to flash a clearer, more 
kindly light on his purpose. 

An instance forthcoming this after- 
noon. It appears that Miss Colenso 
from her personal resources contributed 
certain sums of money to the defence 
of Dinizolu. For any person in any 
quarter of the Empire to have associated 
himself or herself with revolt against the 
Crown suffices to secure sympathy of 
Irish Nationalists. They suggest that 
the Treasury should reimburse the lady. 
Um)er-Secretary for Colonies, impreg- 
nably polite, points out that the Govern- 
ment contributed out of the public purse 
funds necessary for the defence of the 



Dinornia ingens ULatvalis, or Mooa Bird 
(found in North Armagh, otherwise extinct). 
(Count W-ll-m M-re.) 



“Impregnablt Polite” 

(Col S.-}y, D.S 0.) 

Zulu Chief. They really cannot extend 
their bounty to cover the case of Miss 
CoLENSO. Irish Nationalists insist. Seely 
shakes his head. 

It was here that Mr. Moore stepped, in 
with suggestion calculated to meet diffi- 
uolty. 

WiU the UisDER- S ecretary,” he| 
suavely asked, ‘‘consider the propriety 
of obtaining a grant from the United 
Irish League Fund for Miss Colenso ?” 

The consideration of the Nationalists 
for the comfort and convenience of a 
countryman from Ulster was forthwith 
testified. 

“ Sit down I Sit down ! ” they shouted. 

Parliamentary week only just com- 
mencing. Mr. Moore’s remarks not 
lengthy. They had, for example, fallen 
short of the exposition of the Budget 
which kept Chancellor of Exchequer 
on his legs for four hours. Yet so 
motherly in its tenderness is the con- 
cern of the Southerners for the health 
and comfort of a brother from the North 
that they insisted, almost with turbu- 
lence, upon his not endangering his 
health by undue physical effort. 

“ Sit down ! Sit down ! ” they roared 
again. Having shot his dart, Mr. Moore 
obeyed injunction. 

Business done . — ^Fourth night in Com- 
mittee on Budget Bill. FiTZi^ Hope 
propounds conundrum dealing with 
property let on lease expiring at death 
of the last survivor of three. A friend 
of his holds such a lease, the remaining 
life being that of a virgin of seventy. 


“Now,” he said, fixing inquiring eye 
on Chancellor of the Exchequer, “ what 
formula has the right hon. gentleman 
for establishing the exact relations be- 
tween the value of the property and the 
life of the old lady ? ” 

Lloyd-George moved the Closure. 

Tuesday . — Transference of the Master 
OF Elibank f 10111 Lobby to Treasury 
Bench on promotion to place vacated 
by Buchanan deprives the House of a 
useful and attractive study in deport- 
ment. In addition to his duties as 
Whip, Eubank was Comptroller of His 
Majesty’s Household. From time to 
time it fell to his lot to bring messages 
from a gracious Sovereign to the faith- 
ful Commons. Arrayed in Court uni- 
form, carrying the white wand of office, 
he advanced to the Table with due 
obeisance to the Chair. That compara- 
tively easy. Where natural grace came 
in was in the retreat, each step taken 
backward with halt at the precise spot 
proper for the thrice-made salutation. 

Seems easy enough till tried. Many 
a dauntless Admiral who has blithely 
trod the quarter-deck in hours of danger, 
and has subsequently been made Black 
Kod, has been conscious of the fearsome 
sinking of the heart that accompanies 
this expedition. At least one in modern 
times halted speechless at the Table. 
Master op Elibank took to ceremony 
from the first as a duckling takes to the 
water. 

I To-day, making first appearance as 





You Should see me “Reverse”! 
(Muster pf Elibank— and of walking backwards.) 
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Under - Secretary for India, displayed j 
fresh qualities that compel esteem. Lach 
of the half-dozen enquiries on the paper, 
for whicli he was prepared with written 
I answer, was followed by what is known 
* as a supplementary question. - pth^i^ 
i ]\[inisters, weakly yielding to pernicious 
habit that sometimes leads to ruffled 
temper and always involves unredeemed 
waste of time, make answer. Master of 
Eltbantk, apparently unhearing, certainly 
unheeding, stared vacantly into space as , 
if he were on the blasted heath (quota- 
tion) once visited by il/ac&ei/z; also as it 
happened charged with a batch of sup- 
plementary questions. ' *’ 

The querist sat dumhfoundered, star- 
ing'at the new Minister as if his silence 
were due to sudden development of 
trance. Nothing ' happening, Speaker 
called next question on paper; there fol- 
lowe'd another supplementary question, 
another glacial silence; nextJ question 
was' called, and so' business briskly 
proceeded. • 

Possibly this remarkable state of 
things was due rather to necessity than 
to deliberate design. Having been but 
a .clay at the India Office, the Under- 
secretary could hardly bo expected to 
answ’er off-hand ‘questions sprung upon 
liitii as to’the popuhttion of the Madras 
Presidency, the code of regulations for 
European schools in ’ Bengal; or the 
domestic circumstances * of ^‘one Gulab 
Bano,*' alleged to have made short work 
of her husband. . , ... s 

However it be, the value of example 
remains. If all Ministers would follow 
it, a practice that deprives the Question 
hour of much of its usefulness would 
disappear. 

Bimness done , — Worrying away at 
Budget Bill. 

Wednesday , — ^Horatio Bottomijsy has 
made rich discovery of ungotten minerals 
and promises Chancellor of Exchequer 
great haul. Talk about the ordinary 
hen-roost, what is it compared with the 
nsion discerned by thy mind’s eye, 
Horatio ? Deep down in the cellars of 
hankers, public and private, there is 
stored treasure in price far exceeding 
what the deep unfathomed caves of ocean 
bear. Bank-notes issued and never 
presented; ])alaiices standing in the name 
of men and women long since dead and 
turned to clay; piled up securities repre- 
senting hundreds of thousands of 
pounds, not to mention brass-bound 
boxes ])ursting with priceless jewels 
and precious stones, 

HoiUTro,if pressed, could name twelve 
banks where there are secured at this 
moment unclaimed securities worth two 
million sterling. All this he proposes 
to pour into the lap of Chanoellor of 
Exchequer. 

Ib that end brings in Bill compelling 
bankers to make disclosure of their 


dormant balances and other treasures as 
preliminary to handing them over to 
service of the State. 

Business done , — Clause 1 of Budget 
Bill passed with trifling amendments. 

Thursday,— The Infant* Samuel has 
been ^‘called” again, this time to the 
Cabinet with rank of Chancellor^ of 
Duchy of Lancaster. The promotion, 
for a still young Member rapid and 
considerable^^ is hailed with approval on 
both sides. As Under -Secretary for 
Home Department he impressed an as- 
sembly, the keenest judge of character 
in the world, with sense of his capacity. 
Is, withal, free from that pushfulness not 
ever absent from exceptional cleverness. 
It was he who carried, practically with- 



“ Aber-r-deen Grennut” (v, Norwegian). 

Rubbing it into The Morning Post. 

I'" The Morning Posty while preaching the 
doctrine of keeping out the foreigner and 
giving work to our own people, employed a 
Fiench architect, au Americin builder, and 
used Norwegian granite.” {Loud laughter.)— 
Mr. J. Macdonald Henderson.'] 

out division, the Children’s Charter, 
declining promotion rather than abandon 
an incompleted task. 

This Government is exceptionally for- 
tunate in its young men. The Infant 
is not the least brilliant star in the 
galaxy. 

Business done , — Report of Supply. 


Where (nearly) every Prospect pleases. 

^ “Naples. Hotel First-elass. Situated 

m finest and most select part of Naples. Mag- 
nificent view of t jwn, Vesuvius and Proprietors.” 
’ Hotel List. 

The best view of the Proprietors is 
to be had when you refuse to pay the 
bill.. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Austria, we are told, has informed the j ' 
Italian Government that the strengthen- 
ing of the Austrian Fleet is not directed 
against' her friend and ally. This is 
quite as it should be. 

* 

The new Sultan of Turkey is to pay 
a series of visits to the capitals of Europe. 
Abdul Hamid’s offer to act as locian 
tenens during liis successors absence 
has, we hear, been declined. ; 

* 

Many persons have been expressiogsur- 
prise’at the fighting power of our mod- 
ern women. These have evidently never 

seen them training at clearance sales. 

* * 

* 

The Smoke Abatement Society reports 
a steady improvement in the nuisance to 
which it devotes its attention. It would 
f)e interesting to know how’' far this is 

due to the Children Act. 

* * 

* 

Only 150 out of 1,500 miners em- 
ployed by the Fife Coal Company have 
ccepted tlie company’s proposal to 
provide bathing accommodarion for its 
employees at a cost of one penny 
each per week. We can only suppose 
that under the new eight-hour system 
you haven’t time to get really dirty. 

* 

While it is - true that one of the 
exhibits at the annual show of the Pekin 
Palace Dog Association was valued at 
£40 an ounce, we are informed that it is 
impossible to buy a smaller quantity 
than the entire clog. 

* * 

Says an advertisement: — “For Sale, 
exceptional residential property dn 
Northern Europe, of 3,750 English 
acres.” But what we would like to know 
is this : How did these English acres 
get there? • Probably they emigrated 
in fear of being mistaken by Ml\ Lloyd- 
George for a building-site. 

American visitors wId love everything 
old will be interested to hear that, accord- 
ing to the i-tatement of Counsel at the 
Stratford Police Court the other day, 

“ there is no such thing as new milk in 
London.” i 

* * 

The way we encourage patriotism in 
diis country ! A taxi-cab driver was fined 
last week for keeping the flag flving. 

* 

After all, the ballet dancers of the 
PariS Opera House are not to strike, 
although there would appear to be good 
reason for their doing so, for on the pay 
that they receive they cannot even clothe 
themselves adequately. 

“ What ’s the meaning of that dirty;, 
and dilapidated tyre hanging on thei 




door of your room? ’’ we asked. “ Oh, 
that ’s for luck,” she said. “ We found 
it in the road. It ’s th.e modern horse- 
shoe.” 

* * 

* 

From America comes news of what is ' 
described as the strangest psychic case 
on record. The spitit of the late Mr. | 
Swain Gifford, it is said, now inhabits ■ 
the body of a man who nev'er painted 
[ before, but' is suddenly producing mas- 
terpieces in the style of the deceased 
artist. The opposite phenomenon — 
painters with the souls of Philistines — 

is unfortunately distressingly common. 

* * 

* 

A wedding took place last week in 
the Scottish Village ’at the White City, 
and ]\Ir. Imre Kirai.fy “ presented the 
tvedding ring and a keeper.” This frank 
insinuation that Marriage spells Madness 
surely the last word in cynicism. 

1 The Budget and The Profession.” 

I (Not to ha confused with “ The Trade.”) 

^ The drama is said to be heavily hit, 
not only by the super tax,” but by the 
“ property tax.” 


THE LIGHT THAT FAILED. 

[“ The average man in the street is as much 
attracted towards the actress as the proverbial 
moth to the candle. He is firmly convinced 
that she is sure to be * a little naughty,’ and 
not only surprised, hut olten much annoyed, 
when she 'is not .” — Daily Chronide.'] 

When first across the footlights, Flo, 
Your glances found my stall, 

I felt the magic of their glow 
And fell beneath their thrall. 

No prudish pride is here, I cried, 

No ultra-virtuous haughtiness, 

But smiles that flash with just a dash — 
The tiniest dash of naughtiness. 

Henceforth the moral orb of Nance 
Shall pass unheeded by, 

Unmoved I ’ll meet the pious glance 
Of Susan’s fireless eye. 

Such tasteless stufic is good enough 
For those that find no fault with it, 
But as for me, it seems to be 
An egg that has no salt with it. 

But in your twinkling, roguish eye 
There lurked I know not what 
That lured me, as the spell-bound fly 
Must seek the honey-pot. 


A dash of spice I thought was nice, 

And as I hadn’t got any, 

I longed to go to you, dear Flo, 

To save me from monotony. 

Methought I saw you in the Park ; 

Right well you queened it there, 

While many a gay and dashing spark 
Did homage round your chair. 

Cars stood before your magic door, 

Their noble chauffeurs called for ,^ou, 
’While love-sick Guards and long-haii*ed 
bards 

Grew prematurely bald for you. 

Such was mv dream. How strangelv 
Truth ‘ 

Imagination mocks ! 

You do not care for gilded youth — 

You ’d rather darn the socks. 

You ply no arts to wile young hearts 
And coroneted craniams ; 

In dull content your days are spent 
In shipifing your geraniums. ^ 

“Now that our ears are fo hungry for th^ 
novel point of view. . . — f^^wulayClronide. 

‘‘ Ears, hungry ears, I know not what 
they see,” as Tennyson said. 
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meet the requirements of modem aero- 
. MUSIC IN EXCELSIS. nautical science. In the ne^ versi n 

The public-spirited annoimcement of the speeial torment of FanfcJAen wi 

an eminent pianist that he proposes to consist of his never ^ 

devote the proceeds of a concert to aero- proper _ garage for his airsmp. -ne 

nautical purposes, has, we are glad to 

leam, been fraught with wide-reaching altered, except that 
consequences throughout the entire Petrola a TCry happy e c , , 

domain of the youngest of the' Arts. the famous Spmning Choius is cleverly 
Turning to The Daily 'Bamberger of adapted so as to suggest the whirring of 
hist Saturday we ' are confronted with the engines of the airship, 
the soul -shaking statement that Mr. M. Paderewski, so we learn from i/ie 
Bamberger, accompanied ' by his wife Warsaw Inren'or, a scientific periodical 
and their triplets (Mozart Skibo of remarkable ability, has patented a 


Bamberger, Beethovea Rockefeller Bam- 
berger and Roseberj" Glinka Bamberger), 


new form of musical parachute, con- 
structed like a concertina, wbicb. plays 


will shortly start for Moscow, where it during the descent, and thus warns tne 
is Ms intention to carry out a series of denizens of term firmi of the approach 
experiments with a new flying 'grand of the aeronaut Mr. Spenc.^ is much 
piano of his own invention. ? On calling struck with the invention, and thinks oi 
at the house of Sir Rompey Boidero, Mr. having it attached to his new balloon, 
Bamberger's father-in-law, our repre- The Airy Queen. 


sentative was assured that' the announce- 
ment was only too true.' But Sir Pompey , 

, who was deeply affected, added that he 


A FILLIP FOR FICTION. 

[The following lines are supposed to repre- 


had extracted a solemn pledge from his gent an optimistic author’s view of the proposal 
son-in-law that he would never take his to publish new hovels at a shilling or even 
wife with him on one of his flights, or sevenpence apiece], 
more than two-thirds of the Ui’iplets. All the charms of aU the Muses — 

The object of the flying loiano, the Plots to make you smile or weep, 
amiable baronet went on to explain, was Love that wins and love that loses — 
to intimidate theNiMhsts and Anarchists, Even now are fairly cheap : \ 

over whom Mr. ’“Bamberger^ has long Comic interludes or kiUings, 
exerted a remarkably sedative influence, . Tragic tears and knavisli tricks, 
and when tMs aim has been accom- Priced k half-a-dozen sliillings ' ■ 
plished he proposes to give a series of May be had for 4^. 6 ^?. 
cross -Cbunnel ■ recitals iu wbidi the 

audience will be attached la cars, to tbe 5 • J “ thousand calls,' 

livrve. /if +'h£XTMO-nn H nff haT* in nnirma TV/iTlO .. w , , 




the National GaUery a colossal equestrian J 

statue of himself, recently executed by , be purchased with tbe sum 

Professor Sir sJgo von "^Erkimer, for 

which Mr. Frick, the famous Chicago of a cerebrum, 

millionaire, vainly offered £100,000, '‘Buy your hooks?” you argue ; ‘Mo, Sir 
The Manager of the Crystal Palace Waste' biir cash bn works of art ? 

confirmed the report which had abeady Wherefore, when the nearest grocer 
appeared in The Daily Gale^ to the effect Keeps a fiction-lending mart ? 
that at the next Handel' Festival all the When from bakers we can borrow 
performers would sing from balloons or Tales that educate the home, 
aeroplanes. Madame Ci^v Butt, he Talesof mirth and tales of sorrow, ' 
went on, had already commissioned the Paying 2d. down per tome ? ” 
firm of Boulger to build her a huge mi . • -i . ‘ n- 

dirigible, to be called The Hope and w-T ? uf ® 

in delicate compliment to Sir (bWflush about the fob , 

.T?.nu4n We ve reduced our world-enthrallin 


- Edward' Elgar's famous march tune. 
The Manager added that it was intended 
I to lend reSism to the performance of the 


Masterpieces to a bob ; 
Fancies of the fairest tissue, 


“ Hailstone Chorus ” by a discharge oP ^ 

several million peas on to the heads of 

the audience from the sunerineumhent ^ cigar. 


. the audience from the superincumbent ^ cigar, 

balloons. Then, perhaps, some Croesus, smitten 

A telegram from Bayreuth conveys By the smart reviewer's mem. — 
the welcome intelligence that, yielding “ Not since Waverley was written 
to the urgent appeals of Count Zeppelin-, Have we seen so rare a gem,” — 
Mr. Wilbur Wright, Mr. LatHaVM, and Rashly from his pocket raking 
others, Herr Siegfried Wagner has kindly All the pence (the damage blown) 

consented to re-write his father's early May secm*e that epoch-making 
opera, The Flyimj Dutchman so as to Novel for his very own. 


THE HIGH ART OF WALKING. 

The view expressed by Sir Vigtoii 
Horsley that swinging the arms while 
walking is quite unnecessary has attracted 
widespread attention in stockbroking , 
and other circles. We append a few of . 
the representative opinions elicited by .. 
this momentous pronouncement. ^ ‘ 

Mr. H. A. Miles, of the Engineering 
Department of the Post Office, writing . 
to The Daily Mail, observes that a rapid 
walker uses his arms in the same way as 
a greyhound uses its tail. 

The Poet LaurEaVTE lays no claim^ to , 
he considered an authority on pedestrian 
progress. “ A poet,” he remark's, “ can 
not altogether dispense with feet, and, if 
he is a patriot, must he prepared^ to use 
his arms, or, to be more precise, his 
barrels. Personally, in moments of 
lyrical ecstasy I am only conscious of 
wings.” 

Mr. Stephen Coleridge, in a genial 
interview, expi'essed full concurrence 
with Sir VierroR. Personally, however, , 
he was inclined to go a good deal further. > 

It was not merely the swinging of the 
arms that was unnecessary while walk- i 
ing, but the arms themselves. People; 
did not walk with their arms unless i 
they were acrobats. The great object; 
in locomotion was to carry as little , 
weight as possible, and for fast walking; 
tiie best thing was to remove the armsj 
altogether by a surgical operation. 1 

Miss Cede Malan, the lenowned votary: 
of Terpsichore, strongly dissents from 
the view of the illustrious specialist. 
Rapid walking is of the essence of danc-. 
ing, and dancing without the serpentine, 
arm ripple is unthinkable. Miss Malan’s, ; 
view is also supported by Mile. Karsa-;' 
VDTA, the famous Russian 'ballerina now 
pei'forming at the Coliseum, by MrJ 
! Pelissier and Inspector Jarvis. As thq 
Inspector put it, “ The Venus of Milo may 
have been armless, but it seems impost’ 
sible for a modern woman to advance, 
rapidly without swinging the ' arms,” 
and here .he rubbed his ear ruefully. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw writes to say that’ 
the connectipn of arms and the man isr 
not essential, but only drarnatic. The. 
most famous statue of Victory, he adds,' 
was wingless. ' *' ; 

“Liicas Malet,” the illustrious author 
of Sir Richard Galmady, gives it as her’ 
opinion that if, as she has herself 
triumphantly shown, a legless baronej) 
can be a .hero of romance there is no 
reason why * an . armless stockbroker 
should not win the annual walk tq 
Brighton. | 

“ He apparently does not accept tlie maxim 
nemo jive reyente turyis aiwias.” — ATlaliala(\ 
Laxo Journal, '\ 

A man that would accept that w’-ould 
take anything. ‘ ; 
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THE FAILURE. 

It was when we were leaving Oxford 
that I first noticed him, the little pale 
thoughtful man in the far corner. I 
had ordered a tearhasket, and as I lifted 
the pot the tea was beginning to over- 
flow into the saucer and everywhere else 
in the usual way. What I said myself 
I forget, but there are forms of speech 
for this occurrence, and doubtless I used 
some of them ; but the little man’s groans 
I still distinctly remember. He writhed 
and wriggled, and at last he spoke. 

“ Isn’t that an iniquity? ” he asked. 

“ This spilling over ? ” I said. “ Yes.” 

“And it’s no new thing to you, I 
suppose ? ” he exclaimed. 

“ Unhappily, no,” I said. “It generally 
happens.” 

“ And you’ve seen it in other people’s 
houses ? Your hostesses have no better 
teapots ? ” 

“ Seldom,” I said. 

“ ‘ Seldom ! ’ ” he replied. “ You might, 
I think, say never, unless by accident. 
Do you know. Sir, there is only one 
house in England where the teapot can- 
not do that?” 


“ Indeed,” I said ; “ and whose house 
is that?” 

“Mine,” he answered. 

I congratulated him. 

“No need,” he said. “It is a source 
of very little pleasure to me; but it 
ought to be a means of immense profit, 
if only human nature were different.” 

I composed myself to listen. 

“ I am an inventor,” he said. “ Years 
ago, when I was a young and active and 
healthy man, I invented a teapot which 
would not spill. Could not spill. It 
was quite simple, j ust a matter of arrang- 
ing the angle of the spout, and so forth. 
I took this quite confidently to a great 
earthenware and china factory. But 
would they have it? No. They said 
that their customers expected tea to be 
spilt, and would be disappointed if it 
was not. I was thunderstruck, but I 
persevered. I went to others, with the 
same result. I went to the makers of 
metal teapots, and they also declined. 
England, they said, is a conservative 
country, and a woman liked what her 
mother had liked before her. If her 
mother’s teapot would not pour pro- 
perly she would see to it that her own 


did not. One firm introduced a second 
objection, and said something about a 
probable strike among laundries if I 
persisted. That was years ago, and I 
have continued the crusade ever since, 
but with no better success. I am 
getting old and grey, but I shall not 
give in. 

“But I shall never do any good,” he 
added wearily. “ England will continue 
to be drowned in tea until the end. 

“ To make an old joke,” he concluded, 
“ nothing that I can do will put Britannia 
on her mettle. I am a failure.” 

Tlie Descent of Man. 

“Danviii only at Cambridge about 
three years, but he has left to the jDresent 
generation three sons, who are resident and 
hold official positions at the University. 
Amongst them is a monkey alleged to have 
been let down in the Senate House when 
Darwin wns given the honorary degree of 
LL.D. in 1870 .” — Eadem Daily Press, 

“I could produce dozens of young men who 
would pass in the first ten on the Sandhurst 
list.” — “ Thnes ” Letter^ 

,But how thrilling if they all entered 
in the same year. 
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' characters for their stories. The writer, who calls herself 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. “Handasyde,” has exhumed Lord George Bentinok for the 

(By Mr. Punch’s Staif of Learned Clerics.) P«^oses of Other Things than Love (Hutchinson), and pro- 
^ -j j jected him into an era of motor-cars and modern Tariff 

‘‘Thev’ve etten the maist of the wuts in a neet,” said Reform. So little, indeed, has she troubled to veil her 
old Ml', Whinner y, referring to the slugs, and the common necromancy, that she only alters the name of the horse with 
bookworm will easily devour The Story of Hatihsgarth which Lord George would have won the Derby in 1848 (if 
Farm (Smith, Eider) in that time. Its scenes are laid on he hadn’t sold his stud) from Surplice to Surface. When 
the Lancashire and Westmoreland border (the Red Rose the book opens, its hero, having just lost his wife, decides to 
shire, by the way, is rather low down in the county fiction devote the remainder of his life to the cause of Protection, 
championship just now), and Emma Brooke has depicted and, considering the title of the story, it might fairly have 
them remarkably well. There is no great subtlety about been expected to be entirely political. As a matter of fact, 
the plot, or. the characters either, but I feel so absolutely however, it deals wdth the gradual consolation of Lord George 
certain that they really lived on a real farm (not a literary by the one infallible remedy known to romance. There are 

nor even a newspaper model), and that the farm was exactly some cleverly drawn eharaclers, notably those of Sinclair of 

where the authoress puts it, that I am glad the date is 1830 Sinclair and his daughter Betty, who is charming ; but the 
or thereabouts, so that nobody is likely to prove me wrong, self-made man to whom the heroine is at first engaged is far 
Silver Whinnery was brought up in the same home with too much of a bounder. I must be permitted to hope that 
I Silence and Nanna^ neither of whom was related to him by Lord Gee-Gee (as his friends called him), having found that 

blood, and having quarrelled with his father went to sea : he could love again, also repurchased his stud, and won the 

on his return, finding that N anna, whom he had always Blue Riband of the Turf in course of time, with, let us say, 
loved, was gone, and concluding that she was married, he Top Dressing III. 

made Silence his wife. Silver was a sterling fellow, and 

Silence, as her name implies,^ — I do not think that the anxiety 


was as good as gold, but Nanna 
could have spared an ‘ n ’ fi*om 
the middle of her pnenomen 
without loss to her reputation. 
So when she came back there 
was naturally trouble, or “ sic a 
scrowe as niver,” perhaps I 
should have said. The sequel 
is thoroughly exciting and ro- 
mantic in the best sense. Two 
miles north of Arinseat is where 
Hauksgarth farm lay : I daresay 
it is gone now, but it doesn’t 
really matter, for I have been 
inside it all the same. 

I fancy that when Miss Sheila 
Kaye-Smith set out to write 
Starhrace (George Bell) she was 
actuated, in part at least, by ' 


HUSTLEBEffil 

^ BUSINESS 

CJCLOP^DIA 

Will Ensure 4 
^ yourSUCCES^ 


- I do not think that the anxiety 
which Mrs. Dorrien's relations 
showed about the disposal of 
her property will be shared by 
the readers of The House of 
Intrigue (Hurst and Blackett). 
In a book of this kind a 
favourite for the stakes is 
needed whose chances can be 
supported tiirough thick and 
thin. Mr. Percy White, how- 
ever, has been at such pains to 
make the competitors clever 
that he has neglected to make 
any one of them attractive. 
Among so many artful and 
avaricious people my sympathy 
goes out to Mrs. Dorrien, and 
if she had left her property either 
to a society for abolishing 


I to a society for abolishini? 

acUuited, in pai t at least, by 1 * 1 ,-, •• TT : caviar (a delicacy which gave her 

describe the ejghteenth-century liightohyinan m . indigestion and psychic experiences) or to one which would 
his habit as he realty lived, and stripped of that romance I teach her relations the value of straightforwardness I 
TOth which the foohsh chroniclers of a later age have loved should have rejoiced. Mr. Whiu'e could not write dull 
to invest him. lor the better attainment of that end, I can dialogue if he tried, hut in The House of Intrigue he has 
s^ her at pains to make such a study ot the idiom of the chosen a subject dull enongh to have a’depressint^ effect 
class pd time as shomd secure at least accuracy of con- upon his wit. And surely Herbe^-t Dorrien, who was'eaptain 
rei-S£ition. Ilm result IS interesting, if a hide overwhelming, of his county cricket eleven, forgot himself when belaid 
“ The observes to another, ‘‘ In c^e they should knock down our wickets before we are 

rhe lad 6 a r^ cuU : 1^ s keep our snappers and gaffs for back in block ! ” The note of exclamation is not mine hut 
the hoinies, aud hop a fiash w^ag on the road, most readers I should be sorrv to remove it. ’ 

will incline to wish that she had supplied her book -with a " — - 

glossarj^ This, however, is but a shght defect in an o i ^ 

timtsually clever tale. In many ways indeed this story of iri Ihe Times : 

the lad Miles Starhrace, driven to the Road by circumstance ^ ^ courteous EngPsli- 

; and by the tragedy of his own warped character, half animal and who ladies who attended thi i^ageant 

b|giuner m the uot-elist’s art s^ms to me extraordinary, he^ pogeaat in and the still mo; e^anfortunate weather that we 

J iie last chapters especially are haunting in the poignancy it in, who without a single exception removed their hats so that 
of their analysis. I hardly know how Miss Kaye-Smith can vi,w of the pageant whi:;h 

mre endured the writing of them, and I £im not at all sure T wirjf r".' 'T • , , 

that I owe her Jinv .o-rn+i+ndo lU-t* h - -D . I lesser stylist would certainly have forgotten the 


that I owe her any gratitude for having done so. ' Powerful would certainly have forgotten the question 

the hook undeniably is, but I hope that next time die author 

wiU devote her strength to some less pitiable theme. . . 

^ Obiter Dicta), 

l^ad men are supposed to tell no tales but there ia He 
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Mr. Joseph Beecham, of St. Helens, it 
is announced, is about to endow a theatre 
for the production of English opera. It 
is rumoured that popular prices ■will be 
the rule there, and that it will be possible 
to obtain for a shilling a ‘‘ box worth a 
guinea.” 

^ * 

The knighting of an actcr,” The 
Stage points out, “ no longer sets a pre- 
cedent, but A. W. Pinero is the first 
serious dramatist to meet with this 
recognition.” There is, we believe, a 
growing feeling oiilside the stage that 
the playwright is almost as important a 
person as. the actor. 

* 

Two of the L.C.O. steamboats, which 
have been purchased by a foreign com- 
pany, have been steaming down the 
Mediterranean. By a curious coincidence 
the Turkish Navy is also undergoing 
the novel and healthy experience of a 
cruise on the sea. 

^ * 

* 

The price of beer has now been raised, 
and this experiment in taxing the 
food of a large sBction of the population 
is being watched carefully by the Tariff 

Reformers, :j: :fc 

* 

Mr. Asquith is to address a meeting in 
the City on the subject of the Budget. 
Precautions, we understand, will be 
taken to prevent Lord Roihsohild and 
Lord Avebury from disturbing tbe 
gathering disguised as Suffragettes. 

Ji! * 

* 

“Dramatic art in this country,” we 
are constantly being told, “ is going to 
the dogs.” And worse things might 
happen to it, to judge by the clever 
quadrupeds who are now appearing 
at the Palace Theatre. 

•I* 

* 

It is often said that the boys at our 
public schools are sadly lacking in man- 
ners. Some colour is lent to this allega- 
tion by the fact that the Eton College 
Chronicle pxiblislies an article on “ The 
Eton Manner.” It seems deplorable 
that the boys of our noblest school 
should admittedly Lave only one manner 
between them. 

* * 
sf: 

A man has been charged at Marl- 
borough Street Police Court with the 
curioiis offence of clipping off the tails of 
women’s coats. Ihe temptation to the 
Magistrate to let the fellow off if he 
would promise to transfer his activities 
to ladies’ hats must have been immense. 

Sp Jf: 

“ Get a good big cage and put tlie child 
in it,” suggested the Southwark coroner, 
last week. “Then if you go out, the 
child cannot get to the fire.” Suspended 
from a chain in front of a window a cage 
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“BY ANY OTHER NAME ” 

Voice through the Fence. “ Is Rose Vi’let thebe ? ** 

Small Boy (shouting). “’Ere, Cabhots, ter mtuteb wants yer!’ 


containing a plump baby would make a 
pleasing change from the hackneyed ! 
canary. 

* 

Lord Lucas has admitted in the House 
that the Territorials aie, at the present 
moment, inferior to an equal number of 
trained Continental troops, and that it 
is impossible to say what would happen 
if an invasion came when our striking 
force was abroad. No doubt a polite 
note w'ould be sent to the enemy stating 
: that it was inconvenient to receive him 
just then, and, if that failed, a really 
sharp letter would have to be despatched. 

A German is to attempt to reach the | 
North Pole in a Zeppelin air-ship, and 
plant the German flag there. It is a 


nice question whether this is altogether 
desirable. Germany’s treatment of the 
Poles in the past has Leon open to 
comment. 

Ht :is 
* 

He was certainly a very small officer ; 
still it was just as certainly very rude of 
the young lady to say to him, “And 
what are you in ? The Miniature Rifle 
Brigade ? ” 


“ N . G-. Hill. — ( 1) Odalisque, a female siave iu j 
the harems of the East, especially iu that of 
the Sultan of Turkey. (2) You shoxild apply 
to the Inland Revenue authorities ,” — Manchester 
Guardian. 

We’re afraid it won’t be much good, 
though. 
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THE DETACHMENT OF PRENDERBY. 

The Land Clauses of the Budget. 

I FOUND liim seated in an exquisite Louis Quinze cLair, 
absorbed in contemplation of one of the many masterpieces 
of art which, adorn his spacious chambers. 

“And what do you think of the Land Clauses of the 
Budetet Bill ? I asked. 

“ I thank Heaven,” said Prenderby, “ that I had the good 
sense, years ago, to sell my land, and spend the proceeds 
upon the works of great artists. Happily Lloyd-George 
doesn't bear the same resentment to an Old Master as he 
bears to what is known as real estate. If he did, I should 
now liave the prospect of paying separate and distinct taxes 
on the canvas of my pictures; on their materials — oil or 
water colour ; on their foregrounds, their backgrounds, their 
middle distances ; on their figures, human or animal ; on 
their frames; on the wall-space they occupy. As it is, 
they are exempt from all taxation in my lifetime ; and 
meanwhile I could sell them to-day at an enormous profit, 
especially if I wrote to the papers and appealed to the public’s 
patriotism to prevent their going abroad. And all this 
unearned increment is due to the efforts of the community.” 

“ But I don’t see,” said I, “ what the community has got 
to do with it. It is the result of your own cleverness of 
seleciion.” 

“}\o more, or very little more, than if I had selected a 
piece of land in a neighbourhood which gave promise of 
improvement. The intrinsic worth of my pictures remains 
where it was. It is the taste of the community that gives 
them their enhanced market-value; just as the taste of the 
comnuinity might, by the erection of a sausage factory in a 
rustic suburb, enhance the value of my neighbouring land as 
a site for artisans’ villas. Perhaps I needed a shade more 
intelligence in the case of my pictures, but only a shade.” 

“Anyhow,” I argued, “you have sunk your talents in a 
napkin ; your pictures yield you no interest” 

“On the contrary,” replied Prenderby, “ they yield me a 
well-secured interest of at least five per "cent, in the form of 
luxury-~the pure joy I get from regarding them. And I 
I)ay no income-tax on that.” 

“Still,” I said, “your sophistries will never persuade me 
that land has not got a special claim to taxation. There ’s 
something peculiar about land.” 

“ There is, indeed,” he said. “ For one thing, you can’t 
move it.” 

“ That ’s my point,” I cried triumphantly. “ Land is the 
connlry itself ; and the nation is its only rightful owner. 
I’m a bit of a Socialist on this subject.” 

“ But it already exercises the rights o£ ownership,” replied 
Pmiderhy. “ Apart from existing rates and taxes for which 
this particular class of property is selected, the community 
reserves to itself the privilege of running railroads and new 
streets across your land, and chopping it up into allotments. 
It doesn’t do that kind of thing with other forms of property 

your furniture, ior example. It doesn’t give the pro- 
j letariat the run of your hath, or commandeer your grand 
piano to serve as panelling for its municipal slaughter- 
houses.” 

“Bear Prenderby,” I said, with a touch of pity, “I am 
sorry that a person of your gifts should not vet have been 
emancipated from the old feudal spirit.” 

The old feudal spirit ? ’ Ah, there you touch the Higher 
Socialism,” he replied, in what I carelessly assumed to be his 
best vein of paradox. “Let the State,” be continued, 
“instead of levying fresh pecuniary burdens on the land* 
demand feudal service — military service — of every man that 
holds its soil in fief, and we shall he taking one right step 
backwards in the direction of national self-respect.” 

“ This is a free country,” I said, but not very assertively. 
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^ “It is nothing of the sort,” snapped Prenderby, “ or you, 
for one, wouldn’t be paying taxes on anything. 

“I should pay them voluntarily,” I said, but without 
conviction. 

A touch of affectionate anxiety betrayed itself in Prenderby ’s 
eye. “ You have been overworking,” be said. “ You should 
see a brain-doctor and take a rest-cure.” 

“ You think,” I said, “ to distract my attention from tlio 
weakness of your arguments by an affectation of solicitude 
for my health. But I ignore your red herrings. Let us get 
hack to the land.” 

“We shall he the only people there, if we stay long 
enough,” said Prenderby. “ But, to he serious— ^ — ” 

“ Do I understand that we have been having humour up 
to this point ? ” 

“Humour,'’ replied Prenderby, “is like Truth; it takes 
two for its achievement — one to speak and one to hear.” 

“ Well, try being serious,” I said. 

“ To be serious,’’ resumed Prenderby, “you said just now 
that there is something peculiar about land, and I agieed 
with you. For one thing, I said, you can’t move it. For 
another thing it is a form of property which, more than most 
luxuries, demands the employment of labour. Even a 
pronounced Free Trader like yourself would be permitted 
to encourage this form of Home Industry.” 

“ Go on,” I said, “ don’t mind me.” 

“ Well, if you mu6‘t treat the owner of land as if he were a 
moral pest, why not make allowance for his redeeming quali- 
ties, and let him have a rebate on every labourer.he employs ?” 

“ Is that your own idea ? ” I asked. 

“Better than that,” said Prenderby. “ I got it in conver- 
sation with a soldier who thinks.” 

“ * A soldier who thinks ! ’ ” 1 exclaimed. “ What business 
I has he to do that ? Why doesn’t he stick to liis soldiering ? ” 

I “Because he has none to stick to,” replied Prenderby. 
[“He happens to he one of those, keen and distinguisJicd 
soldiers to whom the War Office is just now giving a rest. 
This leaves him leisure for thinking out other things.” 

“ I am not sure,” said I, “ that Mr. Haldane would approve 
of your friend’s line of thought if it came to his ears. 
Anyhow, I can’t take two of you on single-handed. Perhaps 
I’d better go off and consult a sailor.” 

“Try Charlie Beresfokd,’' said Prenderby; “I hear he’s 
at large. And the Admiralty might be glad for him to liave 
a little quiet occupation— something connected with theories 
about the land, instead of the sea.” 0. S. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST, 

“Roses I bring, and lay them at thy feet. 

But wliat rose ever bloomed that could compare 
With thee, my Queen of Flowers ? Thou art more sweet 
Than roses, and than lilies even more fair ; 

Oh, say my gift within that golden heart lias stirred 
Some answering thrill I ” He paused, but she spake never a 
word. 

Falling upon his knees, he sighed again : 

“ When thou dost speak the very birds are still ; 

Thy smile is summer sunshine after rain, 

And the whole world with happiness doth fill ! 

Wilt thou not smile on me, Love, and dispel my care? ” 

Still she was silent, and he groaned in sheer despair. 

“Thine every look, a sanbeam from the skies, 

Pierces my heart like Phoebus’ burning ra^’ ! ” 

But she was smiling into other eyes ; 

Therefore he rose and cast his book away, 

Addressing her in righteously indignant tones : 

This is the third time you have missed your cue, Miss 
Jones ! ” 
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Customer (frymg on mackmtosh), “ Good weather for you— icsiD mackintoshes.” 

Salesman. “Yes, Sir. But, on the other hand, trade in garden-hose is absolutely at a standstill.” 


SCOTTISH SUPERIORITY. 

The Mystery Solved. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Have you ever 
brouglit your massive intellect to bear 
oa the solution of that eternal riddle — 
Why do Scotsmen always succeed? I 
think I have discovered the clue in a| 
question which was put in the House of 
Commons last week — on Monday the 
5th, to be precise : — 

‘^Sir Jobn Jardlne asked, as regards the 
incidence of the increment tax on land feued 
in superiorities in Scotland, whether the tax 
would become exigible under the Finance Bill 
from the date of sale by a vassal or only after 
th^. feu had ceased to be full and infeftinent had 
taken place, and whether it would be exigible 
on an intermediate sale by the purchaser from 
the vassal and before any infeftinent.” 

People have a stupid way of asking 
from time to time, “Stands Scotland 
where she did?” My answer is, “Of 
course she does, and, if possible, more 
so,” and I think no reasonable person 
can possibly dissent after this soul- 
shaking question of Sir John Jardine’s. 
In the first place it is the only division 
of the United Kingdom in which superior 
vassals exist. But above and beyond 
all it is in Scotland and in Scotland 


alone that infeftment takes place, and I 
have no hesitation in ascribing the 
extraordinary talent for success shown 
by the Scot, as compared with the 
Englishman, the Irishman, or the Welsh- 
man, to his enjoyment of this unique 
advantage. The Englishman has some 
great qualities— solidity, doggedness, 
reserve — hut ho is never lifted to the 
higher plane of achievement which 
results from that magic process. And 
so with the nimbler Western Gael. ITou 
have only to look at the Houses of 
Parliament to realize the difference. 
For example, what is it that lends fas- 
cination to the discourses of Mr. Weir 
on immature fish? Infeftment. What 
enables Lord Pentland to hold the 
gilded chamber in the hollow of his 
hand? Infeftment, and nothing else. 
To define this extraordinary and mag- 
netic quality is no easy task. It is 
implicit in the “superiorities” of Scot- 
land. But unless and until the Southron 
contrives to inoculate himself with it he 
will always fight a losing battle in every 
walk of life with the unconquerable, 
because infefted, Scot. 

Infeftionally yours, 

A Weaker Vassal. 


THE FOURTH OF JULY. 

The Independence Day Celebration 
statistics have caused a painful sensation 
throughout the States. It had been 
hoped that the average would be well 
maintained, but as a matter of fact the 
figures show a decided falling off when 
allowance is made for the increased popu- 
lation of the country. In New York only 
two persons were killed, six seriously 
and fifty slightly injured. New York is 
certainly the second biggest city in the 
world, and this grudging attitude on the 
part of her citizens, this disinclination 
to offer an adequate annual tribute to 
the Goddess of Liberty, can only be 
regarded as a sign of decadence and 
degeneracy. 

Without Honour in his own County. 

“ Blythe, Feat’s fast bowler, took his 
hundredth wicket on Monday.” 

This from, of all papers, The Kentish 
Observer, 

Really Slow Bowling. 

“ Lubbock was howled by one that kept low 
in the last two minutes .” — Daily Mirror. 
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THE RABBITS. 


Chapter IV, — A Few Wires. 

A HUNDRED and eiglity for none. 
The mnpire waved h!s hand, and 
the scorer entered one more “four” 
in his book. Seeing that the ball had 
gone right through a bicycle which was 
leaning up against the pavilion, many 
people (the owner oE the bicycle, any- 
how) must have felt that the actual 
signalling of a boundary was unneces- 
sary; but our umpire is a stickler for 
the etiquette of the game. Once 

when But no ; on second thoughts, 

I shan’t tell you that story. You would 
say it was a lie—as indeed it is. 

“Rotten,” said Archie to me, as we 
crossed over. (A good captain always 
confides in his wicket-keeper.) 

“ Don’t take Simpson olf,” I said. “I 
like watching him.” 

“ I shall go on again myself soon.” 

“ Oh, it ’s not so bad as that. Don’t 
lose heart.” 

The score was two hundred when we 
met again. 

“I once read a book by a lady,” I 
said, “in which the hero started the 
over with his right hand and finished it 
with his left. I suppose Simpson couldn’t 
do that? 

“lie’s a darned rotten bowler, any- 
way.” 

“His' direction is all right, but his 
metre is so irregular.” 

At the end of the next over, “ What 
shall I do? ” asked Archie, in- despair. 

“ Put the wicket-keeper on,” I said at 
once. 

The idea was quite a new one to him. 
He considered it for a moment. 

“ Can you bowl? ” he said at last. 

“No.” 

“ Then what on eartli ” 

“Look here; you’ve tried ’em with 
people who can bowl and they ’ve made 
two hundred and twenty in an hour and 
a half ; somebody who can’t bowl will 
be a little change for them. That ’s one 
reason. The second is that we shall all 
have a bit of a rest while I ’m taking my 
things off. The third is that I bet Myra 
a shilling ” 

Archie knelt down and began to un- 
buckle my pads. “ I ’J1 ‘ keep ’ myself,” 
he said. “ Are you fast or slow ? ” 

^ “I haven’t the faintest idea. Just as 
it occiirs to me at the moment, I expect.” 

“ Well, you’re quite right; you can’t 
he worse than some of us. Will vou 
have a few balls down first ? ” 

“No, thanks; I should like to come as 
a surprise to them.” 

“ Well, pitch ’em up anyhow.” 

“I shall probably vary my length— if 
possible without any alteration of 
action. 

I am now approaching the incredible. 


The gentle reader, however (the bois- 
terous reader also for that matter), is 
requested to touch wood with one hand 
and to listen very carefully with the 
other to what follows. When he has 
heard my explanation he will perhaps 
understand. 

Bowling is entirely a question of when 
you let go of the baU. If you let go too 
soon the result is a wide over the bats- 
man’s head ; if too late, a nasty crack on 
your own foot. Obviously there are 
spaces in between. By the law of 
averages one must let go at the right 
moment at least once. Why not then 
at the first baU ? And in the case of a 
person like myself, who has a very high 
action and a good mouth — I mean who 
has a very high delivery, such a ball 
(after a week of Simpsons and Archies) 
would be almost unplayable. 

Very well, then ; I did let go at 
the right moment, but unfortunately I 
took off from the wrong crease. The 
umpire’s cry of “No-ball” and the 
shattering of the Quidnunc’s wicket 
occurred simultaneously. 

“ Good ball,” said Archie. “ Oh, bad 
luck ! ” 

I tried to look as though, on the whole, 
I preferred it that way — as being ulti- 
mately more likely to inspire terror in 
the batsman at my end. Certainly it 
gave me confidence ; made me over-con- 
fident, in fact, so that I held on to the 
next ball much too long, and it started 
bouncing almost at once. 

The Quidnunc, who was convinced by 
this that he had been merely having 
a go at the previous bail, shouldered his 
bat and sneered at it. He was still 
sneering when it came in very quickly 
and took the bottom of the leg stump. 
(Finger spin, chiefly.) 

Archie walked up slowly and gazed 
at me. 

‘I Well? ” I said jauntily. 

“No, don’t speak. I just want to 
look, and look, and look. It ’s wonderful. 
No elastic up the sleeve, or anything.” 

“ This is where it first pitched, ’’"said 
the Major as be examined the ground. 

“Did you think of letting in a brass 
tablet ? ” I asked shortly. 

“ He is quite a young man,” went on 
! Archie dreamily, “and does not care to 
speak about his plans for the future. 
But he is of opinion that ” 

« said Simpson. 

Three altogether.” 

“Look here, is there anybody else 
;who wants to say anything? No? Then 
1 11 go on with my oaw.” 

Archie, who had begun to walk back 
^ his place, retmued thoughtfully to 

“I just wanted to say, old chap, that 
It you re writing home to-night about it 
you might remember me to your people.” ; 
Blair was about the only person who 


didn’t insult me. This was because' 
he had been fielding long-on; and asj 
soon as the wicket fell he moved 
round about fifty yards to. talk to Miss 
Fortescue. What people can see in 

her Well, directly my next ball 

was bowled, he started running as Lard 
as he could to square leg, and brought off 
one of the finest catches I ’ve ever seen. 

“ The old square-leg trap,” said Archie. 
“ But you ' cut it rather fine, didn’t 
you? I suppose you knew he was a 
sprinter.”. 

“ I didn’t cut it at all — 1 was bowl- 
ing. Go away.” 

Yes, I confess it. I did the hat 
trick. It was a good length half volley, 
and the batsman, v.ho had watched my 
first three balls, was palpably nervous. 
Archie walked round and round me in 
silence for some time, and then went i 
over to Thomas. 

“He’s playing tennis with me this 
evening,” he began. 

“I played billiards with him last 
night,” said Thomas proudly. 

“ He ’s going to let me call him by bis 
Christian name.” 

“ They say he’s an awfully go:d chap 
when you know him,” replied Thomas. 

I got another wicket with the last ball 
of the over, and then we had lunch. 
Myra was smiling aU over her face when j 
we came in, but beyond a “ Well I 
bowled, Walter” (which I believe to be ’ 
Breabley’s name) v ould have nothing | 
to do with me. Instead she seized 
Archie, and talked long and eagerly to | 
I him. And they both laughed a good ' 

I deal. 

“Arkwright,” I heard Archie say at f 
the end. “He’s sure to be there and 
would do it like a shot.” 

Like a wise captain Archie did not 
put me on after lunch, and Simpson 
soon began to have the tailin difficulties. ' 
J ust after the eighth wicket fell a telegram 
came out. Archie took it, and handed ! 
it to me, ^ “From MaoLuUien, I expect,”’ 
he said with a grin, 

“ You funny ass ; I happen to know 
it s from Dick. I asked him for a wire 
about the Kent match.” 

Oh, did Kent win ? ” said Archie, 
looking over my shoulder. As I opened 

it the others came up, and I read 

'^Please be m attendance -for next 
Test Match , — ^Hawke.” 

***** 

I got three more that afternoon. One 
from Fry, one from Leveson-Goweb, and 
one from Maclarek They all came from ' 
Lord s, and I ’ve half a mind to take my 
telegrams with me and go. Then Myra 
would probably get six months in the 
second division. 

_ “I shouldn’t mind that,” said Myra. 

lou could easily bowl— I mean bail 
me out.” 

A silly joke, I call it. A. A. M. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Li'itle Arthur’s Eoad to Ejstowledge. 

(Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Unde John— Captahi John Lamlert, 
late 28th Hussars — aged 44.) 

Little Arthur. What were you talking about to yourself, 
Uncle John, when I came in just now *? 

Unde John. Singing a bit of a hymn, wasn’t I ? 

L. A. Xo, Uncle John, I don’t think it was a hymn. 

U. J. Sort of hymn, I think, wasn’t it ? 

L. A . Well, Uncle, it wasn’t like any hymn I ’ve ever heard. 

U. J. Wasn’t it, old man ? But perhaps you don’t under- 
stand my way of singing ’em. 

L. A. I don’t think it was that, Uncle John. And, besides, 
you weren’t singing at all. 

U. J. Tliat ’s just it : everybody says that about my sing- 
ing- It ’s not having an ear that does it. 

L. A. Ob, but. Uncle, I ’ve heard you sing splendidly , 
and Mamma says you used to sing Tom Bowling and 
Sallij hi our Alley so as to make people cry. 

U\ J. Ah, well, that was long ago. I’ve lost the hang of 
it now. It ’s the hard life I ’ve had that ’s driven it out. 

L. A. But, Uncle, when you said that to Papa the other 
day ho said it wasn’t the hard life but the hard living that 
had bowled you over. Papa thought that was funny, because 
he laughed. 

U. J. So he did ; but then your father and I never quite 
agreed about jokes. 

L. A, No, Uncle ; and I don’t always agree with Papa 
about jokes myself. 

U. J. The deuce you don’t ; but you ought to, you know. 
Must respect your father’s jokes, Arty, or things ’ll happen 
to you. 

L. A. Well, Uncle, if you tliink so I ’ll try. But what 
uas it you were talking about when I came in ? 

U. J. Can’t think, old man. What did it sound like? 

L. il. Well, you ’cl got a pencil in your hand, and a bit of I 
paper — there it is — on the table in front of yoii, and you 
were sayiug that Bandersnatch had been forced up far beyond 
his proper price and he was a wrong ’un anyhow, and if 
French Mustard got home you ’d paint the town red. 

U, J. Oh, I said that, did I? Funny thing I should be 
talking to myself, but I was always the boy for doing sums 
out loud. Comes easier, you know. 

L. A, Yes, Uncle, it does ; but it didn’t sound like sums. 

I haven’t got Bandersnatch or French Mustard in arith- 

metic book, 

U. J. Ab, but you ought to have. If a Bandersnatch and 
a half can eat one pint of French Mustard in a week, how 
many gallons of beer will a Dutchman drink in a fortnight ? 
That ’s rule of three. 

L. A. Well, it ’s not like my rule of tliree ; but I ’ll try to 
work it out if you like, Uncle. 

U. J. I wouldn’t worry about it, Arty, It ’s a regular 
teaser, and I ’m not dead sure 1 know the answer myself. 
However, if you ’ll promise not to let it go any further, I ’li 
tell you a secret. They ’re horses. 

L. A, Who are horses, Uncle ? 

U.J. Bandersnatch and French Mustard; and very dis- 
appointing horses I’m afraid they’ll turn out. 

L.A.{in a tone of great ‘paln). Oh, Uncle John! Then 
you were betting ! 

U. J. No, sonny, not at that precise moment. Just 
running through my hook to see how I stood, 

TT does that mean that you do bet sometimes. 

Uncle ? 

U. /. An occasional sixpence, old man — never more. 

L. A. But why do you do it, Uncle? 

U, J, Born so, I expect. 

L. A. But may I bet, too, Uncle ? 

U. J. Certainly not, you young dog. You keep clear of 
the pencillers or I’ll know the reason why. 

L. A. I don’t know what pencil.lers are, but Mamma says ; 
betting is a great curse. j 

U. J. Ancl she ’s dead right. 

L. A. But- if you think she’s dead right, Uncle, you ' 
oughtn’t to bet yourself, ought you ? ^ ^ i 

Tj. J. Oh, I don’t know. I don’t think I could quite make j 
a habit of not betting. Only sixpence, Arty. Hardly counts, | 
you know. J 

L. A. But Mamma says men always begin with sixpence | 

and 1 

U. J. End with a monkey. I suppose that ’s what she | 
said ? 1 

' L. A, No, Uncle, she didn’t say anything about monkeys, j 

She said they ended by losing all they had. ^ i 

U. J. I always said your mother was the most sensible 
woman I knew. 

L. A, Thank you, Uncle, I ’m sure she is. Bat, Uncle ! 1 

17. J. Well, what ’s up ? ^ ^ ' 

L. A. I remember now you ’re a Vice-Presideiit of our 
branch of the Anti-Betting League. 

U. J. What 1 ! ! 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, Mr. Harding, the Vicar, is the President, 
and Papa and you and Mr. Mortimer, tlie Curate, are Vice- 
Pi c^ id ents. ‘ j 

U. J. It ’s a fairy tale. j 

L. A. No, Uncle, i don’t think it is. There ’s the card on | 
the mantelpiece. 

U. J. (ialiing card and reading it to himself). Yes, there I j 
am, sure enough, “Captain John Lambert, late 28th Hussars.” i 
It’s enough to make a cat laugh. Hide 1. “ All members of ! 

the League pledge themselves — ” the dickens they do. I see 
what it is. Mary put my name down ancl never told me : a 1 
hit steep. Must make the best of it. (To Little Arthur) 
Yes, there’s my name, Arty ; you ’re quite right. I suppose it | 
slipped my memory. But I ’m all for it, old man, all for it. ' 
I told you I wouldn’t have you betting, didn’t I ? | 

L, A. Yes, Ujicle, and of course you won’t bet yourself, i 
will you ? ^ 

U. J. Couldn’t do it even if I wanted to, could I ? They ’d i 
find me out if T did. ! 

L. A. Does that mean you won’t, Uncle ? i 

U. J. I’m a Vice-President, and I shan’t forget it. Now 
toddle off to your music. 

“The Daily Chronicle” and “Mr. Punch.” 

Under the heading, “Mr. Punch Nods,” our friend, The 
Daily Clironiele, falls foul of the frontispiece to our new 
volume. “iVr. Punch, like many others,” says The Chronicle, 
“has not looked at the Budget Bill or read the debate, or he 
would have known that gardens such, as he shows are exempt i 
from taxation, however valuable the plot may be. So that 
the notice ought to read : ‘ This land reserved as an open 
space by reason of Lloyd George’s Budget.’ ” 

Mr. Punch, like many others, has no idea what the last i 
sentence means ; but he has a large heart, and will be glad ! 
to reserve a wide open space in it for a class deserving of i 
great pity— those, to wit (if any), who are- likely to be im- ' 
posed upon by this statement of The Chronicle. For himself, ‘ 
he is content to take Mr. Lloid-George at liis own words, ! 
without the assistance of an interpreter. And Mr. George ; 
has very plainly and cynically^ told us that all pleasure ; 
gardens (one skimpy acre only being exempted) must either be 
soid for building purposes, as not being at present used “to ' 
the best advantage ” ; or thrown open to the public ; or pay 
an annual penalty of fd. in the pound on its capital value. 

Mr. Punch does not “nod” to this; on the contrary, he ! 
shakes his head at it by way of vigilant protest. 




A REMINISCENCE OF HENLEY. 

Ocer-heated Person (who has heen icorhing mliantly since lunch). “Ix’s KO GOOD, I absolutely avN’i GET A'S inch further.’* 

Eis Wife. wouldn’t try, dear. As a matter of fact, I think it’s about time ve turned round and went back for tea.’ 


THE DOGS’ PAGEANT. 

Eveey dog used to have his day, but 
now that His Majesty has made our 
Toby Sir Toby, every dog thinks he 
ought to have his knight too, and eke 
his pageant. And why not ? 

For dogs are not what they were. 
Dogs have become not only characters 
in novels, as readers of Mr. Galsworthy 
know, but characters in plays too, as 
Mr. Laurence Trying is now showing; 
and only a week or so ago the sum of 
£5,000 was refused for a Pekin toy 
spaniel. This being the case, a dogs’ 
pageant is not only right but necessary, 
and we are glad to be able to announce 
that the preparations for such a spectacle 
are now in full swing. . 

The Dogs’ Pageant, under the super- 
vision of Mr. Louis N. Barker, will be 
held at Battersea during the Dog Days. 
Among the patrons are Sir H. W. Lucy, 
Sir E. J. Poynter, Mr, Otto Beit, and 
Mr. Muirhead Bone. 

The first tableau will represent the 
creation of the dog. According to the old 
legend, the want of a dog being felt, the 
other animals were invited to contribute 


to his making. Man gave responsibility, 
woman affection, the lion courage, the 
deer swiftness, the monkey mischief, 
and the tree bark. (Help!) Anyliow, 
the dog emerged, and the world was 
complete. Tableau I. will illustrate this. 

Tableau II. shows the dog as the 
friend of man. Burglars stealthily ap- 
proach man’s house, and the dog warns 
him. Man is overcome by the snow, and 
the dog saves him. Man falls into the 
water (it is hoped that the Sage of 
Battersea, Mr. G. K. Chesterton, will 
undertake this part), and the dog pulls 
him to land. 

Tableau III, illustrates the dog as the 
ally of man, Man hunts the fox and the 
I dog kills it, Man shoots the partridge 
and the dog retrieves it. (Song ; Dare 
to be a spaniel.”) Man is molested by 
rats and the dog catches them. Man 
would fain eat roast beef, and the dog 
turns the spit. Man desires a pair of 
gloves, and the dog dies near a tannery. 

Tableau IV. is dangerous, but the 
Committee hopes for the best. Here we 
see Sir Victor Horsley and the Hon. 
Stephen Coleridge in conflict over a' 
terrier. The contest is very spirited 


and Mr. Louis N. Barker has surpassed 
himself in the dialogue ; but it is recog- 
nised that trouble may ensue. 

Tableau V. is the most impressive. 
All the famous characters of history who 
have had dogs will march past, leading 
them. Noaii (with twol, Alcibiades, 
Lear, King Charles, the Duke of Marl- 
borough, CowpER with Beau, Mrs. Brown- 
ing with Flush, Bismarck, Matthew 
Arnold with Max, Kaiser, and Zeist, 
Mr.^ Gladstone with Petz the Pome- 
ranian, Mr. Harry Gust with Buluwayo, 
Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree with Bully- 
hoy, and Mr. B.irrie with his famous 
St, Bernard. 

Tableau VI. and last, very controversial 
— Votes for Dogs. 

The Cxilt of the Classical. 

One of the Pussian dancers at the 
Coliseum is called Monsieur Orloff. 

“ General Sir lau Hamilton, tells the follow- 
ing story against himself with much gusto. 
He was in Mufti a few months ago and w^as 
watching,” etc. — Manchester Evening Meics. 

Answer to Correspondent: Mufti is a 
little village quite close to Aldershot. 
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ACTIVE SERVICE CONDITIONS. 


Suhaltcm. “ lUT on earth are you fellows doing ? There hasn’t been a hit signalled for the last half hour ’* 
Private. “ I think we must ’ave shot the marker, Sir ! ” 


THE NEW PHILANTHROPY. 

Wi; are assured on imirapeacTiable 
authority that it is true that a gentle- 
man, Avliose name is widely known to 
the public, has intimated his willing- 
ness to contribute £10,000,000 towards 
the rebuilding of oui* fleet. It mU be 
remembered that, when the announce- 
ment was first made, it was accompanied 
by the statement that certain prelimi- 
naries were under discussion. It now 
transpires that the superb offer of this 
patriotic and munificent millionaire ' is 
attended by only one single condition — 
viz., that fifty other individuals should 
each contribute the same sum in the 
course of the next fortnight. 

The announcement that an anonymous 
benefactor liad offered £2,000,000 yearly 
1 to provide pay for the rank and file of 
tlie Territorial Army seemed almost too 
On inquiry at the War 
Office, however, it turns out to be per- 


fectly accurate. The offer had un- 
doubtedly been made, but certain con- 
ditions were attached to it, as, for 
example, that no Territorial would be 
eligible unless he were (1) a vegetarian, 
(2) a Tolstoyan. The War Office autho- 
rities declined to divulge the name of 
the gentleman, but they added that, as 
a result of careful investigations, they 
had satisfied themselves that his income 
was as much as £150 a year. 

The name of the heroic philanthropist 
who proposes to devote £5,000,000 to 
the erection and endowment of a National 
School of Dancing is Commodore Gillow- 
son. His princely gift is hedged about 
by only one stipulation— that the founda- 
tion stone is not to he laid until Com- 
modore Gillow'son has been appointed 
First Lord of the Admiralty and 
Colonel Mapleson Secretary, of State for 
War. 

In spite of all attempts to preserve his 
anonymity, the name of the splendidly 


generous philanthropist who has sub- 
scribed £200,000 to provide all the in- 
habitants of the Grand Sahara with 
niblicks has become public property. 
It is, as was generally apprehended, 
none other than our old friend Andrew 
C^NEGiE. No conditions accompany the 
gift, except the negligible one that the 
ratepayers of Timbuctoo shall contribute 
to the upkeep of a Temple of Arbitra- 
tion, with Free Library attached, on the 
hanks of Lake Tchad. 

From an advertisement in The Scots- 
mm : — 

‘‘Villa & aparts, June, July, part or whole, 
wjtn, without ; onwards, without.” 

“ Onwards, backwards would have 
been a much brighter ending. 

“Weather forecast for South Wales Some 
I showers; mostly rsimP— South Wales Echo. 

1 Oh, the little more, and how dry it is ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARUAMENT. 

Extracted prom the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Lords, Monday, Jxdy 5. — 
To quit the House of Commons, cross 
the corridor tliat parts and joins the two 
Chambers, and enter the House of Lords, 
is like passing out of the noisy street 
into the holy calm of Westminster Abbey. 
There is this further similarity. In the 
Abbey only a small proportion of con- 
gregation can hear what is said in the 
pulpit. Proportion in Lords that enjoys 
like advantage is probably a trifle 
smaller. But what would you ? As in 
Cathedral, outer rim of congregation 
feel assured that right thing is being 
said in proper words. Never mind a 
lapsed syllable, a sentence murmured 
into the confidence of the bosom of the 
noble lord on his legs. 

This afternoon House almost bustling. 
Business lasted full hour less five 
minutes. Eldry had question on paper 
relating to operation of Small Holdings 
Act. Riles governing questions in 
Lords are peculiar and expansive. Com- 
plaint sometimes made in Commons of 
latitude permitted to supplementary 
questions. In freer atmosphere of Here- 
ditary Chamber, regular debate may, 
often does, arise upon ordinary question 
addressed to Minister, supplemented by 
unchecked flow of others, Ebury hav- 


ingmade a speechin 
extension of printed 
qu es tion, Marlbrook 
(returned from the 
war)followed. With 
native ingenuous- 
ness, hereditary mo- 
desty, he posed as 
one in search of 
information. Actual 
imprecsion left on 
mind was that lie 
was lecturing the 
President, showing 
him how much 
better business of 
his department 
might be managed 
if a younger Peer 
were placed in 
charge. 

When j\L^rlbrook 
sat down there fell 
a solemn pause. 
In Cathedral this 
would have been 
I suggestive of taking 
up a collection. 
Designed merely to 
provide opportunity 
for any other noble 
lord whom the spirit 
might move to give 
utterance to his 











Earl Carrington, K.Q-. — ‘‘Hops j.n Bags properly marked.” 

(The noble President, of the Board of Agriculture moved the second 
reading of a Bill prohibiting the importation of foreign hops,, except in 
bags properly marked. July 8.) 



“ Marlbrook followed.” 
(The Duke of Marlborough.) 


thoughts. No one tion, President of Board of x\gricultuee 
showing disposition concluded reply would keep ; so, 
to rise, Carrinuton scanning his notes, picked up his 
casually approached dropped sentence, completed it, added 
Table, laid ui)oii it a few more in conversational tone, and 
notes made whilst sat down. 

Ebury and Marl- Pause. Clerk at Table rose to read 
BROOK sjpoke. next item on agenda. Ebury interposed, 

As soon as be had whispered a few remarks, probably 
murmured opening dealing with state of weather. Another 
sentence of liis re- pause. Tall gowned figure of Clerk at 
marks, a messenger end of Table shoots up again like auto- 
approaching from malic note of exclamation. As by action 
doorway behind of invisible lever this brings up a Peer | 
Woolsack banded from above Gangway to the right. Note 
him a note. Lei- of Exclamation subsides. A apropos de \ 
surely opened it^ hottes Peer asks for a return showing : 
read its contents, something or other. Carrington back I 
meditated upon at Table; glances towards messenger by ! 
them for a moment, Lobby door. Apparently he has not at : 
noble lords looking the moment further private correspon- 
on. Would he re- dence in charge ; President accordingly 
sume his seat, write replies to Peer who wants return, 
an answer, there- Selali. Lord Chancellor, having had 
after taking up it out with bis wig on the right-hand 
thread of his side, turns to the left also; vigorously 
speech ? No one remonstrates with its habit of falling off 
familiar with House bis shoulders and ebnging to bis face, 
of Lords ways would Note of Exclamation at end of the Table 
have been surprised again rises. This time becomes vocal, 
had that course been “ Child Murder Trial BiU, third read- i 

followed. After ing,”itsaid. i 

moment’s besita- By this time noble lords too exhausted ! 
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bly liisses as it 
falls on liis heated 
brow. 

Has been mak- 
ing a night of it. 
Whilst experts ar- 
gued round amend- 
ments, he, seated 
behind Front Op- 
position Bench, 
played part of the 
Greek Chorus. 
Whenever there 
was pause in con- 
versation his voice 
was heard offering 
more or less rele- 
vant obseiwations. 

Why*,” fhe. once 
asked, “ should we 
sit here all night 
whilst the Prime 
Minister is snugly 
tucked up in bed? 

Again, sternly 
regarding Lloyd- 
George momen- 
tarily resting from 
rarely intermitted 
contribution to de- 
Cruelty to a Prize Bulldog. bate, he remarked, 

(Mr. Eliis Gi-iffith Mr, Swift MacNeill were swept away with “ And there sits the 
abhorrent indigaation at “the exhibition at the Royal Society Conver- CHANCELLOR OF THE 
.sazioiie of a bulldog who wore a leather strap with sharp nails secured 
round his neck, his feet being immersed in glass jars containing salts 
in solution,” etc. ’ Mr. Gladstone said, “I understand the dog stood for 
some t me in water to which had been added a little common salt. . If 
my lion, fiiend has ever paddled in the sea he will understand the 
sensation.” (Laughter.) - , - 

We make these gentlemen a present of an even more brutal piece of 
ill-treatment of a noble animal which has recently come to our know- 
ledge (Admiral Sir J*-hn F-sh-r, G.C.B.). 



to offer objection. Bill accordingly read 
a third time. 

Then Lamington wants to know all 
about crisis in Persia and the truth 
touching Russian advance on Teheran. 
’Crewe, nervously washing his hands 
with invisible soap in imperceptible 
water, makes reply with maximum of 
politeness conveying minimum of infor- 
mation. Lord Chancellor, having finally 
subdued recalcitrant wig, suggests, 
“ That the House do now adjourn.” 

Which it straightway does. 

Business done , — Seventh night of 
Commons Committee on Budget Bill. 

House of Commons, Tuesday, 4 a.m. — 
LUlibuUero! ’Tis the stroke of day. 
House just up. Sat continuously for 
thirteen hours. Twelve devoted to Com- 
mittee on Budget Bill. With the w^eary 
legislators struggling forth to greet the 
blushing morn comes Stanley Wilson. 
Others^ fight for the few cabs about 
or, failing opportunity of securing 
one, button up their coats, hoist their 
umbrellas, and trudge home through 
sloppy streets under wet skies. Hanley, 
carrying hat in hand, walks bai'e-headed. 
Is grateful for the July rain which audi- 


Exohequer, speech- 
less through the 
whole evening.” 

When the Closure 
was moved he met 
it with reiterated 
cry, “ Scand’less ! 

Scand’less ! ” 

Gald\toll, doggedly wakeful in the 
Chair, accepting Closure, righteous in- 
digaation was turned upon him. On the 
stroke of 3 a.m. Stanley ordered a new 
Chairman as, being at supper, he might 
have asked for a fresh poached egg or 
another grilled bone. 

‘‘Get a new Chauman,” he com- 
manded. 

As there happened not to he one at 
hand, Mr. Caldwell retained his situa- 
tion. Observing this, Stanijsy fell hack 
upon his familiar observation. 

“ Scandless I Scand’less 1 ” he cried 
aloud, smitten to the heart with indig- 
nant sorrow that such things should be 
in the home of the Mother of Parlia- 
ments. 

After all-night sitting. 
Committee turns to again at Budget 
Bill. Still engaged on Clause 2. 

Thui^sday.—ikmj Cotton, Knight of 
tbe Star of India, rather looked forward 
to a good week. Scraped up a lot of 
tittle-tattle . designed to show that the 
men who hold India for the Empire, 
meanwhile bestowing sedulous care on 
the welfare of its teeming population, are 
in their public acts, animated by mean 


cowardly motiv^es. Strung hotchpotch 
together in series of five questions 
which, subdivided, made aggregate of 
ten. What a time he would have to be 
sure, with Maokarness, Rutherford and 
Robertson cheering, Lupton at minute- 
gun interval contributing an approving 
snore ! 

After these things were printed at 
public expense and circulated with Par- 
hameiitary Papers came the grim tragedy 
at the Imperial Institute. A man who 
had given al his thought through the 
best years of his life to the service of 
the natives of India was struck down 
by the hand of a sympathiser with the 
clientele of certain hon. gentlemen below 
the Gangway. There are some points 
at which even a Ghatterjee is halted. 
With the unburied body of Curzon 
Wyllie lying in the bereaved home, it 
was perhaps just as well to postpone 
enquiry into the case of Ganesh Damodar 
Savarkar, sentenced to transportation for 
publishing matter which found its 
logical issue in the murder of a harm- 
less man; and to leave for more con- 
venient season lament on the treatment 
of Achyut Balwantt Kolhatkar for cir- 
culation of seditious utterances. So when 
the string of questions was reached 
Cotton made no sign, and they were 
passed over. 

The Member for Sark does not con- 



The Pride of -Holderness gives 

TONGUE ONCE TOO OFTEN. 

(Mr. St-nl-y W-ls-n retires after a merry 
“ hurst ” and a few borne truths from the Chair- 
mau of Committees.) 
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HINTS TO YOUNG ANGLERS. No. 5. 

In parts of Wales the coracle— a kind of basket-boat— is much used by the natiyes for fishing. The idea of anchoring it 

WITH A BIG STONE SEEMS, HOWEVER, TO HAVE ORIGINATED WITH A VISITING ANGLER. ThE EXPERIMENT IS NOT RECOMMENDED TO BEGINNERS. 


ceal his disappointment at this tem- 
porary predominance of discretion over 
valour. The patience of the House of 
Commons sometimes seems illimitable. 
Would have been interesting, might | 
have proved useful, to seize oppor- 
tunity at this particular crisis to let 
obscure groups of sedition-mongers in 
India know what it thinks of their prob- 
lematically .well-meaning but indubit- 
ably unwise advocates at Westminster. 

Business done. — In Committee of 
Supply. 

THE PRECIOUS GIFT OF SPEECH. 
Scene — Smoking co^npartment hetween a 
suburb and the City. 9.30 a.m. 

Fh'st Man (to the man in the corner). 
Do you mind if I open the window a 
little ? 

Second Man. Not in the least. 

Third Man. Ah! that’s better. It 
was getting very close. 

First Man, Ten passengers aU smok- 
ing make it rather close, don’t they ? 

Fourth Man (with a commanding eye, 
who^ looks at every one as he speaks). 
Fresh air’s a very good thing — if you 
don’t have too much of it. Ha, ha 1 
^ [Laughter. 


Third Man. Extraordinary how quickly 
a current of air becomes a draught. 

First Man. Yes, indeed. 

Sixth Man. Some people don’t mind 
draughts ; and some are so sensitive to 
them that to be in one is a misery. 

[Looks anxiously at the window. 

Fifth Man (on the seat hack to the 
engine). Well, draughts don’t hurt me. 
A current of air’s a good thing, I say. 

FouHh Man. Yes — if you don’t have 
too much of it. Ha, ha ! 

[Laughter again. 

Sixth Man. Perhaps as you ^ don’t 
mind a draught you wouldn’t object to 
change places with me? 

Fifth Man. Delighted, I ’m sure, only 
riding with my face^ to the engine 
always makes me feel sick. 

Sixth Man. That’s very strange.^ I 
thought it was riding back to the engine 
that had that effect. 

Fifth Man. Ah, yes, I believe it is so 
with ordinary people ; but not with me. 
I ’m very peculiar in many ways. 

Sixth Man. I wonder if we have had 
enough fresh air for the moment ? 

Fourth Man. Enough is as good as a 
feast, they say. Ha, ha 1 [Laughter. 

Sixth Man. At any rate I think we 
might have the window up a little now. 


Say three inches. No need to have our 
heads blown off, is therq.? • 

[Feeble laughter from the more kindly -i 
passengers. 

Third Man. Well, what I say is, fresh 
air is the best friend of man. Get all 
the air you can and you ’ll live long and 
die happy. 

Fourth Man. Yes, of course ; hut one 
mustn’t live too long, you know — ^mustn’t 
be a nuisance to one’s friends, and all 
that. Ha, ha! [Laughter. 

[And so on, to the Terminus.J 


From an advt. in The Salt fax (N. S.) 
Herald : — 

“ The interest coupons will be payable half- 
yearly at par at Montreal, Toronto, Halifax, 
London, G-.B., and Boston.” 

London, G.B. ? ” — heavens ! that ’s us ! 


The Journalistic Touch. 

“In one Kentish orchard a single frosty 
night about a month ago decimated the currants 
by a 5 much as 80 per cent .” — Daily Mall. , 

We had never dared to hope for such a 
: perfect example of it as this. It is too 
1 much — we are not worthy of it. 
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THE OFFICE LARK. 

OuK William is a model lad, 

And, be it clearly understood, 

His ninety-nine per cent, is good, 

And only one per cent, is bad. 

Discreet and sliarp, polite and strong. 

He is a perfect office boy, 

With one per cent, (v.s.) alloy — 

A fatal tendency to song. 

To this the Senior Pard demurred. 
“Although he is a splendid thing, 

I do not care to hear him sing.” 
Wherein the Head Cashier concurred. 

“Speak gently. to the youthful Bill, 

And tell him, though himself is dear, 
His music ’s not, 0 Head Cashier.” . 
The Head Cashier replied, “I ’Vfill.” 

“ Dissuade, or at the most forbid. ‘ - 
His tender feelings do not hurt . 

Be neither rude nor harsh nor curt, 

But stop him singing, please.” He did. 

For two long weeks our William led 

A tuneless life,- his music dumb. 

And* when he felt he 'd like to hum 

He chewed a caramel instead, ' 

By some ill-omened circumstance 

Our Head Cashier it did befall 

To be invited to a Ball 
(For even head cashiers must dance). 

And there there fell upon his ear , ’ 

A soul-enchanting tnelody, 

So pleasing that next morning he 

Must voice it, William standing near. 

And, though he ceased, the sweet refrain 
Almost before he had begun. 

It was too late. The harm was done. 
And William’s song is heard again : — 

How he woidd have us all. remark 
(a^d. to that end he spares no paijis) 
Though Home is sweet, ' the fact 
remains ' ' ^ - 

He dare not go there in the dark. 

“ Quickly after starting Tiinity showed in 
front, but it was for a few stiukes only, for Clare 
; closed on them at the quarter-mile, led by a 
, quarter of a. mile at the half-mile, and 'were 
nearly clear at Fawley.*’--27ie Morning Post. 

It seenis that Clare’s magnificent spurt 
was too good to last. 

“ Sharp grieved for ihe loss of Tyldesley 
Ihey are the Jonathan and the Ahsolom of 
Uncashire cricket.” — Manchester Evenina 
thronide, ^ 

Tills makes Sharp out to be a contem- 
porary of David (Tildesujy’s father). He 

must be <juite a veteran j tvbicb "would 
account for his selection. 

“ Rhodes made a fe-w nice hits, and in com- 
pany with Lilley put on V'— Belfast News- 
Letter. 

Not bad for a Test Match. 

MISUNDERSTOOD. 

“ My dunderheaded neighbours,” said 
the Squire, “ the whole affair is a con- 
founded nuisance, especiall 3 ’’ when I ’ve 
got a touch of the gout ; but my position 
in the county seems to demand that I 
should take the chair to-night, and 
introduce our new Candidate to ^ this 
miscellaneous and not over-intelligent 
gathering. Naturally you know nothing 
about Mr. Gawker, who lives quite five 
hundred miles from here, and I know 
very little, except that his father made a 
fortune out of bath-taps and he himself 
is a member of three spoiting clubs and 
the English Bar. Why he wants to 
represent us in Parliament I can’t, of 
course, imagine — ^I suppose it ’s merely 
his disinterested love for us. But here 
he. is. Let him explain for himself.” 
And, with a proud and impressive ges- 
ture, our Chairman swept the water- 
bottle from the table’ and sat down. 

(Well, perhaps he didn’t say quite 
that ; to tell the truth, the noise outside 
the place kept me from hearing a word ; 
but fortunately he has a very speaking 
face.) 

Then up rose Mr. Gawker, a tall, pale 
young man with a single eyeglass. The 
stewards, rosetted lil e prize cattle, 
clapped their hands, and we made a joy- 
ful sound of welcome with our umbrellas. 

.Mr.^Gawker.felt round the inside of 
his collar with one finger and began. 

.“My good asses,” said be, “I know 
you- expect 'me to promise you the moon, 
so I Tl do so at once, and I heartily wish 
you may get it. But you know as well 
as I do that when once I ’ni in the House 
I shall sinaply have to obey the Party 
Whip, like any other Johnny who wants 
to advance his — ^I mean, who wants to 
serve those great and glorious principles 
that we all have so much at heart. I ’ve 
sent a cheque to your Cricket Club' and 
I hope to goodness you ’ll think it big 
enough. I know I do. Now about the 
Budget ...” 

(No, possibly I haven’t got him down 
verbatim ; . but;, with a free fight 
going on outside to an accompaniment 
of police whistles, is it surprising if I 
had to guess at a word here and there ?) 

For ten minutes Mr. Gawker kept the 
even tenor of his oratorical way, and I 
sat in a temperature of 90® Fah. firmly 
clutching the counterfoil of the pink 
ticket that entitled me to pass out. 
Once or twice I said, “No, no,” in a 
gently deprecating fashion ; for, when 
all is said and done, Tariff Reform at 
least means (I Lope) a good twopenny 
cigar. ^ Then the inevitable happened. 
A shrill voice rose, vibrant and des- 
perate, to the glass dome overhead (we 
were in the Corn Exchange), and fell 
amongst the startled audience. 

“ Will you give women the Vote ? ” 

Mr. Gawker, with an air of pained 
surprise, turned rather limply to the 
Chairman. 

“Put her out! ’’shouted the Squire 
angrily (I knew the gout had got him), i 
and the rosetted ones rallied to the 
onslaught. Out she went, an unwept 
martyr. 

“ Statistics,” thought I, as our speaker 
began ticking off the fingers of one band 
with the forefinger of the other. And 
then a lad}- sitting behind me whispered 
in my ear. . 

“ I quite agree,” I replied ; and a 
steward watched us with latent ferocity, 
ready to pounce. Despite the risk I 
rose— 1 couldn’t refuse so obvious a 
duty — and, leaning gracefully on my 
umbrella, extended my right hand up- 
wards and outwards. 

“Will you give ” I began. . 

Of course I knew the words were ill- 
chosen as soon as they escaped my lips. ' 
But, all the same, I’ll never, never 
forgive the Squire or play croquet with 
his daughters again. 

Whirlwind and earthquake followed, 
and a chaos of black-garbed limbs, red 
faces, and tri-coloured ribbon, while the 
floor rose^ and fell. I killed three 
stewards in the hall and two on the 
step. Then I found myself outside the ' 
Corn Exchange, sternly grasping a , 
tattered handful of rosette, while the ? 
pale moon, that has witnessed so many ' ' 
follies, looked down sadly on man and 
his fevered violence. 

“ If you had allowed me to finish my ■ 
sentence,” I said coldly to one of the 
stewards who survived, “I was going to 
say, ‘Will you give orders, Mr. Chairman, ‘ 
to have a window opened ? ’ I only ‘ 
wanted fresh air, you joskin.” 

“ Well, and now you ’ve got it,” said ' 
Perkins crossly, looking for his 'collar. ' 
Perkins is an ironmonger, and I resolved 
at once to transfer my custom to his 
rival. Last year I bought a small file 
from him, but “ never again,” thought I. 

And then an awful thing happened. 
Three Suffragettes surrounded me, pat- ' 
ting me, admiring me, “Well done, 
well done 1 ” they cried. And the moon 
went behind a cloud. 

, To suffer martyrdom for a cause one 
contemns is bad enqugh. To be con- 
gratulated upon it is a sorrow’s crown | 
of sorrow. ■ . . 

* “ Ladie>s,” I said, “I have been niis-j l 
understood. Never would I assail the* 
glorious right for which our foiefatliers ' 
bled, the ancient sacred, inalienable 
British right of Free Speech—for People > 
on Platforms. What you vritnessed was ; 
the lesult of a misapprehension on the;, 
part of my friend Mr. Perkins, to whom;'! 
however, I bear no malice.” And I‘‘ 
turned to shake him by the hand. • j 

But Perkins had gone into the hall 
again to guard our ancient liberties. 
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THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

' [Fash' on experts predict the impending doom of the Directoire Mode 
and the revival of ampler gaiments, icith the ‘‘ tempestuous petticoat/’] 

Gossamer petticoats, frothy frivolities, 

Thrilling with pleasure we greet you again ; 

Long have we missed your ebullient qualities^ 

While at the top of the cupboard you’ve lain ; 
Ruches and rucks, 

Gathers and tucks, 

Dear to our ankles your sorcery still is ; 

Extra large feet 
Shrink and look neat 

Framed by your fluttering tumult of frillies. 

Sisters, have done with the cult of the sinuous, 
Struggle no more to be straight up and down, 

Aim not at figures austerely continuous, 

Curveless in profile from slipper to crown. ■ 

Paris declines 
Skimpy designs. 

Skin-fitting toilettes, in weight a few ounces. 
Granting instead 
Garments that spread 
Fringed by a flutter of filigree flounces. 

Motto for a Parvenu.— S noblesse oblige. 


P. 0. POLITENESS. 

The Postmasier-General’s order to Post Office servants, 
pointing out the advantages of “courtesy, good humour, 
and an obliging disposition,” should have been accompanied 
by hints for the use of beginners in the art of politeness. 
Thus 

Please (pronounced }jlez), — This word is an abbrevia- 
tion of “If you please.” It is generally placed at the I 
beginning or the end of a request, distinguishing it from 
a command. 

Thank you (colloquially pronounced Itu), — Post Office 
officials may have noticed that this is the expression used 
by the stamp-buyer on receiving his stamps, and with a 
little diligence they will soon get into the way of saying 
“Thank you” when the money for the stamps is given 
to them. 

A Smile. — This is a most valuable accomplisbment, by 
which the trouble and difficulty of saying polite things can 
frequently be dispensed with. A customer would often, 
indeed, prefer a smile to speech. It is produced in the 
following manner: let the lips rest lightly and naturally 
together, gently contract the facial muscles in a manner that 
lengthens the mouth. If possible, allow the corners of the 
mouth to ciuwe upwards, and do not resist the tendency of 
the lower eyelids to close towards the upper. If the teeth 
are pearly, the lips may he slightly opened. 
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OUR BOOKIIMG-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Stajf of Learned Clerics.) 


o£ conversation, too, whicli makes tlie characters seem so 
unreal. 

The Bronze Bell (Geant Eiohaeds) is a story of destiny and 


: rSrriisi: 

^ gSy Gatew^^ oVsword^^^^ for the English 

’ Svs of M^sVKim or Mi-s. G.askeix has the comedy of an and the girl he loved for himself. It ^ one long succession 
connS been treated with Such entire success, of first-class thrills. Only why does Mr. Vakce make the 
J. E. BuciaiOSE writes of it with a delicacy and a gift of Bronze Bel^ speak— m purest Sanskiit at^ the supi erne 


That seems to me an unnecessary departure from 


hero a, 
English- 




« a^g:W It il the blemish, which will be readily fe-given h m by his readers 

• treatment of rural character that gives the book its charm. 1 in this country and in India, because he has niade hib 

SptciMgiitndethe 

vicarage family, al- ... I * 

ways on their beam 
ends, and always 
imperturbably cheer- 
ful about it. In short, 

A Little Green World 
does convey an actual 
impression of green- 
ness and the feel of ;lv( 
the genuine country. 

It is above all things 
a book for summer 
reading in the open | 
air, and a copy of it ! 
should bo included 
by every well-ap- 
pointed household in 
the list of what the 
advertisements call 

“Garden Requisites Fond Mother (callinj attention to the total on each telegra'ph hoard), “ On, CLiREycE, till e, nothing satis lies 
for the Season.” look how close the two sides are keeping to each other!” riie master mincl oi 



I confess that in 
The Qondition of 
I England (Methuen) 
Mr. Masierman rather 
bores me. From his 
natural altitude he 
surveys the kingdom 
ill mass and in detail 
and behold it is very 
bad. Whether the 
point under discus- 
sion be the spirit of 
the people, the Eng-‘ 
lishman abroad, at 
liome, in town or in 
suburbs, at work up- 
on science or litera- 


“ Garden Requisites Fond Mother (calling attention to the total on eae\ telegra'ph hoard), “ Oh, CLAREycE, till e, nothin^ sat S . 
for the Season.” look how close the two sides are keeping to each other!” riie master mincl or 

— 1 the author. What is 

The Perjurer (Constable) is rather a melodramatic book additionally provoking is a habit of setting forth cominon- 
about not very attractive people. The women don t actually places of criticism in glittering phrases that to the unwary 
command the men to unhand them, but that is the sort of suggest novelty. As was said about a dear departed friend 
atmosphere which hangs over the dialogue. The hero, Lord who dyed his hair, England is really not so black as Mr. 
Lavenioeh, is the most unpleasant bounder who has appeared Masterman paints her. An exceptionally interesting and 
in fiction recently, but for some reason Mr. W. E. Norris and informing chapter is the one whose scope lie disguises, with 
all the other characters are reluctant to acknowledge this, characteristic effort to find an arresting word, beneath the 
''July in'' (for instance) “ knew Lavernoch very well, had a title “Prisoners.” It deals with the home and workshop 
species of liking for him, and did not deny him certain condition of men, women and children labouring under the 
merits.” Well, he must have known him very well to liave Factory Acts. Here Mr. Masterman’s Ministerial position, has 
discovered the merits. Anyhow, Lavernoeh's suicide on afforded him opportunity of studying official documents. He 
p. 201 was most welcome, even though it was the beginning uses it so well as to make me the more regret the others he 
of tlie misunderstandings. The fact was that Foreder and has lost. 

Juhjan had each promised Helen Monh that he would not - - 

gamble any more wdth Lave mock (lier cousin), and so when the Hurling the Hurler. 

latter killed himself as the result of losing heavily at ecarte to ‘‘The Greek sporl of discobolus throwing, which has become so ! 

Fo?*e.9(£?r, knowing that been provisionally popular now, was also one of the features of the day, and was won | 

accepted by Helen, took the blame on himself, although (or hy Sakelarides with a throw of 82ft Paris Daily Mail, 

mther because) he too loved Helen. At the inquest he per- This ewent, however, will never b.e really popular with the 

jured himself valiaii%. Helen, of course, was freezingly polite discobolus himself. 

to him afterwards andfull of admirationfor Forester. The truth 

^me out in the end, but not until Jiilyan had been stabbed “ Ikom the public point of view it is a pity that he became a member i 
by Lavernoek s actress wife. The story is extremely well of the Upper House while still in the fdl vigour of his mental powers.” — 
put together, and would seem quite natural and probable The Sketch. 

if the dialogue had been less formal. It is this formality Still, after aU, they must have one or two like that. 
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rMARIVARIA notliiiig of value, and is supposed to the benefit of t lie small classified adver- 

on K . taken in mistake for her tiser. This should dispose of the report 

W' E understand that the recent visits jewel-case. This is the sort of thing that the new departure was intended to 
of German deputations to this country that sours so many criminals. benefit T/ic Dail?/ fi/ai? itself, 

have had the most . 

satisfactory res alts. All , business of a 


the visitors ha-\'e come ^ 
to the conclusion that 
a little island where - 
it is nearly always ' 
raining is really not 
w’-orth taking. 

* 

A contemporary 
points out that the 
present summer is not ' 
yet the worst we have 
had. We regard as 
positively criminal this i 
attempt to put the j 
rain-department on its i 
mettle. ' 

^ _ * 

The leader of the 
Conservative Party in 
the Reichstag referred 
to Prince Buelow, on 
the eve of his retire- 
ment, as “our dear 
Chancellor.” The 
exact figure was 

£ 25 , 000 , 000 . 

* * 

♦ 

In time of war, Mr. 
ILvldane states, • the 
cavalry of the Terri- 
torial Army would act 
in conjunction -with 
the Regular Cavalry. 
Tliis would to some 
extent get over the 
difficulty of the scarcity 
of horses. First, w'e 
take it, the Regulars 
would charge the 
enemy : then they 
w^ould return, dis- 
mount, and give the 

other fellows a chance. 

* * 

Tariff Reform 

MEANS 

Just Taxation 
says The Express. 

‘ ‘ Just this, and nothing 
more?” asks a frivol- 
ous Free Trader. 

* * 










ml 


*. 

The business of a 
certain publishing 
house notorious for a 
certain type of novel 
has been turned into 
a limited company. It 
is satisfactory to know 
that the limit has been 
reached at last. 










Once more a claim ..cog i 

has been put iorward WovhinjMan. “ 
for an after-hfc for ..Ijo. G 

animals. Winch re- WorT!i 7 ig Man. ‘ 
minds us that it is not, ’Ere ’s yer a’pen 

we believe, generally 

known that there is quite a sharp division 


second- 

^ I j carriages, as, on 

I should put^ an end to 

In distributing 

\v prizes at a City school, 

last wTek, the Loan 
- ^ Mayor recalled the oc- ' 

^ casion on which, at the . 

A DESERVING CASE. age of five, he was, 

, ,, kissed bva former Lord 1 

iPme us ^ APENm, Mate ^ 

3HER WANT A A PENNY FOR? uT - 1 a 

‘ ONE, AND 1 WANTS ANOTHER FOR THE PRICE OP ’ARF A PINT.” 1*00111.^ IneVerthoUgllt 

EE DME A mr’S WOEE IE TEE LIFE ? » 

, -r , I should one day be 

lOE, OaWt SAY AS I ATE. . 

ELL, YER NEVER DONE A PORE BLOKE OUT OF A JOB, ANY'V^AY. ^ Here We SCO 

X a t u r e ’ s wonderful 

A “ Greater Ijondon ” edition of The 1 law of compensation at work. 


A DESERVING CASE. 

Loafer “ Can yer spare us a a’penny, Mate ? ” 

Worlzing Man. Wotoher want a a’penny for?” 

Loafer. “ Cos I got one, and 1 wants another for the price op ’arf a pint.” 
TFo?'femj Man. " Ever done a day’s work in yer life ? ” 

Loafer. “No, Guv’nor, cawn’t say as I ’ave.” 

Worlzing Man. “Well, yer never done a pore bloke out of a job, any'v^ay 
Ere’s yer a’penny.” 


of thought among animals as to whether Daily Mail has been planned, so 2 /tc — . — 

there is an after-life for men and w^omen. Daily Mail informs us, partly for the ^Young Man wants situadoa, 

* sH purpose of enabling this journars host fireif requ red. —Advt. ^7l South Wales Echo, i 

A lady was robbed of her dressing- of readers in the metropolitan area to We like tliis spirit. It is the stuff that 

case at Eustou last week. It contained secure more London news, and partly for martyrs are made of. , 


¥01 OKKUVin 
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HOME-DEFENCE AT SHORT NOTICE. 

’Tis liberty alone that trains a nation 

To fglit -witlioiit a moment’s preparation. 

Modern British Humor, st. 

[“ Yon say Lord Roberts lias got hold of tlie wrong ideal, and with 
your verdict I thoiouglilv concur. Does the noble lord think for one 
minute that the men of this country would remain mute to the call if 
our islands were about to be invaded?” — From a left topical oj 
British Intelligence, appearing In “ The Daily ChronlcW] . 

untrained cltben addresses a recruiting sergeant : 

“ ‘ Landed tliis morning,’ did tliey ? That ’s all right ; 

Don’t go and worry ; you may count on me ; 

If native pluck can do it, by to-night 

AVe li push these beggars back into the sea ; 

We ’ll show old Bobs liis error ; 

Once they attack us, we’re a holy terror. 

“ We should have liked a longer notice, true— 

Ten days or so, to get us nice and fit ; 

But then it ’s just these bolts from out the blue 

That test the latent worth of British grit ; 

None but the brave would dare 

To sleep until tlie enemy is there. 

I ’m brave like that. When scare-crows come and say, 

‘ Now, my good lad, you ’ve got to learn to shcot,’ 

I pend ’em double quick about their way. 

Wearing the order of the hobnail boot. 

‘ National Training ? ’ WTiat 0 ! 
slavery for Britons— thnVs my motto ! 

“ But if the foe has really crossed the tide, 

If he’s aheady camped on England’s shore, 

Why, then the patriot swells in my inside. 

And of my own free will I ask for gore ; 

I ask to up and at ’em, 

By the Great Eastern Eailway or the Chatham. 

“ My rifie ? No, I never touched that game ; 

But I can soon pick up your bag of tricks — 

Which end to stufi the buhet, where to aim, 

And how to puU the bally part that clicks ; 

And if the thing went wrong 

I ’ve got a pair of fists would come out strong. 

“ " No use for fists at over half a mile ? ’ 

Stdl, I could always shout ‘ Hooray ! ’ ‘ Bray vo 1. ’ 
l*d work my lungs and maffick all the while, 

To cheer my conuades, blazing all they know ; ' 

And make things hum the merrier, 

Giving ’em ‘ Go it, Toiimiy ! ’ ‘ Good old Terrier ! ’ ” 

0. S. 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, LriTLE Arthur’s Eoad to Knowledge. 

{Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Uncle John — Captain John Landberti 
late 2Sth Hussars— aged 44.) 

Little Arthur. It was very kind of you to take us all to the 
theatre yesterday. Uncle John. 

Uncle John. Don’t mention it, old man, don’t mention it. 
I ’m only too glad you enjoyed yourself. Must buck up your 
father and mother now and then. Can’t let ’em rust in the 
coimtiy aE the year round. 

L. A. I’m sure they thought it was very kind of you. 
Uncle ; and it was a great treat for me. 

CJ. J. That ’s aE right, Ai-ty. We’ve got to make a man 
of you, you know. 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, I quite see that. Do you think seeing 
The Belles of Belluno wiE make a man of me quicker? 

U. J. Of course it wiE, my boy. Pretty music, pretty 
girls, pretty dresses, and all that. Got to see ’em some day, 
you know, so you may as weE see ’em now— eh, what? 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, and that’s wdiy I’m so much obliged to 
you. But when I ’m grown up will people do what they do 
in The Belles of Belluno 9 

U. J. What do you mean ? 

L. A. WiE they aE sing things together and dance ? 

U. J. WeE, perhaps not all of ’em. 

L. A . But wiE some of them ? 

U. J. One or two might. But we ’re living in England , you 
know, and The Belles of Belluno were in Italy, weren’t tliey ? 

L. A. Yes, Uncle. Is that what they do in Italy ? 

U. J. You bet they do — every time. 

L. A. Then I don’t want to live in Italy. 

U. J. That ’s right, Arty, you stick to that. You ’re an 
EngEshman, and don’t you let ’em forget it. 

L. A. No, Uncle, I ivon’t. But, if people are not going to 
do things in that way wdien I ’m grown up, I don’t see how 
the play wiE help me to be a man. 

' U. J. Ah, I daresay you don’t now, but you will some day. 

L. A. 1 hope so, Uncle. But was it a very clever play. Uncle? 

U. J. WeE, I enjoyed it all right. 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, I know you did. You laughed much 
more than Papa, and Maiimia didn’t laugli at all. 

U. J. Didn’t she? Ah, w^ell, she’s a woman, you know. 
She can’t help it, so we mustn’t throw it in her teeth. 

L. A. No, Uncle, I ’E try not to. I’m sure it ought to be a 
clever piece. 

17. J. Why? 

L. A. WeE, tlu*ee people wrote the music, and three others 
wrote the words, and another man produced it, so it ought to 
be much cleverer than if only one man did it. 

U. J. So it ought, Arty. You ’ve just aliout hit it. 

jL. j4. Do aE the ladies in Italy wear very short dresses, 
Uncle? 

17. J. Every one of ’em, Axtj. It ’s a national custom. 

L. A. I thought it must be, because Lady Dolly Vavasour 
didn’t wear a short dress aE the time, did she ? — and slie ’s 
suppo: ed to be English. 

U. J. What a chap you are, Arty, for noticing things. 

L. A. But in the last Act her dress was the shortest of all. 

I suppose that was because she was getting accustomed to 
Italian ways. 

U. J. That’s it, of course. Doosid smart she looked, too. 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, I thought so, too. 

U. J. Did you now. You ’ve got an eye, young man. 

L. A. ThaiEc you, Uncle ; but I didn’t like her singing. 

17. J. No, poor Kitty never coxdd sing for nuts, but she 
keeps piping away. Does her best, you know. 

L. A. I’m sure she does, Uncle ; but why did you all clap 
ycur hands so at her song ? 

U. J. What song ? 

L. A. It ’s in the book here (taking look and reading) : 

“ I ’m Doliy this, and I ’m Dolly that, 

And I ’m Dolly in prose or rhyme, 

I ’m Dolly thin and I ’ni Dolly fat, 

And I ’m Dolly all the time.” 

What does it aE mean. Uncle ? 

U. J. Blessed if I know. 

L. A. Then why did you clap your hands and say encore f 

U. J. Oh, it went, you know — catchy sort of thing, 

L, A. But it wasn’t very clever, was it, Uncle ? 

U. J. You can’t have everything clever, you know. 

L. A. No, Uncle ; but you ought to have clapped your 
hand 3 at the clever things. 

U. J. Oh, I ought, ought I ? 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, I tried to. But, Uncle ! 

17. J. Yes, old boy. 

L. A. Isn’t Lady Dolly Vavasour a married lady? 
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“Half-a-sov. foe you if you get me to King’s Cross in six minutes” 

“It ain’t no use, Captain; you may bribe m , but you can’t corrupt the old ’oss.” 


V. J, EatKer. Very imxcli so. 

, L, A. But all tlie other men -were making love to her. 

V. J. So they were ; Italy, you know. 

L. A. But did you think they ought to, Uncle ? 

V, J. No, certainly not — ^but those Italian johnnieB are a 
bad lot. 

L. A. But you seemed very pleased, Uncle. You were 
rolling about in your seat with laughter, and so was Papa. 

V. J. No, no, we weren’t -not with laughter anyhow. It 
was anger, Arty, that ’s what it was. * 

L. A. Wed, I Ve never seen Papa angry in that xvay before. 

V, J. Perhaps not, but I ’ve known your father longer than 
you have. 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, I suppose so. But when 

U. J. Can’t listen any more, old man. Got to take the dog 
out. 

LOWER RIVER CAUSERIE. 

(For similar information as to social functions on the Upper Beaches, 
see the Society papers) 

Southend is unusually full tliis year, in spite of the Budget 
proposals, and the countless attractions of this favoured spot 
appeal with irresistible force to an ever-increasing clientele, j 
Not without reason has Southend been described as the 
Venice of the Home Counties, and many of the most exclusive 
members of Limehouse Society are to be seen at this delightful 
resort. The pier, from which the sea is visible at aU states 
of the tide, is tlironged with a gay crowd of loungers who are 
attracted by the unique collection of slot machines and the 


view of the ironclads in the offing. The absence of saloon 
bars on the Government ships has, however, been adversely 
commented upon by several visitors whose opinions on such 
matters are entitled to respect. 

The return of Mi*, and Mrs. Barking-Plaistow from their 
honeymoon to take up residence in their Plumstead villa was 
signahsed by an informal gathering of friends, who welcomed 
the happy couple to this charming riparian resort. At 5.30 
a most tasteful repast was put before the delighted guests. 
We are privileged to state that the chief ingredients of the 
meal were assorted shellfish and Ceylon’s premier product. 
The day was somewhat sultry, and the gentlemen, displaying 
that touch of Bohemianism which gives such a cachet to 
Plumstead, removed their coats. An exquisite rendering of 
some of the most popular melodies of the day was given on 
the gramophone, and brought a very agreeable evening to a 
conclusion. 

The Naval Pageant has caused considerable excitement 
among L.C.C. nautical circles in the neighbourhood of Black- 
friai-s. Criticism of an unfavourable character has been 
expressed at the failure to prowde the crew*s with any 
orchestral diversion in the shape of concertinas and cornets , 
— regrettable omission on the part of a cheese-paring 
Admiralty. A local expert, who in\ited the crew of a 
destroyer to retrieve the coppers which he had thrown in the 
river, is undemtood to have formed an unfavourable opinion ! 
as to the capabilities of our tars. 

Our Isle of Dogs and North Woolwich chit-chat is unavoid- 
ably held over until the middle of next week. 
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THE RABBITS. 

CH.mTi:R V. — At Play. 

I SELECTED ii liaiiilkercliief, gave a last 
look at tlie weather, which was beastly, 
ainl went down (very late) to breakfast. 
As I opened the door there was a sudden 
liiisli. Everybody looked eagerly at me. 

I TJien Miss Fortescne tittered. 

Well, you know how one feels when 
that happens. I put my hand quickly 
to iny tie— it was still there. I squinted 
down my nose, but there was no smut. 
To make quite sure I went over to the 
glass. Then Simpson exploded. 

Yet nobody spoke. They all sat there 
watching me . . . and at last I began 
to get nervous. I opened my mouth to 
say “Good morning,” but before I got 
it out Miss Blair gave a little shiiek of 
excitement. That upset me altogether. 
I walked up to the teapot and, pouring 
myself out a cup, said, wuth exaggerated 
carelessness : “■ Hotten day, isn’t it ? ’* 
And then came the laughter— shout 
after shout. > * 

I held out my hand to Myra. Good- 
bye,” I said, “ I ’m going home. Thank 
you for a very jolly time, but I ’ni not 
going to be bullied.” 

“ Oh, you dear,” she gurgled, 

am rather sweet before breakfast,” 

I admitted, “but how ” 

“ It was too heavenly of you. I never 
thought you would.” 

“ I think I shall go back to bed,” 

“It -was rather rough luck,”, said 
Archie, “ but of course the later you are, 
the worse it is for you.” 

“And the liigher the fewer. Quite 
so. If this is fi-oni ‘Breakfast Table 
Topics’ in The Daily Mirror, I haven’t 
seen them to-day ; but I ’ll do my best.” 
“ Archie, explain.” 

Ai*chie took up a piece of paper from 
the table and explained. ’ “It ’s' like 
this,” he said. “ I came down first and 
looked at the w’eather, and said — 
“Anyone would,” I put in quickly. 
“Well, then, Blair came in and said, 

‘Beastly day,’ and then Simpson 

Well, I thought I’d widte down every- 
body’s first remark, to see if anybody 
let the weather alone. Here they are.” 

“It’s aw^M,” put in Myra, “to have 
one’s remarks taken down straight off. 
I ’ve quite forgotten what I said.” 

This was the list. 

Archie : “ Bother.” (So he says.) 
Blair: “ What a beastly day ! ’’ 
Simpson : “ What a jolly day ! ” 

The Major: “ WeU, not much ciicket 
to-day, hey ? ” ■ 

Myra : “ Oh, my dear, what a go ! ” 
Miss Blair: “What a terrible day!” 
Miss Foiieseiie : “ Oh, you poor men 
— ichat a day ! ” 

Thomas: “Rotten day, isn’t it?” 

Me : “ Rotten day, isn’t it ? ” 


“I don’t think much of Thomas’s in parlous case, bight Mistress Dahlia? ” 
remark,” I said. I asked Thomas. ^ 

Later on in the morning we met (all “Boy scouts don’t talk like that, he 
except the Kajor, that is) in the room said gruffly. 

whicJi Myi-a calls hers* and Archie calls “I beg your pardon. I was thinking 
the nursery, and tried to think of some- that I was a Cavalier and you' were a 


thing to do. 


Roundhead. Now I perceive that you 


“I’m not going to play Bridge all are just an ordinary fathead.” 


day for anyone,” said Archie. 


Why,” said Myra at the foot of the 


The host should lav himself out to stairs, “what does this button mean? 


amuse his guests,” said Myra. Have I found a clue ? ” 

“ Otherwise his guests will lay him I examined it, and tlien I looked at 
out,” I warned him, “ to amuse them- my own coat. 

selves.” ‘ “ You have,” I said. “ Somebody has 

“Well, what do you all want to do?” been down those stairs quite recently, 
“ I should like to look at a photograph for the button is still warm.” 
albmii,” said Thomas. “ Where is Scout Simpson ? ” 

“ Stump cricket.” At that moment he appeared breathless 

“ What about liide-and-seek ? ” with excitement. 

“No, I’ve got it,” cried Archie; “I have had an adventime,” he said 
“we ’ll be Boy Scouts.” hurriedly, without saluting. “I was on 

“Hooray!” cried everybody else. tlie back stairs looking like a vacuum 
Archie was already on his hands and cleaner, when suddenly Archie and Miss 
knees. “Ha!” he said, “is that the Blair appeared. They looked right at 
spoor of the white ant that I see before me, but didn’t seem to penetrate my 
me ? Spoorly not. I have but been disguise. Archie, in fact, leant against 
winded by the water-beetle. me, and said to Miss Blair, ‘ I will now 


inded by the water-beetle. me, and said to Miss Blair, ‘ I will now | 

“ Sound, sound the trumpet, beat tlie dmra, tell you of my secret mission. I carry i 

To all the scouting world proclaim caviare — I mean dispatches to the | 

One crowded stalk upon the turn general. Breathe but a word of this to 

. Is worth an age without a name.” the enemy, and I miss the half-holiday 

“Archie!” shrieked Myra in horror, on Saturday. Come, let us be going, 
It is too late,” she added, “all the but first to burn the secret code.’ And 
idies have swooned.” — and then he struck a match on me, 

We arranged sides. Myra and I and and burned it.” 

impson and Thomas against the others. Myra gurgled, and hastily looked 
hey were to start first. solemn again. “ Proceed, Scout Simp- 


ladies have swooned.” 

' We arranged sides. Myra and I and 
Simpson and Thomas against the others. 
They were to start first. 


“This isn’t simply hide-and-seek,” son,” she said, “for the night approaches 


said Archie as they went off. “ You ’ve 
got to track us fairly. We shall proliahly 


apace. " 

“WeU, then they started down the 


‘ blaze ’ door-posts. When you "hear the* stairs, and I went after them on my — 

bleat of a tinned sardine tliat means scouting, you know. I made father a 

we ’re ready. Keep your eyes skinned, my noise at one corner, and Archie looked 
hearties, and Heaven defend the right.” round at me, and said to Miss Blair, 
“We ought to have bare knees really,” ‘The tadpoles are outfall early. See 
said Myra when they’d gone. .“Boy yonder where one lies basking.*’ And 
scouts always do. So that wlien they he came back and put his foot on me 

go through a bed of nettles they know and said, ‘Nay, ’tis hut a shadow. Let 

they’ve been.” . us return right hastily. . Yet tarry a 

“I shaU stalk the stairs to begin with,” moment what time I lay a false trail.’ 
I said. “Simpson, you go Sown the So they tarried and he wrote a note and 
back way, and look as much like’ a dropped it on me. And afterwards I 
vacuum-cleaner as possible. Then they got up and here it is.” i 

won’t notice you. Thomas and Myra “ The secret dispatch,” cried Myra. 

Hush! Listen! Was that the bleat of “ It ’s addressed to’ the Scoutmistress, 

a fresh sardine or the tinned variety ? ” and it says outside, ‘ Private, not to be 
“ Tinned,” said Myra. “ Let ’s go.” opened till Christmas Day.’ ” 

We went. I took the Queen Anne Myra opened it and read: “Your 
staircase on my — ^in the proper stalking blessed scouts are everyidhere. Let me 
position. I moved very slowly, searching just have five minutes icith her in the 
for spoor. Half-way clown the stairs my nursery, there's a dear. I 'd do as much 
back-fin slipped, and I shot over the old /or you." 

oak at a tremendous pace, landing in the But she didn’t read it aloud, and I 
hall like a Channel swimmer. Looking didn’t see it tiU some days afterwards, 
up I saw Thomas in front of me. He She simply put it awav, and smiled, and 
^us examining the doors for “blazes,” announced that the scouts would 'now 
Myra was next to him, her ear to the adjourn to the billiard-room for pennni- 
ground, listening for the gallop of horses’ can and other refreshments ; which they 
hoofs. I got up and went over to them. did. The engagement was announced 
Hast seen aught of a comely wench that evening, A. A. M. 
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“THE DICTATOR” UNBENDS. 

By tlie courtesy of the Editor of The 
Bictator, vrho has placed his advance 
proofs at our disp(3sal, we are enalJed to 
forestall the interesting correspondence 
wliich will appear in our esteemed coii- 
teniporaiy’s next issue : — 

The Call of ihe DABcrriCK. 

I Sir, — The curious variations of opinion 
about tlie exact interval of the cry of tlie 
dalx’hick may be possibly explained by 
tlie following reniarkable experience 
which fell to my lot when I was ranching , 
in Canada several years ago. In those 
days I had. a pet dabcliick which used 
to sleep, standing on one leg, on the top 
of my cruet-stand. AVhen visitors entered 
iny sitting-room he used to cry out, 
“Wipe your feet, wipe your feet,” in an 
anapcestic measine, the first two syllables 
being on the same note, the last being a 
minor tenth below. (This I have on the 
authority of my landlady, who was a 
Primitive Methodist with an absolute 
sense of pitch). On one occasion a- 
French officer came to see me and was 
gi'eeted by “Baba” with the usual 
.salutation, but at a different pitch. I at 
once rang the bell for the landlady, who 
informed me that the interval "was a 
major sixth. When this was told the 
officer he nearly fainted with amazement, 
but on recovering his self-possession 
exclaimed, “ Biit that is me ! I am a 
Mixjor in the Sixth regiment of Chas- 
seurs I ” 

^ But “Baba” was altogether an excep- 
tional bird. On my return to England 
I ti-ained him to mark golf balls, and no 
matter how deeply it •was embedded in 
heather or whins, he would invariably fly 
like ah arrow to the globe, keeping up 
a constant twitter until the caddie had 
located it. Unfortunately, when I was 
playing at Musselwick "last February 
with an Austrian Archduke, my partner 
sliced his drive so badly that -he struck 
“Baba,” who was sitting on the tee-box, 
and killed him on the spot, 

I am, Sir, etc. 

A. Legge Pcll-vil 
S, Marine Prospect, Brondesburij, 

P.kS. — I f your readers’ patience is not 
exlmsted I wonder whether they will 
assist me in ascertaining why it is that 
the old English name for the dahchick 
is “the Xope”? 

1 e are delighted to print Mr. Legge 
PuUar’s fascinating letter, and only 
regret that we are imable to reproduce 
the photograph of “Baba’s” tomb, with 
w4iich it is accompanied. So gifted a 
creature, indeed, deserved princely obse- 
quies. We can assure Mr. Legge PuUar 
that, whatever may be the case with our 
mders, our patience is never exhausted 
by these recitals. They enable us to 
j face tlie dreadful prospect of Mi*. Lloyd- 


■ George’s Budget with renewed fortitude. 
As regards the beautiful old English 
word “Nope,” we may be allowed to 
remark that it has been transplanted to 
America as a synonym for “No,” but we 
are not aware that ‘ ‘ Yep,” the transatlantic 
for “Yes,” was used by Gilbert White 
as the nickname for any bird. Yet 
‘‘Yep” is a singularly pleasing mono- 
syUalxle with a true Elizabethan ring 
about it. — Ed. Bldator^ 

Ohristlvn N \mes for Animals. 

Sir, — One of your correspondents has 
called attention to the pleasant habit of 
giving birds Cimstian names, e.g, Thomas 
Tit, William Wagtail, Philip Sparrow. 
In' our household this practice is not 
confined to a few birds, hut is of uni- 
versal application. From earliest infancy 
my children have been taught to address 
all animals alliteratively — Bartholomew 
Blue-bottle, Milhcent Mouse, Christopher 
Cockroach; Ac. The result is to he seen 
in the extraordinary tameness of all the 
fauna in our neighbourhood. Only yester- 
day a wood-pigeon flew into my dressing- 
room while I was shaving and remained 
perched on my head until the operation 
was finished. I ought to add that I 
have trained a squirrel to act as a pen- 
wijier while I am writing, and that we 
have a pet cricket and a tame hat who 
are the best of friends. 

I am, Sir, Ac. D. D. Phibbs. 
Verity Paiva Vicarage, 

Strange Conduct of a SEXii-BoiMBAY 
Buck. 

Sir, — ^A valuable semi-Bomliay duck 
in my farm-yard, which habituaUy'quacks 
in the key of B flat, has suddenly and 
without any warning taken to quacking 
in the key of F sharp minor. The odd 
thing about it is that this rise in pitch 
should have synchronised with a fall in 
the thermometer. 

Congratulating you on your splendid 
defence of the House of Lords, 

I am, Sir, Ac., 

(Mrs.) Anna Ny^vss. 
The Oaks, Much Lyeham. 

[Bucks are very imitative creatiures, and 
it is possible that the bird in question 
may Jiave heard some one playing a 
piece ill the romantic key of F sharp 
minor, and tempoimiiy attuned its cry 
to the piano. It is, indeed, a pleasure 
to know that our policy in regard to the 
House of Lords has commended itself to 
the possessor of this talented fowl.— Ed. 
Dictator,'] 

The Bunting Family. 

Sir,— Can any of your readers teU me 
whether the yellow Bunting is the baby 
Bunting mentioned in the historic haUad. 

I am, Sir, Ac. Paul Prior. 
Bosha m, 

[We have always been under tlie im- 


pression that the Bunting family were 
liiunan beings, who were much addicted 
to the chase. But we are open to cor- 
rection. Perhaps Mr. Prior could get 
tbe information of which he is in need! 
on applying to the First Sea Lord at the 
Admiralty. — Ed. Dictator,] 


“The Dictator” Tent at Bisley. 


Sir, — The generous interest of yoiu* 
readers, who have, as in former years, 
pimdded a Dictator tent at Bisley, em- 
boldens me to send you the accompany- 
ing brief account of the entertainments 
held therein during the past week : — 


The aim of the tent is to refresh and 
amuse riflemen, after their day’s shooting 
is over, by a succession of exhilarating 
programmes. This year several of the 
old features have been retained, but a 
number of new items have been added. 
Thus the entire staff of The Dictator 
have given imitations of various animals 
and birds, notably the cuckoo, the pea- 
cock, the chiff-chaff, the coni-crake, the 
niglit-jar, the jay, and the screech-owl 
The Editor lias lectmed on Tuesday, 
Thursday and Saturday on “ Do Field- 
mice use field artillery?” and on Mon- 
day, Wednesday and Friday on “Bastiat 
and the Budget.” The tent liolds forty 
persons, but one day last week, during a 
lecture on “The Fiscal Inwardness of 
Persian Cats,” fifty-seven people managed 
to get inside. 

i am, Sir, etc., 

HiVROLD VlLLIERS PeEL, 
Hon. Sec. Free Trade Entertainment 
Association, 


[In the circumstances for us to offer 
any comment might seem to savour of 
egotism, hut we cannot refrain from ex- 
pressing our regret that Mr. Lloyd- 
George did not see his way to attend the 
lecture on “Bastiat and the Budget.” 
A debate in a tent, as Lincoln remarks, 
is a soul-shaking experience. A propos 
of fieldmice, can any of oui* readers 
supply us with any authentic anecdotes 
about the mole of Hadrian ? — En 
Dictator.] 

Candour from a Golf Committee. 


“Rule 10. — Disputes respecting the play 
shall he determined by the Committee, with 
power to add to their number.” 


The cause of the present had weather 
has now been scientifically explained by 
the ha’ penny press thus : 

“It is only necessary for the barometer to 
undertake a steady and sustained rise in Eng- 
land, France, and Germany, for tihe distribution 
of pressui e to become favourable for a spell of 
real summer weather.” 

You see how impossible it is for the 
pressure to do anything until the baro- 
meter makes a start. 
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P. 0. POLITENESS. 

j Mr, Sydney Buxton’s promise of re- 
I wards for civility is causing sucli a revo- 
llfitiou in post-office officials that several 
; customers are complaining of shock. The 
‘following dialogues, overheard in a local 
' office, may he taken as average samples 
of the state of things at present pre- 
vailing : — 

Fivist Customer, much is this 

parcel ? 

Counter Glerh (ticking off telegram). 
Excuse me one moment. (Finishes mes- 
’ sage.) So sorry to keep you w’aiting, hut 
\Ye are short-handed to-day. That parcel 
, will he fourpence, if you please, parcels 
, 2}ost. 

First Customer, What will it he letter 
.\ post 9 

Counter Clerk. It will he hvepence 
:'halfpehny, letter post; and in ease you 
care to know, it would he precisely the 
same hy hook post. 

First Customer, Dear, dear — that 
seems very expensive. Will you weigh 
it again to make sure ? 

Counter Clerk. With pleasiue. Yes, 
that is correct — let me jot down the 
amounts for you on a piece of paper. 

First Customer (stares at paper and 
hesitates for th irty seconds), I ’ve changed 
my mind ; I think 1 11 send it hy hand, 
after all, if you ’ll give it hack to me. 

Counter Clerk, Certainly. The 
weather looks like rain, but I hope it 
will hold off till you get home. Good 
morning, and thank you, 

Second Customer, If I send a letter to 
my husband’s mother at Little Billethy 
about nine to-night, what time will it he 
delivered ? 

Counter Clerk, I must just look it up 
— I won’t keep you a moment. Ah ! it 
won’t he delivered till to-morrow after- j 
noon at Little Billethy— but if they send j 
to Great Billethy they can collect it 
to-mori^ow morning. 

Second Customer. They wouldn’t do 
that, now John George is busy hay- 
making. But if my husband’s mother 
leaves home this evening and spends 
to-morrow in Manchester, and they for- 
ward it, would she get it before she 
left the day after to-morrow ? 

Counter Clerk (looks it up in hook). 
Yes, if they catch the first post from 
Little Billethy. 

1 Second Customer, Well, hut would 
Ennna Jane leave her Sunday pie making 
to do that ? 

Counter Clerk. I’m very sorry, but 
I ’m afraid I can’t teU you that. 

Second Customer, Then I think it ’ll be 
safest not to write, hut to wait till she 
comes home. That ’s all this morning. 

j Counter Clerk. Nothing else I can do? 
Qjood morning, and thank you. 

j Third Customer, Will you give me a 
p(?nny stamp ? 



SKILFUL DRIVING. 

First Irishman (in London Tube). “ Sure iN’ ’tis a mighty sthrange way of travelling.” 
Second Irishman. “ Bedad, ’tis a wondher we don’t shtrike and burst some wathee-pipe ! ” 

Counter Clerk. Delighted. What un-| Third Customer. Much obliged. 


Counter Clerk. Delighted. What un- 
seasonable weather ! 

Third Customer, Oh !— ah — ^yes — very 
(fenders sovereign). Smallest I have. 

Counter CRerk. Don’t mention it. How 
would you like the change ? 

Third Customer. AIL silver, please — 
and three shillings in sixpences and 
threepenny bits — new ones, if possible. 

Counter Clerk. I only have two new 
sixpences and four 7ieio thi-eepenny hits 
this morning. I ’m so sorry. 

Third Customer. Oh, well, that’ll 
do. (Goimts change.) Nineteen and 
eleven— that ’s right— hut where’s the 
stamp ? 

Counter Clerk, Here it is. May I hek 
it for you? The taste of the gum is a 
little unpleasant to some customers. 


Third Customer. Much obliged. 
Counter Clerk. Not at all — a pleasure. 
Good morning, and thank you. 


From an advt. : 

“ There is nothing I have had so much con- 
fidence in placing before my Lady Patrons thm 
my Shampoo Powder. I have no hesitation in 
making the above remark. It does not change 
the colour of the hair. It removes scurf.” 

It is a bad remark for all that, and made 
our hair stand on end. 

“ Jefi-ies is not old, hut he finds^ difficulty in 
reducing his portly waist to the dimensions of 
the prize-ring .” — Daily Telegmph. 

Even if it was only a 16 ft. ring, Jeffries 
should have had no real difficulty. 
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Mn,>-k-,nt/>sh (to his Elder who has advised Urn to try aud ehedk his strong language at Golf hypieUng up pebbles, one for every bad 
word turn to’the Elder- on Sunday after Urk). “Hebe K 4 N, is a hW fob ‘Bothebs,’ ani. herb, Mas, is asitiieb 

FOR ‘Hasgs.”* Elder. “ Weel, that’s 1?0 vebra dreadfu, I m thinking. 

' Machintosli . "Ay, but bide a wee, there’s a CaVRT' coming up the hill wi’ the ‘Damns!’” • 


TO A HUNTRESS. 

"When you survey the trophies of your^cuuniag, 

And muse, Corinna, on the grim remains 
Of those poor '^rights who, hardly in the running, 

Were led to think themselves your happy swains, 

And when they learnt the truth despaired and blubbered, 
And left their scalps to fill your Indian cupboard — 

Take special heed (I do not ask for mercy ; 

The mariners of old were wise to shun 
A second visit to the shores of Circe), 

But in that horrid pile take heed of one, 

A striking chevelure that (proud tormenter) 

Was trained to part exactly down the centre. 

That one is mine ; and if you have them labelled, 

And with your sister Sioux sometimes swop 
Impressions of the war-path true and fabled, 

I charge you to observe this pious crop. 

And tell them how its wearer took his gruel, 

A dauntless paleface, in the love-god’s duel. 

Some there may well have been who tumbled nicely, 
And when you told that immemorial fib 
Of how you ’d be a sister, said precisely 
The sort of things you liked of love ad li6., 

And ceaseless adoration that should flow on 
Till death untimely supervened, and so on. 


But not the present writer ; loth and lagging, 

He took some lime to conquer, and he turned 
Nobly tabay, indignant of the bagging, 

Gave you an awkward interlude when spurned, 
Thrilhd with the anger of o, wounded poet, 

Thought you a hardened flirt, and let you know it. 

Therefore, I say, do honour to a victim 
That gave you such an anxious hour to stalk, 

That struggled manfully, and, when you t ticked him, 
Not lightly yielded to the tomahawdv ; 

And when the talesbf triumph a-’e recounted 
Revere that votive tuft and have it mounted. 


Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I notice in The Daily Neics a x^hotograpli 
of an orator on a chair with an audience of six boys. It 
is placed beside a pliotograph of a Woman’s Suffrage gather- 
ing, and entitled “A Contrast in Audiences. (2) Tariff 
Reform.” In The Daily Mail I observe a group of the same, 
figures, but the legend this time is “ A Free Trade Orator and 
his Audience.” I shall be glad if you wall allow me space to 
inform editors of these and other papers that I am now touring 
the provinces with “Victor,” my tame donkey, and that I am 
ready to be photographed in suitable positions as 

(1) A Tariff Reformer and his Following. 

(2) Explaining the Budget to a Sympathetic Audience, m 

(3) Brother Socialists. 1! 

My fee is half-a-guiiiea. Yours faithfully, Pro Bono PublIcx). 
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ESSENCE OF PARLtAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Lords, Holiday, July 12. — 
One of the most difficult tasks that fails 
to the lot of a Leader of either House is 
the pronouncement of panegyrics on 
departed statesmen. On a historic 
occasion Dizzy, rememhering Moliere’s 
avowed practice of taking his good things 
wdierever he found them, got over tlie 
difficulty by incorporating in the details 
of his lament a purple passage from a 
eulogy spoken by a French orator at the 
tomb of a great Frenchman. 

Gladstone at his best on these occa- 
sions. His panegyric on Peel, with its 
apt quotation of the splendid lines be- 
ginning, “Now is the stately column 
broke,” is a precious possession. Prince 
Arthur touclies a high level. O.-B., who 
on more than one occasion joined him in 
paying tribute to the mighty dead, was, 
in quite different style, a worthy com- 
peer. The present Premier, called upon 
to bewail the passing of his predecessor, 
struck a note that surprised as it pleased 
the House by its genuine emotion ex- 
pressed in terms of simple eloquence. 

To-night, Crewe, rising to pay a tribute 
to the memory of Lord Kipon, estabhshed 


a fresh claim on steadily 
growing esteem of a merci- 
lessly critical Assembly. His 
brief speech was lofty in 
conception, perfect in phras- 
ing. Beneath the reverence 
of a still young statesman 
for the memory of a veteran 
who had filled with distinc- 
tion most of the offices whicb 
are the prizes of a political 
career, was heard the note 
of personal affection for one 
whom, as he simply said, “ I 
have known all my life.” 

The Commons spent their 
tenth night in Committee on 
Budget Bill. Before it was 
reached disturbing effect 
created by inquiry submitted 
by L^tl-Fox. Strategically 
acquired connuanding posi- 
tion by drawing from un- 
suspecting War Minister 
admission that on the battle- 
field the cavalry of the Terri- 
torial Army will act in con- 
3 unction with regular cavalry. 

“Very well,” said LanI':- 
Fox, shaking his bridle hand, 
and nipping with relentless 
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“Ip the Yeomanry were ordered to charge.'* 
A Battle Picture. 

(Mr. Gr. Lane-Fox, the “ Caran d’Ache ” Yeoman.) 


“ Then ’ere ’s to Bobs Bahadur.” 

(Dedicated to the National Service League,) 

Earl Roberts, K.G., sees the real enemies of his country 
(Generals von Sloth, von Slacking, and Rotten- 
Optimism) and, as ever, goes for them 
straight. (Alas,^ he discovers that the modern 
Englislnnan “will do anything in reason,” but 
he won’t learn to defend his home.) 


knees an imaginary, horse, as if prepared 
to ride down the hapless Minister, 

“ what would happen if the order to charge 
were given to .the Yeomanry ? ” 

Here assistance came from unexpected 
quarler. SpeaivER interposed with re- i 
mark that to ask the Minister for War 
what would happen if the Yeomanry : 
were ordered to charge is a projection of j 
imagination carried too far for the i 
Question Hour. 

House laughed ; Lane-Fox sat down 
with his question not only unanswered 
but incomplete. Its effect nevertheless 
unmistakable and enduring. Througli 
the long hours that followed, when 
Members were ostensibly discussing 
methods of ascertaining the original site 
value of land, or contemplating the con- 
tingency of decrement instead of incre- 
ment, one could see the troubled look on 
pallid faces as lips silently formed the 
fateful question, “ What would happen 
if the order to charge were given to the 
Yeomanry ? ” 

Business done . — Commons still harp- 
ing on Clause 2 of Budget Bill. 

Tuesday . — ^Like the traditional British 
soldier of whom he is himself the best 
type, Bobs never knows when he is 
beaten. Since he laid down the anns 
of active service has devoted himself 
to crusade designed to bring about 
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universal Anny service. Made several 
assaults on citadel of the Lords. Now, 
advancing with flags flying, drums 
heating, trumpets blaring, sits down be- 
fore it in force. Or, as the Parliamen- 
tary reports put it, “Lord Eoberts 
moved the second reading of the 
Xational Service Bill.” 

XoRTHUMBEELAXD submits resolution 
involving rejection of Bill. As his 
Grace stood behind Front Opposition 
Bench consulting manuscript on wdiich 
kis jeux cV esprit were written there 
was nothing in liis bearing or personal 
appearance to suggest the Percv wdiom 
Douglas knew at Ohe\y Chase. On the 
contrary, rather suggestive, as vS.uuc 
obseiwed, of “ the Waterloo House young 
man” known to another generation now 
groum into the sixties. Appearances 
notoriously deceptive. When in fine 
l^assage the Duke intimated his readi- 
ness, if necessay, to “ see this fight out 
on his stumps,” a -wave of emotion ran 
through habitually icy audience. 

This wus last night. Debate resumed 
this afternoon in same conditions of 
ciwded benches and thronged side 
galleries whence bright eyes, the owners 



Business done — Lord Eoberts’s Bill 
thrown out by 123 Azotes against 103. 

Bouse of Commons, Thursday . — Once 
upon a time a learned judge— was it 
Mr. Justice Channell?— summing up a 
ease, remarked that lie “had a great 
mind to ” take a certain course. In the 
index of the current Law Reports appears 
the line, “Mr. Justice Ohannell: his 
great mind.” 

The Member for Sark, indexing to- 
day’s Parliamentary Eeports, writes the 
line — ■ ‘ 

“Mr. Speaker Lowther : his blank mind.” 

No suggestion of damnatory objurga- 
tion lurks in the phrase. It merely 
records > the masterly attitude of igno- 
rance assumed by the Speaker at a 
critical moment. During a sitting Avhich 
connnenced yesterday 'afternoon at 2.50, 
closing this morning a few minutes after 
9, a noble earl took occasion *to observe 
that a gentleman belonging to West Ham 
and the Labour Party was not in a condi- 
tion usefuUy to take part in debate. The 
gentleman, from West Ham, refraining 
from attempt: to mince matters,' retOi ted 


croAvded benches and thronged side Descended from Hotspur. from attempt: to mince matters,' retOi ted 

galleries whence bright eyes, the owners B-he of B-rth-wh-rUid. “Oh, my de-ar that the noble lord was a liar. Fuither, 
gowned in daintiest sunnner frocks,' fiiends, do not let our de-ar brother Roberts he indicated readiness to “ ram the words 
rained influence. Affair admirably you aside Horn the true pathl Believe down his throat.” Declining to obey 
stage-managed. ^\hilst Milner was on ^ue, an arm^ camp is the haunt of the--ahem ! Q^der from the Chair to withdraAV the 
Ills legs expounding keroiewews in halt- offensive term, the gentleman from West 

ing sentences, Heaven s artillery suddenly Ham was directed to AvithdraAV himself, 

brought into action. Peal after peal of He had forgotten the date. Worst of This he did, pausing at the Bar to invite 
thunder broke over startled town ; it was that, looking helplessly round, he the noble earl to waEi out Avitk him 
through the open windows was heard found no noble lord sitting near or far and “ see if you are as sober as I rm.” 
the plash of battalions of torrential who was able to supply it. On resumption of sittings to-day,* the 

• _ ‘‘Well, my lords,” said Mayo, brisking Speaker was approached wdth request 

L.vnsdo\ane, 111 one of his masterly up, “for the purposes of my argmnent for advice on the matter. It -wq.s here 
balanced speeches, daimied the Bill with ^it does not matter in what year Trafalgar that the right honourable gentleman’s 


faint praise of motives of its supporters, 'was fought.’' 


By common consent honours of debate 

rest with ]\Layo, In carefully prepared 

address, Avliich comprised 

slight resume of Peninsiila 

War that left inuch 'to he 

desired in Napier, he artfully 

led the listening senate up 

to Trafidgar. His intent, 

born and nurtured in the ' 

study, Avas to cite the' date 

of the battle, let it come 

with a clash like the roar of ff'l 

a Dreadnoiujltt gun, and then 

sit down. ' ’ 

Turn AA’hicli circumstances 
' took unfortunately not only 
spoiled a well-designed plan, / 

but prevented the House 
from knowing exactly how 
it AA'oiild liaA'c worked out. 

That is a detail. What hap- 
pened was that JL\yo, Jiaving J 

skilf idly prepared the ground ™ 

for his coup, remarked : 

“ As your lordships knoAv, 
the battle of Trafalgar AA’as 
fought in the year— er— in 
the year — er~or ” Ai 


Plucky this. But general impression 
remained that it was a trifle inadequate. 






Celebrities very much at Home. 

A. E. W. Mason takes the Finance Bill lying down. 


mind revealed its incorrigible blank- 
ness. 

“I must,” he said, “decline t© admit 
any knowledge of what has 
occurred. The official re- 
port is not yet published. 
Eeports in the neAvspapers 
m - may or may not be reliable. 
I S raind. is unaffected by 

any account I may have 
I seen.” 

f m -S ‘ getting OA^er that. So 

L the matter dropped for the 

Olerk proceeded 
Orders of the Day. 

Business done, — Educa- 
V b*on Vote in Connniltee of 
Supply. 


“ The bridesmaids wore dainty 
dresses of French or Organdy 
muslin Avith sun bonnets of the 
same trimmed with bunches of 
ribbon, and carried bouquets of 
shaded green peas to match.” 

Car hie Journal. 
This is the latest fashion. 
Economical bridegrooms wiH 
find one inangold-vmrzel 
apiece comes even cheaper. 
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“ Seems a bit dry, don’t ’e ? Keeps on prinkin’ water.” 

“It ain’t BECPS’ ’E’s mY that ’e wants water— it’s becos’ ’e’s batin’ ’is words.” 


THE MAY-FLY. 

This interesting creature is to he 
found in parts of Great Britain and in 
certain of the United States of America. 
Its favourite habitation, however, is the 
Tas-de-Calais, the natives there giving 
it the name of Pent-itre. 

. it stays quietly within some 

place of shelter, appearing only for brief 
periods in the daytime. Its organism 
is^ a frail one, and easilj^ gets out of 
order ; but when it is in good health its 
— sometimes a swift progress 
along the ground, at others a graceful 
ascent into the^ air — are very interesting, 
audits glistening wings make it a thing 
5^ t)eauty. In the air its gambols are in 
;the fonn of circular flights of several 
F^iantes' duration. 

* Maj^-fly exists on both 

'Sides of the Channel, curiously enough 
^he has never been known" to cross 
1pm one country to another up to the 
dime of vuiting. The strong winds pre- 
vailing there may be the reason, for the 
May-fly is most sensitive’ to aerial dis- 


tpbances other than a breeze of the 
right strength froni the right quarter — 
a breeze that is i^ery rare at tliis time of 
the year. Other kinds render it exceed- 
ingly shy and retiring. 

The May-fly is very fond of news- 
papers, an afiection which is wannlv 
reciprocated. 

Strong ambition and great courage, 
tempered by caution, are the chief char- 
acteristics of the creatoe. This last 
quality is apt to interfere with its 
plans ; but, after all, the other qualities 
are in the majority, and are likely to 
prevail in the long fly. 

From San Francisco comes the news 
that the police have in their possession 
a gentleman who has married ten widows 
and is engaged to fourteen more. This 
is cariying specialisation too far. 

“ Mayfair and Belgravia set the note which 
is followed, of course, afar off in every gentile 
suburb. .172 tfard. 

This does not refer to Bavswater. 


The following simple and explicit 
directions are posted up in a hotel on 
the Nordfjord : — 

“The fire escape 1 
Direction for use: 

The one end of the rope is to be fixed 
at the^ hook in the window frame, the 
other is to -turn out of the window. The 
plaited snotter, which is fixed at the log 
of wood, is to be put under your arms, 
whereupon you may safely let yourself 
slide down. You may regulate the 
hurry by keeping the rope under the 
log. If more persons are to be saved, 
you have to pull up the contrary end of 
the rope, fix this at the hook and go on 
so till nobody is left.” 

“There are forty bed-rooms, with hot and 
cold water laid on, w’hile one-half that delicate , 
attention is lavished on the putting greens of 
the new comse,''~Daily Graphic 

We are still in doubt as to which half 
of the delicate attention is lavished— 
whether the greens get forty bedrooms’ 
worth of either hot or cold, or twenty 
bed-rooms’ worth of both. 
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THE KELT. 

The youngest subaltern came in 
bebind tbe tea-tray and asked me the 
usual first question before we had 
finished shaking hands. 

“ Do you fish ? ’’ 

“ Well, I have, you know,” I admitted, 

“ at bazaars— parcels with loops of string 
on them, and all that.” 

“ Then you haven’t heard about me?” 

“I reaUy couldn’t say. I’ve done 
nothing hut hear about people ever since 

I ’ ve been inireland, and everybody seems 
to be related to^ everybody else, either 
through the Quinns of Killy — ^what-is- 
it, or the Gores of Bally — something-or- 
other, so if you happen in some way to be 
a Gore or a Quinn, Mr. Smithson ” 

The youngest subaltern sighed and 
helped himself to potato cake. 

‘‘I’m afraid not,” he said ; “ but you 
can’t think how I’ve enjoyed meeting 
someone who doesn’t know all about me.” 

“ You ’re not a Channel-swimmer, are 
you ? ” I asked hastily. 

He shook his head, 

“I have it then ; you’ve been flying.” 

“I wish I had ! You know a fellow, 
even in the Army, must have a hobby 
for his few spare moments. ' In the 
hunting season one could put in two or 
three days a week with the hounds, but 
now there ’s nothing to do but fish. 1 I 
did think of a "motor once, but" the 
Budget came in and I took a fishing 
instead, I thought it would be cheaper, 
but I’m not so sure of it now. .Well, I 
fished for a month — Sundays too— and, 
at last, I got a bite ! ” 

His manlier was full of suppressed 
tragedy, and from ah uneasy movement 
of his tea-cup 'hand I saw that he would 
have liked to pull his moustache. I was 
glad he couldn’t, for it was a mere 
seedhng, and I implored him to go on. 

“ It was a great moment. -You never 
felt such a beggar to puU— jerked the. 
line like a young cart-horse. 1 got quite 
excited, and so did all the others.” 

“ The other fish ? ” ' . 

“No, the other people. There were 
lots of them— couldn’t say how many— 
jumping up and down, yelling ‘Sure 
but the gendeman ’s met a fish.’ Seemed 
to come up out of rabbit holes and horn 
behind bushes’ all over the place — ^like 
special correspondents. There was some 
red hair, and a squint, and a pair of 
patched trorsers, I know; but I’rn 
hanged if I c )uld say whether the 
trousers and the squint went together, 
or whether the hair belonged to them or 
to another person who was tied together 
wdth straw bands and bits of rope.” 

“ Gores or Quinns ? ” I murmured. 

“I think it was trousers who gaffed 
him, and I know it was the squint who 
squatted down beside him and said; 

‘ JSorr, he ’s a Kelt ! ’ ” - 

“ Ireland for the Irisli again ! ” I ex- 
claimed -indignantly. “ I hope you told 
him that it didn’t matter to you whether 
the fish w’as a Kelt or a Paii- Anglican ? ” 

I meant to say “ Syro-Phoenician,” hut 
the other word came more handy, and 
he didn’t seem to notice anything. 

He shook his head sadly. 

“You’re supposed to put all Kelts 
hack again into the river, it seems. 
Well, mine wasn’t a very — er — Keltic 
Kelt, and it was my first fish, so I put it 
into my basket instead.” . . 

“What did the Gores say— I mean 
the natives ? ” ' 

“They were very kind and tried to 
buck me up about it, hut the man who 
has the opposite fishing came along, and 
he went dead against me. I suppose 
you haven’t met him yet ? I forget his 
name. ' Anyhow, he made money out of 
bacon. He’s one of your red-faced 
sportsmen, chock-a-hlock with conceit. 
Looks like a strutting turkey-cock ! ” 

“ Pride in his port, and all that ? ” 

The youngest subaltern looked‘"at me 
peevishly for a moment. 

“I don’t know about his celkr — 
never dined there myself; still, he’s 
full-blown— very. We had an inter- 
change of compliments over the river — 
I ’m rather glad, now I come to think of 
it, that The river was there. Had the 
cheek to ask me if I ’d ’ever hooked a 
salmon before. * As a matter of fact I 
hadn’t, or I shouldn’t have been so^keen 
on keeping that fish— so I left ^ Km 
bellowing on "the bank. Jqiies "liiid 
Batherson were the only fellows in the- 
mess when I got hack to barracks, a.nd 
neither of them knows a" Jock Scott from 

a — a .' -Well, I was just telling them 

how it feels to have a real’ beauty like 
that on the end 'of your line, when into] 
the barrack yard comes the - Colohel’-s’ 
motor. ' He never does anything him- 
self, you know ;'he’s a slummocker ! ” ; 

“Esperanto?” I asked faintly — ^it 
sounded had. ^ . * , 

“ ‘ Tommy’ for a lounger. • He trots 
into the mess, and the first thing he says 
is*, ‘ Hello, Smithson, Mr.\ Hanrahan 
(that ’s the bacon man’s name) tells me 
you killed a Kelt this afternoon. * If 
that’s true, I wish you boys'would be more 
carefuP; I won’t have this known as the 
Cockney Brigade ! • Most unsportsman- 
like ! ’ And that ’s the sort of thing that 
has gone on ever since. I ’ve given np 
fishing. If I go down to my stretch of 
river, old Hanrahan comes up and asks 
me how many Kelts I ’ve got. Never 
even talk of fishing now, hut everybody 
knows. Wherever I go I hear someone 
saying, ‘That’s the man who took a 
Kelt 1 ’ Prettiest girl in the county, 
barring her moutK, keen on fishing too, 
wouldn’t even look at me at the Regi- 
mental BaU.” 

“ Well,” I said, rising, “it’s a nasty 

proverb to mention under the circum- 
stances, hut aren’t there as many good 
fish in the sea as ever came out ? ” 

“Oh, rather,” he assented'; “and, I 
say, I have enjoyed your talking to me, 
you know ! ” 

ANOTHER NAVAL CRISIS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I have got myself 
into trouble, trouble with a charge of 
gunpowder at the end of it. Laugh 
away, Mr, 'Punch ! Laugh away, and 
do not stop laughing just because I add 
that you have got yourself into The same 
trouble, too. . . 

You remember, though yoii may have 
tried to forget, a jolly little " poem of 
mine about one Geoffrey Lovatt. It 
appeared in your issue of July 7 , and 
dealt courageously with that gentleman’s 
high collars and want of manhood, mark- > 
ing the subjection in which his wife held : 
him. I have had it out with the wife, 
my own dear sister, and referred her to 
the Punch ojBfice, telling her that Mr, 
Punch is responsible by the etiquette of j 
journalism, and that he’s an ' excellent 
target by the grace of nature. Take my 
advice, Mr, Punch, and he out for some 
years, because she is of a persevering 
character and uncompanionable in her 
off moods. 

It does not, however, end there, for there 
is this Geoffrey Lovatt to bey reckoned 
with. It happens that he is a sailor, 
who, instead of sailing, boosts about the 
home waters in a nasty submarine, cany- 
ing with him two thoroughly unscru- 
pulous torpedoes and a lot of warlike 
enthusiasm. It also hai^pens that there 
is to he a naval review in the Tlianies, 
and this G. L. informs me darkly that 
he win be lying off Temple Pier with his 
little thingummy, ready to settle accounts. 

, You in Bouverie Street and I in the 
Temple are, I feel, much too accessible. 
What shall we do ? Shall we 'allow the 
heart of the literary and legal world to 
be hlovm nowhere, merely withdrawing 
our two valuable selves inland before 
the catastrophe? Or shall we take our 
chances? There is this about it, that 
ill order to fire upon us he will liave to 
get the hows of his submarine well out 
of water, even on to the Embankment. , 
He is an ingenious fellow and mayj 
manage that, but, if he does, you and I i 
can always summons him for riding on 
the footpath. 

That is our only hope, as far as I can 
see. You may have rather a ’taste for 
being in more than two places at once, 
hut personally I strongly disapprove of;; 
being spread over London. So I say now < : 
— ^aiid when I say a thing I mean it — • ’ 
that, if this Geoffrey Lovatt peri^sts in 
his idea and blows me up, I shall never ; 
speak to him' again.' * ’ ■ ; 

' ' Your indignant Contributor. 
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THE PICTURE COLLECTOR’S GUIDE. 

The huge totals realised at certain of 
the season’s sales at Christie’s are not 
unnaturally turning the thoughts of 
struggle-for-lifers towards art virtuosity 
as a means of livelihood if not wealth. 

A few hints to parents who are think- 
ing of making their sons successful col- 
lectors may not he out of place. 

To those lacking capital the important 
thing at the outset is to pick up a real 
treasure for nothing and seU it advan- 
tageously. It is the first step that counts. 
To do this one should haunt the miscel- 
laneous sale rooms, where many an Old 
Master has been discovered in job lots 
among carpets, safes and feather-beds. 
Everytliing that is old and grimy was 
not necessarily painted by Murillo or 
Rembrakdt, RAPiL\EL 01* Titiah, but all 
might have been. Rememlier that. 

Remember that beneath the top picture 
may always be another. If you buy a 
genuine Rembiundt and, on scraping 
it, find a portrait of Wellington, stop 
scraping at once. 

Cultivate your voice. Many master- 
pieces have been picked up for a mere 
song, and it would be dreadful to have 
no mere singing power when one w’as 
offered to you. Cram your -repertory 
with mere songs. 

Be wary. Remember tl at Corot 
painted nearly everything except the 
canvases that hear his name. 

When purchasing of a dealer always 
look at the back of the picture first : it 
inspires respect, and puts him off from 
tiying on his little games. 

Bear in mind that a dealer ’s a dealer 
for a’ that. He may w^ear clothes like 
yonrself and talk like you, and sustain 
life in more or less the same way, but 
none the less he is a dealer. 

Visit the National Gallery and learn 
how the great artists painted. This wih 
make you the less likely to huy every 
Rembrandt that is offered to you. Study 
the difference between the styles of 
Perugino and Cro:me. 

Keep a photograph of the Holbein] 
Duchess on your wall. Let that be 
your star. Some day, say to yoiu-self, 
I too will seR a picture to the nation. 


THE CATS^ PAGEANT. 

The Dogs’ Pageant having been 
arranged for, the Cats’ is now under 
consideration. Mi*. Louis N. Barker 
having no special leaning towards this 
spectacle, it is in the hands of his neigh- 
bour at Kensington, Mr. Toms. Among 
the patrons are the Persian Ambass.u)or, 
Mdlle. Janoitia, Mr. Milkie Bard, and 
the Mayor of Cowes. 

The first Tableau (to be spelled 
tabbyleau in honour of the occasion) 
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liii^tressed Mother (to liitU hoy with a lad cold). “Jimmy DARLrxG, YOU really mustn’t 
SNEEZE LIKE THAT ! ” Jimmy. “I don’t snee ze, Mummy ; it sneezes me ! ” 

will' represent the origin of the cat. been fiUed in the prize goes to the reader 
According to the old legend there was who suggested C.i\..T. 
for a while no cat, nor was it missed. Tabbyleau HI. (V ery magnificent 

But after a while die earth became more and educational.) A procession of kings, 
populous and there were no longer as from David to George HI., at whom cats 
many men as women, and an old maid have looked. 

appeared; so the fiirst cat vras evolved Tabbyleau TV. Historic cats. Noah, 

to keep her company. As in the case as before, with tAvo. Odhi’s cat.^ Gray’s 
of the dog the other animals contributed cat. The Kilkenny cats. Dame Wiggins of : 
to her devising, the tiger giving a Lee’s cats. The Bmwn cat (with thanks), 
miniature of itself as a model. The Charley’s Aunt, with cat laughing, 
leopard gave litheness, and the panther Tabbyleau V. (Very^ popular.) ^ A 
its spring, the fox cunning and the procession of all the living “principal 
dormouse sleepiness, the giraffe disdain lioys ” who have played Di k WKitting-' 
and the seamew its second syRable. ton, each with his cat. Cameras not 
Thus was the cat made. permitted except to representatives of 

Tabbyleau H. Prebistoric competition the weekly illustrated papers, 
to find a name for the new creature. Pinal Tabbyleau. (Very controver- 
After many thousands of coupons have sial.) Votes for cats. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Howeveu kindly I may feel disposed to Miss Dorothea 
Conyers, T am bound to believe tlmt she ^vrote all the tales 
published under her name in The Conversion of Con Crcgan, 
and other Stories (Huiciunson). On the other hand I am 
not bound to accept the numerous laudatory statements 
on the outside pages as admissible evidence on her 
behalf. S'tting as judge, I feel inclined to pass a severe 
sentence of very penal servitude upon her for her plots and 
to award her a gold medal and a birthday honour for her 
atmospheres. She frivols without purpose in Ireland among 
hunters and racers, Pats and 
“asthorcs/’ and is natural and 
charming. She busies herself 
seriously in England with lost 
wills, compromised debutantes and 
impossible barristers, and is con- 
ventional and horrid. At her worst 
she takes pages to solve childish 
mysteries, which I, who have never 
before known the joy even of sus- 
pecting the guilty party, saw 
through at once. At her best she 
gets plenty of delightful fun out 
of the schemes and loves (but 
mostly the sport) of thoroughly 
Irish Irishmen. ^Yherefore this 
Coiu-t directs the public to read 
The Conversion of Con Cregan and 
most of the other stories, but binds 
Miss Conyers over to keep the peace 
and on no account ever again to| 
have anything to do with plots. 

I understand that Mr. Arthur 
A.PPLIN originally published The 
Stage Door (White) as a serial in 
the morning journal with the 
second largest net sale — a fact 
which, rightly considered, explains 
much. David Gcllion was a starv- 
ing dramatist, who sold his mas- 
terpiece to one Hershman, a 
manager of the deepest dye. But 
when the play was produced it ^vas 
badly cast and was a failure; 
whereupon Gellion sought out 
Hershman in the managerial 
office, and smote him so that lie 

fell into the fender and expired. — 

Mter which he himseU jumped into the Thames. You may 
thmk that this ends thfe boob. Not a bit of it. Weai-euow 
intr^uced to Su- James Fitzicater, an opulent member of 
the Hershman Syndicate who, seeing that what has taken 
place IS really a first-class advertisement for the piece 
promptly renves it with the dramatist’s widow as leading 

S‘iccess, and sub- 
sequently Biddij, the heroine, arranges to marrj^ Fitzwater 
on condition that he produces all her late husband’s plays, 
l ie arrangement is a little difficult to Mow, and is com- 
plicated by the reappearance of QelUon, who was only washed 
down the river as far (apparently) as Germany, whence 
he returns, under an_ alias, with a black beard and an 
entirely new and ongmal musical comedy. Subsequently 
f ^ “iiflagration and gets h^ 



ever after. Of them, I much prefer the fascicating Biddy, 
especially when shi uses her influence over Fitzivater I 0 
make him abolish cloak-room fees and provide drinkable 
wliisky in the theatie bars. So few heroines think of these 
things. 

To insist upon the defects of a book when one finds oneself 
in sympathy with its motives is an ungracious task. Let me 
sny at once, then (and have done with grumlding), that 
Hugh S. Walpole’s The ¥/ooden Horse (Smith, Elder) is not 
without incongruities, and that the humour of title is too 
arbitory to be amusing. To those, however, who detest snob- 
bery and abhor rigid conventionality this history of the Trojan 
family will make an instant appeal. Upon his return to 
Cornwall after an absence of twenty 
years Harry Trojan found that h s 
son, EohiUj was a martyr to good 
form. The Trojan rule was to 
know the right people, to be 
meticulously correct in speech and 
manner, and to remain aloof and 
aloft. Brought up in this numb- 
ing creed by his Aunt Clare, Bolin 
was afraid either to show the small- 
est enthusiasm or to be in the least 
sentimental, and liis father— in 
full revolt against Trojan tradi- 
tions —determined to make a man 
of him and to win his love. A 
battle royal between Harney and 
Clare Trojan followed, and al- 
(hough in the struggle it is im- 
possible to be on Miss Trojan's 
side the pathos of her position is 
levealed so clearly that it is equally 
impossible not to be sorry for her. 
Mr.^ Walpole is warmly to he 
praised for the clear perception he 
has of Cornish life, and for drawing 
attention to the vandals who— 
marching under the banner of 
progress— wish to change beauti- 
ful villages into band-swept water- 
ing-places. 


THE MODERN BOOK-STALL BOY, 

“ I OAK COKFIDEKTLT EECOMMEND OTIS NEW NOVEL BV THE 
WELL-KNOWN AOOTOR OF ‘A PlNK-FAOED DeVIL.’ It DEALS 
VEBi- SUBTLY WITH THE SEX PBOBLEM, AND IS A MASIEEHECE 
OF LITERARY STYLE ” 


The chief trouble wnth Mr. 
Opp, wlio gives bis name to 
a new novel (Hoddek akd Stouge- 
ton) by Alice Heoan Rice, author 
of Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage 
Patehj "was tliat nature designed 
him for a pbilantbropist and 
. unkind circumstances turned him 

mto a combination of commercial traveller and news- 
paper editor. Neither bis store for the sale of shoes 
(tins was Mr. Om’s particular line of dry goods) nor his 
paper, 1 he Opp Eagle, attained the measure of success which 
lus virtues deserved. And, since his courtship also missed 
the mark, Mr Opp cannot truthfully be said to have made 
what they caU over there “a good thing” of his life. But 
wmle the au^thor debases him in every worldly way— and an 
^neriean who fails in business is debased indeed— she con- 
create in him a tj-pe of unselfish goodness which 

“runneth 

STOn in g;entle heart, and, since all readers are “gentle” 
md sMsZri^ Jibundant sympathy for Ms misfortunes 
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A REPRESENTATIVE of TJie Express lias 
136011 interviewing M. Clemenceau. “The 
Ministry,” said the ex-Premier, “ was not 
overtlirovTi on a question of politics, hnt 
on a personal question. I will put 
it differently” — and, says our contem- 
porary, M. Clemenceau moved his hat to 
the side of Ms headj as he invariably 
does lohen he is going to be witty out-of-- 
doors, “The Ministry was not over- 
thrown at all. I was.” If only all oiu' 
friends would assist us like this when 
they are about to make a joke, what a 
help it would be. 

* * 

. * 

The ruling passion ! While taking a 


It is rumoured that a wealthy Ameri- 
can has made an offer for the L. C. C. 
steamboat Shakspeare with a view to 
presenting her to the museum at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon. :jc ^ 

There is talk of a decline in the extra- 
vagance of female dress. It is to be 
hoped that this desirable movement 'will 
spread, so that even if a husband be 
legally entitled to his wife’s clothes 
necessity wiU not compel him to wear 
them, but he will be able to afford sc>me 
of his own choice. < 

*4* * 

4s 

As the result of his investigations at 
St. Mary’s Hospital, Dr. Distaso has j 
expressed the opinion that “ Every i 


three great divisions of this country — 
Men, Women and Suffragettes — ^will be 
reduced to two by the elimination of the 


We cannot help thinking that the 
ideal Channeler has yet to make his 
api3earance. What is required is a com- 
bination of Mr. Latplvm and Mr. Holbein. , 
One half could always do the piece that 
the other half left undone. 

* 

When charged at the Thames Police 
Coui-t, last week, -with using bad lan- 
guage, a lady bearing a Scotch name 
declared that she was only speaking 
Gaelic. The magistrate, however, held 
it to be Gaolic. 



brief week-end holiday at Brighton Mr. 
Lloyd-George amused himself by throw- 
ing money from the pier to the raga- 
muffins below. ^ 

4: 

Conservative associations are issuing 
munerous placards bearing the words: — 
Eegister, Register, Register 1 
It cannot be too clearly understood that 
these reminders are addressed to Con- 
! servatives only, and any Liberal taking 
advantage of them is no gentleman. 

4e 4e 
4* 

- While the royal train conveying the 
Austrian Crown Prince and his suite 
from Roiunania was passing the frontier 
town of Toenoes last iveek, four shots 
were fired by some unknown person. A 
local landowner has been arrested. He 
has not improved his case by stating 
that he was- merely shooting bears. 


child should hoxe its large intestine and 
its appendix removed when it is tw^o or 
three years old.” The suggestion, we 
hear, has been received very badly in 
juvenile circles, and arrangements are 
being made for thousands of protesting 
youngsters to march at an early date to 
'Kensington Gardens '^vith banners bear- 
ing the inscription, “ What we have 
we ’ll hold!” ^ 

4s 

During the next few wrecks, '^’e are 
told, there -will be showers of meteors. 
We are not surprised that the stock of 
rain should be giving out. 

45 45 
4s 

The Carnarvonshire Education Autho- 
rity has decided to give cookery lessons 
to the boys in the Llandudno district. 
This is sheer panic. We do not believe 
that the day wiR ever come when the 


Horse Flies 

is the sensational announcement in the 
list of contents of a Natmul History con- 
temporal'5^ The feat, however, is scarcely 
a novelty. Pegasus, if we remember 
rightly, did it some years ago. 

Mince or Wince? 

It is reported that, owing to a ter- 
minological inexactitude, Lord Lans- 
DOWNE spoke the other day of Mr. 
Winston Churchill as Mr. Minston 
Churchill. * ‘ 

“ ‘ Quick march’ boomed down the line, like 
a vastly magnified echo came the crash of a 
dram, the band bi'oke into a tiimultxious melody, 
the station gates swung back and the great 
cavalcade marched out into the sunlight.” — 
Evening Neivs. 

So there are such things as Horse 
Marines after all. 


VOL. cxxxvn 
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THE NEW RESISTANCE. 

[A novel form of opposition is threatened on the part of mntinuiis 
wives. The development is due to tiie success of certain Suffragettes 
who, after being admitted to gaol of their owui heroic choice, have 
contrived by dint of fasting to prevail on Mr. Herbert Gladstone to let 
them out.] 

Ko, Frederica, no ; I may Have knuckled 

Under, at times, to woman’s soft appeal, 

But now I Have my armour on and buckled ; 

Tears cannot melt that tegument of steel ; 

That which I ’ve said I ’ve said : 

You shall not wear a hee-hive on your head ! ’’ 

I liave allowed you loosely to conduct your 

Hume-life according to your lack of taste, 

Bni to pemiit this pestilential structure 

Would he to have my dignity displaced ; 

Frankly I dra^v the line 

At such a hat on any wife of mine. 

When we exchanged our pledges at the altar 

You undertook to honour and obey ; 

And though, ere noAV, I have been known to palter 

With manhood’s rights, this time I ’ll have my way ; 

T lay the huv dowm flat, 

Saying, You shall riot ’vvcar a thing like that.*’ 

N(.n- would it shake my purpose should you follow 

T’he lead of Suffragettes that live on air, 
liefusing, out of ciisseduess, to sw'allow 

Your salutary meals. I shouldn’t care 

Tw’o paltry jots or tittles 

What attitude you took about yoim victuals. 

You might adopt a course of strict starvation. 

But you would never break my manly pride ; 

might arrest the fount of sustentation 

Till you were just a hag of hones and hide, 

But that W’oukl not disturb 

A man of stouter stuff* tlian Gladstone (Herb.j. 

Belit ve me, I am anything hut brutal ; 

I take no pleasure in a hollow cheek ; 

I could not get my heart to Inun or tootle 

If you were slowly waning week by iveek ; 

But here I must be firm, 

Or I sfiould show no better than a worm. 

And, if you stiuk to it and went on sinking 

Until you failed to draw another breath, 

A our widower would console himself with thinking 

That there are tragedies far worse than death : 
Dishonour may l^e reckoned 

TliC first of such, and your bee-hat the second. 

0. a 

Welsh iPunctilio. 

Uroiu the official directions for the “ National Pageant of 

“Perfomiers must make a point of being on the ground thi-ee- 
Quarters of an hour before the time appointed for their entrance. 
Provided that they do this, they need not put in an earlier appearance.” 

Wo liave worked tliis out and find tliat if you turn up 
lialf-an-liour before the time, you have to put in a much 
earlier appearance. So the best plan is to come earlier 
betause then you can come hiter. ’ 

Our WeeMy Home Hint— No. 39. 

“ Tlie eaMeht way to clean a cereal cooker is to turn it upside down in 
a pan ot umte nunael laid with the soft side on the inside and quilted 
on tUt> macliuie ; edge with a binding of white tape.”— Oryord Timea. 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Oe, LriTLE Arthur’s Eoad to Knowledge. 

{lAttle Arthur ^ aged 12 ; Papa^ aged 48.) 

Little Arthur. Papa, do you know what Miss MacBrayne 
told me this morning ? 

Papa. No, my boy ; what w^as it ? 

L. A . She said you were going to be a Member of Parlia- 
ment soon, and I must work very hard so as to fit myself to 
be the son of so distinguished a father. 

Papa. Oh, she said that, did she? Well, we never can 
tell, Arthur. Stranger things have happened. Y'oii ’d like ; 
tliat, wouldn’t you ? 

L. A. Oh, yes, Papa. If it pleases you, I ’in sure it ought I 
to please me ; and Mamina will be glad, too, won’t she ? i 

Papa. Yes, I daresay she ’ll he glad enough. ; 

L. A. Then is it true, Papa ? i 

Papa. Well, you see, the Earl of Cookham has just died, i 
and so Lord Taplow succeeds to the Earldom, and Ave ’re left ’ 
without a candidate. i 

L. A. Does that mean that you must be a candidate, j 
Papa ? I 

Papja. 01 j, well, not exactly that ; but there ’s some talk 
about it- Anyhow, we shaU see. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, I suppose so. But shall you really like * 
it, Pa])a? ! 

Papa. Why do you ask ? ! 

L. A. Because you said the other day, Papa, that it was a 
dog’s life, and you wondered any decent man could lower I 
himself to sueli a thing. You said it to Mr. Schmitz, Papa, ; 
and he said “ dere vill alvays be plenty dogs to shnap it 

. ... i 

Papa. I can t have you imitating Mi*. Schmitz like that. , 
It ’s most disrespectful. ^ 

L. A. I’m sorry, Papa, hut I thought if I said it like him ' 
you ’d remember it better. Then you said that for your own 
part you wouldn’t toucli it wdth a barge-pole, and Mr. Schmitz 
said, “ I tink ” — ^I beg your pardon, Papa — ^he said, “ I think 1 
you would touch it mit bose” — I mean ‘‘with both hands.”’ 
That ’s what he said, Papa. i 

Papa. Well, he’s a German, and he doesn’t knoiv every- * 
thing, especially about Englishmen. 

L. A. No, Papa, hut he ’s right this time, isn’t he ? Y'ou 
would take it, ^vouldn’t you ? j 

Papa. Isn’t it your tea-time ? * 

L. A. Not yet, Papa. ^ Miss MacBrayne has promised to ' 
stamp on the floor three limes when tea ’s ready. 

Papa. Well, I wish she’d stamp quickly! 

L. A. So do I, Papa, because I’m rather hungry. But, ; 
Papa ! 

Papa. Yes, what is it ? 

L. A. I really think it icill he nice for yon to be a Meml>:r 
of Parliament. 

Papa. Do yon ? That ’s very good of you. But wliy do 
you think it will he so particularly nice ? What’s it 2 oin<^' 
io do ior you? 

L. A. I didn’t mean that it would he nice for me ; because I 

shall have to work so hard to fit myself to be your son 

Papa. Well, you’U be my son anyhow. 

L. A. Thank yon, Papa; hut I meant it would be par- 
ticularly nice for you. 

Papa. Why? 

L. A. Because you hate taxes so, Papa. 

Papa. Well, upon my word ! What ’s that got to do ‘ 
with it ? 

L. A. I thought, Papa, that if you were a Member of 
Parhament you would be able to vote against all the taxes. 
You said in your speech on Wednesday (takes newspaper 
cutting from his pocket and reads); “I consider it to be a - 








■Sf«'5S:;»-Wj?l,iS‘ P^:::t '- - 




60 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [July 28, 1909. 

THE RABBITS. 

CfiAriER VI. — ^In and Our. 

Weii.,” said Tliomas, “liow are we 
going to celebrate tlie joyful event ? ” 

We were sitting on the lawn watching 
Blair and Mss Fortescue play croquet. 
Archie and Dahlia were not with ns ; 
they had (I suppose) private matters to 
discuss. Our match did not begin for 
another hour, happily for the lovers ; and 
also for the croquet-players, who had 
about fifty-six more hoops, posts, flags 
and what not to negotiate. 

It ’s awfully difficult to realise it,” 
said Myra. “ My own brother ! Just 
fancy — I can hardly believe it.” 

“ I don’t think there can be any 
doubt,” I said. “Something ’s happened 
to him anyhow — file’s promised to put 
me in first to-day.” 

“ Ijet ’s have a dance to-morrow night,” 
continued Thomas, relentlessly pursuing 
his original idea. “And we 11 all dance 
with Miss Blair.” 

“ Yes, Archie would like that.” 

“ I remember some years ago when I 
was in Spain,” said Simpson 

“ This,” I murmured appreciatively, 
“ is how all the best stories begin.” 
And I settled myself more comfortably 
in my chair. 

“No,” said Simpson, “I’m wrong 
there. It was in Hampstead.” And he 
returned to liis meditations. 

“Tell you what,” said Thomas, “you 
ought to write ’em an ode, Simpson.” 

“ There ’s notloing that rhymes with 
the lady.” 

“There’s hair,” I said, quite un- 
intentionally. ' ‘ ' 

“ I meant with Dahlia.” 

“ My dear man, there are heaps. Why 
there ’s azalea.” 

“ That ’s only one.” 

“ Well, there are lots of different kinds 
of azalea.” 

“ Any rhymes for Archie and Man- 
nering ? ’’ said Simpson, scornfully. 

“Certainly. And Simpson. You might 
end with him — 

‘ Forgive the way the metre limps ou, 

It ’s always like that with Samuel Simpson.’ 
You get the idea?” 

“ Hush,” said Myra, “ Miss Fortescue 
has passed under a hoop.” 

But it is time that vre got on to my 
innings. Archie managed to win the 
toss, and, as he had promised, took me 
in with him. It was the proudest and 
most nervous moment of my life. 

“I’ve never been in first before,” I 
said, as we w'alked to the wickets. “ Is 
there any little etiquette to observe ? ” 

“Oh rather. Especially if you’re 
going to lake first ball.” 

• “Oh, there’s no doubt about my 
taking the first ball.” 

“ In that case the thing to remember 

is that when the umpire calls ‘ play ’ the 
side refusing to play loses the match.” 

“ Then it all rests on me ? Your con- 
fidence in me must be immense. I 
think I shall probably consent to play.’’ 

I obtained guard and took my stand 
at the wicket. Most cricketers nowa- 
days, I am told, adopt the “two-eyed 
stance,” but for myself I still stick to 
the good old two-legged one. It seems 
to me to be less wearing. My style, I 
should observe, blends happily the dash 
of a Joseph Vine with the patience of a 
Kenneth Hutchings; and after a long 
innings I find a glass of , I ’ve for- 

gotten the name of it now, but I know 
I find it very refreshing. 

Being the hero (you will admit that — 
after my hat trick ?) of this true story, 
I feel I must describe my innings 
carefully. Though it only totalled seven- 
teen, there was this to be said for it. It 
is the only innings of seventeen ever 
made by a hero. 

It began with a cut to square-leg, for 
which we ran a forced single, and fol- 
lowed on with a brace of ones in the 
direction of fine slip. After that I 
stopped the bowler in tbe middle of his 
run-up, and signalled to a spectator to 
move away from the screen. This was 
a put-up job with Myra, and I rather 
hoped they would give me something 
for it, but apparently they didn’t. At 
the end of the over I went up and 
talked to Ai*chie. In first-class cricket 
the batsmen often do this, and it im- 
presses the spectators immensely. 

' I said, “I bet you a shilling I’m out 
next over.” 

He said, “ I won’t take you.” 

I said, “Then" I huff you,” and went 
back to my crease. 

My next scoring-stroke was a two-eyed 
hook over point’s head, and then Archie 
hit three fours running. I had another 
short conversation with him, in the 
course of which I recited two lines of 
Sh-^kspeare, and asked him a small 
but pointed conundrum, and afterwards 
I placed the ball cleverly to mid-off, the 
agility of the fieldsman, however, pre- 
venting any increment, unearned or 
otherwise. Finally I gave my cap to 
the umpire, made some more ones, 
changed my bat, and was caught at the 
wicket. 

“ I hit it,” I said, as I walked away. 
I said it to nohody in particular, but the 
umpire refused to alter liis decision. 

“I congratulate you,” said Miss Blair, 
when I was sitting down again. 

“I was just going to do that to vou,” 
I said. - 

“ Oh, but you were kind enough to do 
that last night.” 

“Ah, this is extra. I’ve just been 
batting out there with your young man. 
Perhaps you noticed ? ” 

“ Well, I think I must have/” 

“ Yes. Well, I wanted to teU. you that 

I think he has quite an idea of the game, 
and that with more experience he would 
probably be good enough to play for — 
for Surrey .... Second eleven. Yes. 
At hockey.” 

“ Thank you so much. You ’ve known 
him a long time, haven’t you? ” 

“We were babes together, Madam. 
At least, simultaneously. We actually 
met at school. He had blue eyes and 
curly hair, and fought the captain on 
the very first day. On the second day 
his hair -was still curly, but he had 
black eyes. On the third day he got 
into the cricket eleven, and on the 
fourth he was given his footer cap. 
Afterwards he sang in the choii*, and 
won the competition for graceful, diving. 

It was not until his second term that 
the Headmaster really began to confide 
in him. ... By the way, is this the 
sort of thing you want?” 

“Yes,” smiled Dahlia. “Something 
like that.” 

“Well, then we went to Cambridge 
together. He never did much work, 
but his algebra paper in the Little-Go 
was so brilliant that they offered him 
the Senior Wranglership. He refused 
on the ground that it might interfere 
with his training for the Tug of War, 
for which he had just obtained his 

Blue, and It ’s a great strain 

making all this up. Do you mind if I 
stop now? ” 

“ Of course I know that isn’t all true, 
but he is like that, isn’t he ? ” 

“ He is. He put me in first to-day.” 

“I know you really are fond of him.” 

“ Lorblessyou — yes.” 

“ That makes you my friend, too.” 

“ Of course.” I patted her hand. 
“That reminds me — as a friend I feel 
bound to warn you that there is a per- 
son about in the, neighbourhood called 
Samuel Simpson who meditates an evil 
design upon you and yours. ' In short, 
a poem. In this he. will liken you to 
the azalea, which I take to he a kind of 
shrubby plant.” 

“Yes?” 

“ Yes, well, all I want to say is, if he 
comes round with the hat afterwards 
don’t put anything in.” ^ , 

“ Poor man,” smiled Dahlia. “ That ’s * 
his living, isn’t it?” 

“ Yes. • That ’s why I say don’t put 
anything in.” ' * 

“ I see. Oh, there— he ’s oat. Poor 
Archie.” 

“ Are you very sorry?” I said, smiling 
at her. “I’m just going, you know.” 

“Between ourselves,” I said later toi 
Myra, “that isn’t at ah a bad girl.” 

“ Oh, fancy ! ” 

“ But I didn’t come to talk about her • 
— ^I came to talk about my seventeen.” 

“Yes, do let’s.” 

“ Yes. Er — ^you begin.” A. A. M. 
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THE SLAVES OF KICK-BALL. 

[The following extract—of interest to all 
British Sportsmen who have observed the 
attitude of the Football Association towards the 
Players’ Union- -is taken from an entertaining 
pamphlet, “ Slavery Amongst Foreign Devils,” 
issued by the Society of the Pink Di agon, the 
leading Chinese Anti -Slavery Society. It 
follows immediately a paragraph concerning 
the slaves w’ho are subject to a feminine demon 
named “Mrs. Grundy,” and it precedes an 
eloquent denunciation of the injustices practised 
by the mandarins of the Inland Revenue.] 

“ And in this strange land of foreign 
devils wondrous things happen. For, 
driven by madness and poverty, certain 
poor hirelings place themselves in an 
enclosure before countless howling de- 
mons and are set to kick one another 
and also a hall. And behold when one 
body of these poor hirelings kick ball 
between certain sticks one-half of the 
surrounding demons throw their head 
covering in the air and behave in un- 
seemly fashion. And when other hire- 
lings kick ball through other posts more 
demons do the like And at other times 
all the demons join together and tear 
asunder that hireling who is the spiritual 
director of the kick-ball and plays reli- 
gious music on n small instrument. - 
“Now all these ignorant white demons 
bow domi and worship a strange joss 
which is known as the Football Ass, and 
they acknowledge its nde and tremble: 
For the Football Ass fixes the pay’ of the 
hirelings and says, ‘No slave who kick's 
ball shall receive more than four large 
pieces of gold in one quarter moon.’ 

“And if a kick-BaU hireling ’asks for’ 
more then he is deprived of his wage 
for ever. ' And if a" master demon offers 
his slave more and he taketh'itf^ashs in 
the nature of man to do —then it is decreed 
that the slave shall receive' ho more 
money and shall no longer work at kick- 
ball, and that the master shah conduct 
kick-ball no more. 

“ And if a miserable slave desiretli to 
kick ball fo ranother demon then must 
he bow to the FootbaU Ass and beseech 
it humbly, saying, ^ ‘ Let thy contemptible 
servant go hither or thither.’ Then if 
the slave be impotent or of little value 
the Football Ass answers, ‘Go where 
thou wilt.’ But if he have good health 
and feet of lightning and a head as 
of iron, then the Foothah Ass answers 
angrily, ‘ Let him cleave to his master — 
or otherwise let him be deprived of 
subsistence.’ 

' “ And when the workers at kick-ball 

joined together and said, ‘ Shall we still 
bow down to this beast which is hut an 
Ass ? ’ then the Ass brayed with fear and 
said, ‘Let all kick-ballers be deprived 
of their living. It is better that they 
should starve and that there should be 

I ho more work at kick-ball, than that the 
^worship of the Football Ass should 
cease.’ 



“Yet these strange foreign devils cried 
out and made much stir w^hen certain 
just and honourable wearers of pig-tails 
were hired fairly to do necessary work 
in the mines of the land of the Jews.” 


More Truth from the Schoolroom. 

Story of the Merchant of Venice, 
“There was a rich Jew living at 
Venice and his was Shylock and he 
married a wealthy woman named Portia 
and Shylock had a son named Antonio 
and Shylock wanted to take a pound of 
ffesh out of Antonio so Shylock had the 
knife ready and just as he was going to 


cut the flesh Shylock heard that An- ^ 
tonio’s ships had been found by Portia 
so Portia saved the life of Antonio Shy- 
lock knew if he had done it he would 
have to have shed blood. And the 
merchant of Venice is sometimes known 
as the Comedy of Errors or as we should i 
say the merry wives of Windsor and 
while Shakespear was writing the Mer- 
chant of Venice Bassanio and Lorenzo 
were sitting by each of him Shakespear 
was only a poor lad bom on Stratford- 
on-xAvon and then lie made his way to 
London writing Poets and one day in 
the year 1610 he heard the noisy theatres 
in Ix)ndon.” 
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THE HOLIDAY SEASON. 

, First Aid to Amateur Artists. 

Useful as tlie picture-postcard and 
tlio caiiieia undoubtedly are in assisting 
the traveller to memorise liis vacation 
rambles, they do not of course compare 
with the sketch, the personal record of 
the scene. The shop at ^vhich the 
picture-postcard is purchased— even the 
pretty girl who sells it to us-^-how soon 
we forget them ! The circumstances of 
the pressing of the button of the camera 
— how fugitive they are ! But, on the 
Ollier hand, how enduring are the memo- 
ries of the pictures we painted or drew — 
the harvesters that ate us as we worked, 
the villagers that looked on, the cow 
that breathed down our backs, the cold 
we caught, the chill we contracted! 
These abide. Hence a lasting vividness 
in our minds that marks out sketching 
as the ideal record, 

_ Everyone, however, cannot sketch. 
Gifts and talents are distributed by 
Xature with a thoughtlessness that is not 
to be excused, and lienee it is that the 
most homlile and hairy men can play 
the piano best, and artists can paint 
while gentlemen cannot. This, of course, 
is wi’ong, but none the less it must he 
faced. How, then, is one to sketch if he 
has no aptitude? Tlie answer is that 
the ingenuity of man must provide him 
with the power. 

Different countries, it will be noticed, 
have different characteristics, strongly 
])roiiouiiced, Holland, for example, is 
Hat ; Switzeidand is lumpy. Flatness 
calls for straight lines; luinpiness for 
curves. A special T-square has there- 
fore been prepared for sketchers in 
Hollaiid to fonn the groundwork— the 
natural genius— of the country, upon 
which even the veriest tyro can indicate 
sufficient life to convince his friends 
I that he has been there ; and surely that 
is the end of most travel ? The accom- 
panying illustrations show what can he 


n 



I’-S'lUARE. 

Scene in Holland. 


done with the addition of a pair of com- 
passes (or a selection of coins) for clouds. 
The trees, the mills and the tulips any 
one can add. 

If, however, the trees are felt to be 
difficult, it should be known tbat 
Messrs. Eton and Poppin now have on 
sale a series of 2ine stencils, in varying 
sizes, of no fewer than fifty trees, ranging 


from the oak to the araucaria, and one 
has merely to pencil them in where re- 
quired according to scale, and then 
either colour or leave blank. By seeing 
tliem invariably against the setting sun 
the necessity for colour (always a deli- 
cate and tricky business) is obviated. 

Turning to Switzerland, which is 
lumpy, we find that extremely con- 
vincing results can be obtained by 
using one of the ordinary wooden curves 
that are to be found in all well-fur- 
nished boxes of compasses. With a 
little adaptation and twisting, the Alps 
can be completely mastered— as in tlie 



Curves. 

Scene in Switzerland. 


subjoined illustration. The addition 
of chalets and firs is a detail. If, how- 
ever, cows are wanted Messrs. Eton and 
Poppin seU. stencils of these also, and 
indeed of all the animals to which the 
sketcher is liable — from the smallest 
size to life-size. 

Another favourite country for the 
tourist and amateur artist is Egypt, 
which is, as a moment’s thought will 
tell, the land of the Pyramids. Here, 
then, all is simple, for with an ordinary 
set-square the tombs of the Pharaohs 
are yours — as our picture indicates. 




Set-square. 
Egyptian Landscape. 


Care must, however, be taken to re- 
member to omit the hole in the middle. 


For those who are minded to sketch 
from the deck on the voyage out the 
same firm puts up an excellent series of 
‘‘ Britannias,” or wave-rulers, for every 
kind of sea. Tlie two that are illustrated 



W AVE-CURVES : 

(1) Slight Breeze. 

(2) Fresh Breeze. 


iDelong to comparatively quiet weather ; 
but storms are catered for also. 

. Finally it should be pointed out, for 
the benefit of those who wish their 
sketches to serve not only o.B'memoria 
teclinim but also as ornaments and ob- 
jects of admiration to their friends, and 
to be worthy of gilt frames, that Messrs. 
Eton and Poppin not only undertake to 
furnish crude designs, but also supply 
beautifully coloured scenes, or rather 
scenarios, of every variety, for every 
country, upon which the tourist may 
:do as little work as need be before 
adding tlie name of the place and the 
date and the signature. 

That is one way. For those who find 
the finishing of a picture irksome and 
difficult the firm comes to the rescue 
with a competent staff of accomplished 
artists, who undertake this mechanical 
part of the work for a small fee. The 
unfinished drawing should be accom- 
panied by notes, written or drawn, by 
picture-postcards or extracts from guide- 
books, to assist these useful allies in 
completing the pictures faitlifuUy. The 
original sketcher then appends his sig- 
nature, and the picture is ready for its 
frame and the plaudits of his acquaint- 
ance. 


The New Liberal Humorist. 

[Selections from a series of remarks made to 
a Daily Chronide reporter by Mr. 0. Parting- 
ton, M.P., after the result of the High Peak 
by-election had been announced.] 

I. 

“ Even the duty on tobacco and spirits 
was regarded by the working-man (of the 
High Peak), not in tlie light of a hard- 
ship, but as a privilege when it was 
pointed out to them what it was for.” 

II. 

“I shall not forget to inform the 
Prime Mikister tliat the High Peak is 
true to Liberalism.” 

Mr, Punch hopes that by tlie time the 
present issue appears in print Mr. Par- 
TiXGTOlT win have conveyed this infor- 
mation to Asquith, and thus relieved 
him of his- awful suspense about the 
issue of the by-election. 





CO-OPERATION INVITED. 


Know all men by these presents that 
I have invented a new way of teUing a 
fniiny story. I have carried out iny 
invention in detail, and the framework 
for the article is complete, having been 
typed, punctuated, and (in places) cor- 
rectly spelt under my personal super- 
vision. All that remains is to provide 
the funny story. 

No^v, though I have given this matter 
my mature consideration, no comic 
episode will suggest itself. In vain I 
have devoted half-an-hour’s consecutive 
thought to each of the following topics : 
—(1) Choleric Colonels, (2) Nouveaux 
Riches, (3) American Exaggerators, and 
(4) Weary Parents oppressed by the 
Late Departure of a Daughter’s Possible 
Fiance. I ha^'e therefore deteiinined 
to invite extraneous assistance, and to 
appeal to a generous public. 


“ You ’ve often heard it said that you 
Work like a horse. Hus may be tme. 

The same remark may also be 
Applied to me as truthfully. 

In either case the point, of course, 

Depends upon what kind of horse.” 

I presented my compliments, but re- 
gretted that I was unable to accept his 


Irish friend tells it to show how the 
Irishman scored off them both. I am 
glad to say that I have forgotten that 
story mvseif. 


contribution. 


I have two uncles, the one famous, the 
other iiotoi-ious, as a raconteur. Uncle 
No. 1 was ready to oblige, but confessed 
upon cross-examination that he relied en- 
tirely upon my editor’s paper for his sup- 
ply of funny stories. Uncle No. 2 related 
an incident touching the infant child of 
his sister-in-law. I laughed with such 
respect that he felt bound to justify him- 
self by explaining that what made it so 
funny was the way the infant child of 
his sister-in-law' said it. 


The last hope is with you, 0 reader. 
I formally call upon you to produce a 
funny story, for me to tell you in the 
new way I have im^ented. This, more- 
over, is to give you notice that, unless 
within ten clays from this date (whatever 
it may be) you comply with my reciuest 
and deposit at the Punch Office an 
envelope containing the said funny story 
and addressed “AVaiits Department — 
Destitute Coiitri])utor,” you will forfeit 
the pleasure of reading the article, 
which, as far as the framework at any 
rate is concerned, has been typed, 
punctuated, and (as far as possible) 
correctly spelt under my personal super- 


The family have become permanently 
obsessed by melancholy ever since I 
demanded fi*oin them a funny story. 
They can think of nothing but pathetic 
incidents concerning the life of the very 
poor, and railway accidents. In his one 
lucid interval my brother has evolved 
' this little poem : — 


AE my friends know heaps and heaps 
of stories, but have forgotten them aE. 
Three only have shown themselves to 
possess good sound memories and have 
recoEected one story apiece. As it hap- 
pens, it is the same story. My English 
friend teEs it to show how the English- 
man scored ofi the Scotchman. My Scotch 
friend teUs it to show how the Scotch- 
man scored off the Englishman. My 


‘‘Imagiue a man with a face bronzed by 
Southern suns, and a beard on which the winters 
of sixty-five years have left some trace of their 
snow, and you can foun some mental picture of 

Sir Robert Stout Sir Robert Stout was born 

on Sept 28, lS-14, so that he is now in his 
sixty-fifth year .” — The Bevmc of Peviews. 


Imagine an infant with a bushy black 
beard and you can fomi some mental 
pictime of Sir Robeut Stout in 1844, 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


[July 28, 1909, 



TEE CENSORSHIP AGAIN. 

The following comimmications seem 
to be intended for tlie Royal Commission 
on the Dramatic Censorship. Perliaps 
they will be read by its members. 

Ml*. Harry Lauder : So far from 
abandoning the Censor, I would give 
him far more power : until, in fact, he 
made the theatre as moral and enlight- 
ening as the mnsi’c-haU. As it is, you 
may search the music-halls far and near 
for a suggestive or even vulgar thing, 
whereas go into the first theatre you 
come to — the Duke of York’s, for example 
— and j^ou see a man who is married 
making love to a single woman. Man, 
it ’s awfii’. If I were the Censor I would 
stop that. I would not allow a fact ever 
to get on to the stage. 

A CoNSTJOT Subscriber: What we 
really want is more censorship, not less. 
We want, ^for example, a Press Censor 
as well. ^ Every editor should be forced 
to submit his paper to the Lord Chamber- 
lain’s office before going to press. Then 
not only would the divorce reports be 
deleted, but such offensive and unhealthy 
cocksureness as you find in Mi*. Bernard 
Sruw’»s letters would vanish too. Of 


course the Lord Chamberlain himseH 
would not find time to read so much 
between 12 and 3 a.m.j but he would 
probably experience little difficulty in 
finding a staff of efficient helpers equal 
in mental calibre to Mr. Bedford. 

' The Proprietor of .the St. James’s 
Theatre : How could I oppose the Censor 
when he came to me for his first two 
names V A man is not called George 
Alexander Bedford for nothing. 

Ml*. Eustace Miles : There should cer- 
tainly be a Censor for restaurants." Every 
menu, both for lunch and dinner, should 
be submitted to him early in the day, 
and he should cut out the indigestible 
things. ^ Only thus can you get a moral 
and efficient people. 

G.^ B. S. : ^ My last word on the subj ect 
is this : Swing the Censor. 


The following passage fi*om a Scotch 
paper appears to point to the growth of 
the Woman’s Suffrage movement among 
the journalists of the North : — 

“ Tile reason for tlie decadence of tandem- 
cycling is probably due to tlie fact tkat, except 
in the case of husbaiid and wife, it is not 
always easy to find two men who are likely to 
be cycling together.” 


SONGS FOR SAILORMEN, 

A True Salt. 

0 SOME they likes the country-side, \ 
Green fields and uplands brown, 

An’ some they fancies the crowded streets 
T An’ the noisy. bustlin’ town ; 

But give to me the clean salt smell 
Of the tumblin’, tossin’ sea, 

With an honest ship beneath my feet 
An’ the wind a-blowin’ free. 

0 some they takes a pride an’ joy 
In drivin’ a furrow straight, . 

An’ some they hustles a motor-car - * 
At a rattlin’, murderin’ rate i 
But give to me the staunch, stout wheH : 

Of a ship as knows my ’and, ~ • 

An’ feels ’er way across the sea 
To an unseen far-off land. 

0 some they lies when life is done 
’Neath quiet grass-grown mounds, 

An’ some they ’as to take their rest 
In the close-packed city grounds ; 

But give to me, when my time comes, 
And I no more may roam, 

To be dropt o’erboard in my shotted 
shroud j 

That the sea may take me home. \ 








DASHING LITTLE DUKE. 

■ “HI! YOU’VE BEEN TRESPASSING.” 
[.k.-“YES, I KNOW. WHAT’S THE PENALTY? 
. “AH! THERE YOU HAVE ME!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extiucted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 10. 
— Twenty-five minutes after Speaker 
took the Cliair sitting threatened to 
collapse. There were seventy-three 
Questions on the Paper, sufficient to 
keep things going through allotted 
period. But it happened that in some 
cases the Minister acldressed was not in 
his place. In others the enquiring Mem- 
ber had not arrived. Having in vain 
endeavoured to effect the Parliamentary 
process of “ joiningthe fiats,” the Speaker 
desisted. x\wkward pause followed. In- 
genious Member of Opposition seized 
opportunity to move that the House do 
now adjourn. Speaker ignored motion : 
if deadlock continued it might be put 
again. 

Mr. Weir came to the res me. Had 
on paper a cluster of Questions addressed 
to Lord Advocate. Was not in his place 
when the first was called on. A Ques- 
tion, when passed over, would not in ordi- 
nary course be dealt with tiH tlie list had 
been gone through. Mr. Weir, step- 
iDing into imminent deadly breach, sug- 
gested that his catecliism might be 
taken forthwith. Speaker 
gladly consented. Lord Advo- 
CiAT^, pleading the privileges 
and responsibilities of a family 
man, elbowed the Solicitor- 
General (Scotland) to the 
front. When he answers Mr. 

Weir in person he strategi- 
cally places himself in laager 
at the end of the bench. The 
innocent, unwary Solicitor- 
General— or was it the des- 
peration of a hunted man *? — 
rose from the Gangway-end 
of the bench, under imme- 
diate influence of Mr. Weir’s 
piercing glance. 

This discipline not the least 
severe portion of the ordeal 
undergone by the Minister. 

Having read the number of 
his Question with the assist- 
ance of 'pince-nes truculently 
set astride his nose, Mr. Weir 
does not accept its aid when 
fixing the guilty Minister with 
stony stare. He peers at him 
over the glasses ; a trivial 
detail to mention in print, but 
indescribably awesome in its 
effect. Lord Advocate is 
accustomed to take refuge in 
silence when Mr. Weir puts 
supplementary questions re- 
garding the learned Lord’s 
alleged iniquities in the High- 
lands. In such case you 
should hear the blood-curd- 
ling comment, ‘‘Ho answer.” 

If, varying custom, the Lord 



Solicitor-General for Scotland “They say 
Sir Edward Grey and I are the image of one 
another. Well, he ’s served his country nobly, 
and one mustiTt gradge him some reward '. ” 

(Mr. A. Dewar.) 


Advocate makes further reply, Mr. Weir, 
liy his glance holding him in condition 
approaching paralysis, sarcastically en- 
quires “Whether the office-boy drafted 
that answer ? ” 

To-day, shrinking with characteristic 
chivalry from terrifying deputy new 
to the work, he was comparatively mild 
in manner, the Solicitor-General getting 
off with a light treatment his learned 
colleague would envy. 

Business done . — Up all night again 
with Budget Bill. 

Tuesday . — “Away with punctilios and 
orthography, I serve the good Duke of 
Norfolk.” 

Thus The Menoj Devil of Edmonton. 
And thus John Dillon ; only his pur- 
pose is to “ serve him out.” It appears 
his Grace has been writing a letter to 
Unionist candidate in pending election 
ill Derbyshire. This J. D. denounces as 
infringement of liberties of the House, 
and moves reference of case to Com- 
mittee of Privileges. 

Shade of Jemmy Lowther, if within 
sight and hearing, wiU chuckle over 
this vindication of his annual action 
whilst yet with us in the flesh. When, 

I at opening of Session, Standing Orders 
were read, including one for- 
bidding Peers to meddle with 
elections to House of Com- 
mons, Jemmy was accustomed 
to move its abrogation. Ar- 
gued that it was habitually 
disregarded, its solemn asseve- 
ration through succeeding 
Sessions partaking of charac- 
ter of farce. Asquith, having, 
as he admitted, on one occa- 
sion voted with Jeimmy, on 
another against him, brought 
to fresh considei-atioii of ques- 
tion singularly unbiassed 
mind. Supported motion for 
reference. 

Prince Arthur poured con- 
tumely and scorn on the whole 
business. 

If, he said, Premier and 
majority thought it wise to go 
through formality of sending 
this matter to Committee of 
Privileges he did not believe 
anybody would greatly con- 
cern himself one way or the 
other. 

“ Right hon. gentlemen op- 
posite,” he added, bestowing 
withering glance on Chancel- 
lor of Exchequer, “would do 
better to occupy themselves 
in prevserving the living and 
wox*king elements of the Con- 
stitution instead of furbishing* 
up these bows and arrows of 
immemorial antiquity. No- 
body so loves these antiquated 
and rusty weapons as a 



The Blood-curdling Weir. 

“ Fixing the guilty Minister with stony glare.” 
(Mr. Galloway Weir.) 


68 


PUNCH, OK THE LONDON CHARIVABL 


[July 28, 1909. 


Eadical. Tliey have a perfect passion 
lor tliese seini-obsolete forms.” 

Attempt made to shelve matter by 
motion to proceed forthwith to order of 
the day. In the end it was referred to 
Committee of Privileges. What they 
will do, or how they will do it, nobody 
knows. Meanwhile Jockey of Norfolk 
trembles in his shoes. 

• “If only,” he said to the Member for 
Sark, who paid him a visit of condo- 
lence. “I had taken advice long ago 
given and been ‘ not too bold,’ this would 
never have happened . Strange how mis- 
fortune has dogged my footsteps since I 
sold that Holbein.” 

Business done. — Took up ^ . 
Clause 8 of Finance Bill. | 

Thursday. — G o vernmen t 
been found out in fresh ini- 
quity. Been tampering with 
the Bar. It is a Parlia- 
mentary institution talked of 
glibly, but few Members of 
this Parliament have looked 
upon it. Since Bradkvugh 
vanished from the- ParHa- 
mentary stage it has remained 
tucked up in telescope fashion, 
concealed in the back rail of 
the Crpss Bench, where it has 
slumbered through the cen- 
turies, What Members recog- 
nise as “the Bar” is a strip 
of leather sewn on to the 
matting aligned with the 
Cross Bench and the chair of 
the Sergeakt-at-Arms. * 

Loulu’s devotion to historic 
accuracy was offended at what 
he described as “the vener-. 
able but not hallowed blunder 
of an upholsterer.” Since M. 

JoijRDAiK 'discovered that all 
his life he had unwittingly 
been talking prose, never was 
S’iich startling disclosure made. 

The leather strip does not 
mark the position of the 
Bar, which is some feet in 
Loulu had the ancient error 
rectified. Thought it might escape 
observation. Reckoned without the 
lynx eye of Austin Taylor. That glitter- 
ing orb falling on the removed land- 
mark detected the crime. Did not hesi- 
tate a moment in denouncing it. House 
in Conhnittee on Budget Bih, Mr. Calu- 
WEij. in Chair, Austin Taylor, with his 
countenance taking on ashen hue, pointed 
an accusing forefinger to evidence of 
Loulu’s guilt. 

“ Privilege! ”he criedaloiid. “Where’s 
the Bar ? ” 

A friendly Member, thinking he was 
thirsty, took him by the arm. Was 
about to^ lead him out to the Lobby ; 
his emotion too genuine to be long mis- 
understood. Mr. Caldwell inflexible in 
refusal to permit discussion. 


Austin Taylor’s rebuff only tem- 
porary. To-day Lottlu brought up at 
the desecrated Bar ; pleads guilty. Sen- 
tence deferred for a week.. 

Business done . — Foreign Office Vote 
carried. 


MUSICAL JOTTINGS. 

The artistic value of strikes has 
hitherto escaped the attention of econo- 
mists, who have been unduly preoccupied 
by their industrial influence. But this 
aspect of labour troubles can no longer 
be overlooked in view of what has 
happened at the Paris Conservatoire, 



and offering richly remunerated posts to 
successful practitioners, such, for ex- 
ample, as Madame Tetrazzini, Signor 
Caruso and Herr Lehar, the composer 
of The Merry Widow. 

The President of the Board of Trade, 
however, does not intend that the fortu- 
nate beneficiaries of State musical in- 
struction shall reap the entire profit of 
the advantages gratuitously placed at 
their disposal. He therefore proposes 
to get his friend Mr. Lloyd-George to 
impose a small brain tax of 20 per cent, 
on their earnings, as w^ell as a royalty 
of 30 per cent, on latent and unde- 
veloped melodies on the basis of a 
valuation to be conducted 
every five years by Special 
Commissioners of the Board 
of Inland Revenue. With the 
receipts from these duties he 
hopes to pay the salaries of the 
State professors and to defray 
the cost of the scholarships, 
thus placing his scheme on a 
. ^ self-supporting basis. These 
proposals, we regret to say, 
have met with a curiously 
mixed reception from the 
Labour Party, amongst whom 
the tax on ungotten melodies 
is extremely unpopular. Sir 
Robert Perks, again, has 
pointed out to his constituents 
that, while it is alleged that 
“ songs unheard ” are un- 
doubtedly the sweetest, by 
penalising their suppression 
we shall suffer from such a 
tremendous glut of overpro- 
duction as may dislocate the 
entire ballad industry of Great 
Britain and deluge the 
suburbs with a cataclysm of 
parlour pathos. 


advance. 

quietly 


Le Monde de Watteau. 

(Ml-. Alfi-ed Mond.) 

where a musical postman recently won 
the first prize for singing in opera, 
having learned an entire score by heart 
during the leisure given him by the 
recent strike. 

This notable incident has not escaped 
the acute and sympathetic intelHgence 
of the President of the Board or Trade, 
who has resolved to extend his scheme 
of Labour Exchanges so as to provide 
for the establishment of a staff of 
professors at every industrial centre 
for the instruction of the genuine un- 
employed in harmony, counterpoint, 
and orchestration. In many cases, no 
doubt, the students, after a few weeks’ 
study, will resiune their normal vo- 
cations. But where exceptional talent 
is shown they will be encouraged, by 
scholarships and exhibitions, to persevere 
in a profession notoriously undei-stocked 


iTins. 


“ Gentlemen of Sussex defeated 
Household Brigade on the first 
innings (by arrangement) bv 49 
■Daily News. 

The new method by which a definite 
result is always arrived at. 

Concerning the opening of the Ortho- 
pedic Hospital The Daily Telegra'ph 
says : • 

“ Externally the design is modern, and in- 
ternally the treatment is somewhat severe, as 
is usual in a hospital.” 

Mr. Stephen Coleridge, fonvard. 

“Anxious, Causey. — Newport is in Mon- 
mouthshire, and Momnouthshire is in England.” 

Newcastle Evening Chronicle. 
“Anxious ’’may now return to his 
father. 

The Duke of Norfolk, repentant, mis- 
quoting Shelley : — 

“ ‘ One word is too often Profumed for me to 
Profume it ^ — any more.” 




BANG WENT TUPPENCE. 

Frugal North Briton (in lits first c;&perienee of a taxi). ‘‘Here, Mojs, stop I 1 haE a weak iievrt. I CAXisi stvn'D tfiat iiako’t 
WEE MACHINE O’ YOURS MARKIN’ UP THAE TUPPENCES.” 


BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 

Park Lane. 

Dearest Dapen'e, — ^Trying to make 
tlie best of. things lately, some of ns 
bare been having rain-parties, at which 
there have- been nmbrelia-dances and a 
prize . for the snappiest rain get-np. 
And what has been onr reward, I ’ll ask 
you, for so nobly striving against such 
beastly circs ? — Why, whenever the sun 
has putdn an appearance, it ’s been for 
the express purpose of spoiling a rain- 
party ! 

Stella Claclanannah has caught the 
amateur - society dramatist fever, and 
written a modern play with all the 
proper^ ingredients, the Hiisbimd and 
the Wife, and- the Other Man and the 
Other Woman, and some people to go 
in and out and talk, and lots of frocks, 
and interiors by Frettow and Gilder, 
and a good sprinkhng of aphorisms. 
The frocks are very well done, and 
the subtle dif. in cut and trimming 
that there should alivays be between the 


Wife’s frocks and the Other Woman’s 
is cleverly marked. As for the aphor- 
isms, Beryl Clarges says the definition 
of one’s oldest friend as the witness 
who could give the most damaging 
evidence ” is hei's, that she said it 
one night at Bosh and Wee-W ee’s, and 
she feels so strongly about it that she 
took a stage-box at the Mayfair on 
purpose to l>ow when the definition got 
a laugh. 

At my last Sunday Afternoon I had 
Miss Singleton, the (-hampion of Celi- 
bacy, to give one of her lecture-chats, 
“ Our Destiny and Their Enormities.” 
It was great fun. We’ve got used to 
the people who spell woman with a 
big W, but to spell spinster with a 
big S, as this binve woman does, is 
really a new departure, and by way of 
being a heroic one. She scorns the idea 
of playing ivy to any man’s oak, and 
seems honestly to think the very best 
thing that can hajipen to a woman is to 
be left all alone by herself for ever tind 
ever, Amen. 


I About the biggest sensation of the 
I season has been Etheldreda Saxonbury’s 
I runaway match with the Duke of Middle- 
I shire, and the way it was brought about. 

I The Toppingtow'ers u ere too stony to 
I come to town this summer, and also too 
|nuieh affaisses at their son. Portcullis, 

I having married Lil Lilton, The Girl 
I from Xowliere,” you know, at the Funni- 
ment Theatre. It would never have done, 
however, to let all the girls rusticate 
(tw(') already published, and three more 
in MS.), so Etheldreda and Edelfleda 
have been going about with their great- 
aunt, Popsy, Lady Bamsgate. And 
Popsy swore by all her gods she ’d have 
one of them Duchess of Middleshire 
before the season ended. (The Duke, 
please note en passant ^ had just re- 
turned from a three years’ l)ig game 
hunting trip, and hadn’t met cither of 
the Siixonburys since they came out.) 
Poi)sy ’s a clever old girl, w'hatever else 
she may be, and she said to me : “It ’s 
j no soft job I’ve taken on, Blanche, mind 
I that. Etheldreda ’s a beauty and one 
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of tlio best amateur step-dancers of the 
day, as you know — ^but wliat tlien ? All 
onr boys are going to tbe Stage for tlieir 
wives, and parlour tricks simply don’t 
count 1 Etlieldreda’s step-dancing ’s 
better than lialf the stuff they see at 
the Funninient and the Sans-Souci, but 
tlie light ^ foot’s no good without the 
foot-lights ! - The few men who can be 
coaxed to parties dance or sit out with 
you young married women. As for 
young Mddleshire, he cries off parties 
altogether (the girls haven’t even met 
him yet) and haunts the Halls and the 
Musical Comedies. However, I ’ve sworn 
to make him my great-nephew-in-law, so 
it ’s got to be done.” 

Soon after this, Popsy, Lady P., made 
it up with Portcullis and his “ Girl from 
Nowhere,” and struck up a furious friend- 
ship with Viscountess Lil, who, be it 
remembered, reigns supreme at the 
: Fimniment, and does as she likes there. 

Soon after that, a new girl, Miss Dolly 
Darling,* appeared in a small part in 
The Girl from Noichere, and macle a big 
hit with her step-dancing, completely 
knocking over, amongst others, the Duke 
of Middleshire, who haimted the theatre 
more than ever, pelted her with flowers, 
sweets, and stones (precious), and at last 
wound up his aPentions with a sugges- 
tion of a special licence and immediate 
marriage. . * ’ e 

And therit my dear, Middleshire got a 
facer ! Instead of having done the cor- 
rect and regular thing, and proposed to 
‘ make a duchess of little DoUy Darling of 
the Funniment, whose mother, he’d 
been given to understand, had kept a 
whelk-stall in Conmiercial Poad, he 
found he ’d laid his hand,' his heart, and 
his strawberry-leaves at the feet of 
Etheldx*eda Saxonbury, “daughter of a 
hundred earls,” as Shakspeare says, and 
directly descended from Hengist and 
Horsa ! He was frightfully disenchanted 
at first, I believe, but he got reconciled 
to it, and they had , their stolen wedding 
just as if she ’d been the real thing. - 

The Toppingtowers family have grate- 
fully taken The Girl from Nowhere 
to their hearts, and in return for being 
recognised, she promises to do her best 
for Edelfieda and the younger girls ! 
People with daughters quite envy the 
T.’s, and only wish they could have got 
Lil for an in-law themselves ! 

Poor dear Norty is looking quite 
worn with these horrid all-night sittings 
of tlie House. He says he ’s all right, 
however, that there ’s veiy sound sleep 
to be got there, and that it would never 
do for him to desert his post or there ’s 
, no knowing what might happen. W asn’t 
that a lovely speech he made against the 
Cluincellor’s new proposal to tax people 
not only for what they have but for 
what they ’d like to have ? 

Ever thine, Blanche. 


UP-SALVE. 

[Mr. Latham, we are told, on returning from 
Ills unsuccessful attempt to fly across the 
Channel, was embraced by a number of female 
admirers.] 

Ye maids of England, yours the sin 
We’ve idly traced to other causes, 

If artful foreigners step in ^ 

To breaches where the Briton pauses 
If alien airships rule the sky. 

The shame is yours, for being much too shy. 

Look how the less reluctant fair 

Of gallant Gaul, across the Channel, 
Assuages for his “ mal-de-nier,” 

With osculations soft as flannel, 

The happy wight, the favoiued cuss, 

Who emulates the feats of Icarus. 

Surely the girls of JJ.Q.k. 

(Knowing when pride becomes loo 
proper) 

Would likewise hustle to waylay 
The hero of some heavenly cropper, 
And calm him with their sweet salutes, 
And snip mementos from his coat and 
- hoots. . 1 

You are too cold or else too coy, 

You whose remediary kisses 
Would make me count it all a joy ^ 

To dare some hazard such as this is, 
That, if I hit the waves a whack, 

I might secure a compensating -smack. 

Were I hut certain (as I ’m not) 

That six or so incarnate Graces 
Would gather to the starting spot 
To speed me with their flower-like 
faces 

(Six will suffice me— Maud and Jess, 
Sophie and Ermyntrude and Blanche 
and Bess), . - 

And lining up with ready lips 

(Forming a sort of “Cherry Pipe” 

' lane) 

Would comfort me in case of slips, 

I too, if I possessed a hi-plane, ' 

And granted that the day were fine, 
AVould seek to aviate the Serpentine. 


“His latest achievement, however, thus far 
capped the climax .” — Kerry Evening Post. 

The latest Exhibition craze : “ Capping 
the Climax.” Crowds turned away 
every night. - ^ 

Commenting, in The Sphere on Mr. 
J. A. Haaimerton’s book, George Meredith 
in Anecdote and Criticism, C. K. S. says : 

“ As for the text of Mr. Hamilton’s book, what 
can one say of such illiteracies as ‘Heuweid’ 
for ‘Neuwied,* ‘J. K. Stephens’ for ‘J. K. 
Stephen,’ and so on through scores of silly 
blunders.” ^ , 

Such as “ Hamilton ” for “ Hannnerton,” 
Mr. Shorter ? ' . 

The Journalistic Touch. 

“ Then simultaneously the anchors dug into 
the sea, with a great rattle of cliams— first one 
anchor and then the other.”— -Da if?/ Telegraph. 
From the Latin : simul=^^ first one and 
then the other.” 


WIGS AT A PREMIUM. 

Co.MAiENTiNG Oil the enhanced price of 
human hair, as evidenced at tlie recent 
fair at Limoges, The Gentlewoman pub- 
lishes a truly alarmist article to the 
effect that “this rise has been caused 
by the increased size of our hats, wliich 
necessitates an extra supply of hair so 
as to offer a proper basis to tlie new ^ 
structures. Moreover, the young French 
peasant girls are less anxious to part ; 
with their tresses ; and the dealers in 
hair are unable to cope with the demand | 
made upon them. The crisis is attain- , 
ing huge proportions, and wearers of 
false hair would do well to lay in a | 
stock or they will he compelled to i)ay 
famine prices.” 

The matter is indeed serious. W e have 
trustworthy information from behind the 
screens in coiffure circles that a ^ huge 
combine has this week been engineered 
by the Hair Kings of Bond Stree):, and 
that the capillary crop of 1910-11 has 
abeady been cornered. One astute oper- 
ator in the ring, with bullish proclivities 
and a strong hat-making connection, has 
car-marked the following season’s ‘.out- 
put, completely routing a group of 
Parisian financiers in their efforts to 
“ bear ” the Transformation Market. All 
the Spring Hair of 1913 in sight will 
very shortly be negotiated, and it is feared 
that very little of Norwegian Switches 
and Paraguay Tintos wiU be unloaded 
from the Autumn carry-forward of that 
year. A syndicate has also been fonned 
by a well-known promoter .to exploit 
the Hairy Aiims of Japan. ' Another 
company has just been registered 
for the discovery and purchase of early- 
Victorian sofas, the stuffing of which 
by a secret process wiP - be * rendered 
available for theatrical perruquiers and 
coiffeurs. ^ - 

In these circumstances it is becoming 
more and more evident that the ordinary 
beauty will have to he content to draw 
us with a ’ single hair, or at most 
with two or three. With the impending 
shortage there won’t he enough to ’go 
round. We think that the Suffragettes, 
in their eager desire for martyrdom and 
masculinity, might help to relieve the 
hair-famine , by parting ' with' their 
crowning glory (or is it disgrace?) in 
Holloway. . ' ' * 

Mr. Punch feels that these few revela- 
tions will suffice to raise the hair— -or so 
much of it as is stiU erectile— of his 
I feminine readers. 


“ Many Glasgow firms bent on profiting by 
tlie American invasion, are ticketing tbieir 
coins in two coinages .” — Portsmouth Evening 
Neics. 

We don’t quite see the whole idea yet, 
hut there seem to he elements of profit 
in it for some one. 
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Mother (after a lesson on obedience to onets parents). “Xow, PhylijS, 'WILVI CAN YOU TEi.L 
ME ABOUT Kelson?” 

Phyllis. ** Well, Kelson wanted to be a sailoe, but his parents wanted him to be a 

CLERGYMAN, BUT KeLSON W.USTED TO BE A SAILOR— AND EE DID BE. 

engaging name of The Sinclairoplane. 
Unlike Mr. Wilbur Wright’s machine, 


AIRSHIPS FOR ALL. 

It has long keen felt that aeronautical 
science is being hampered by an over- 
rigid adherence to a particular type of 
machine. Happily a new departure on 
sound lines has been taken by a Dresden 
student, who has invented an entirely 
new type, and his excellent example has 
been so freely followed that a whole 
crop of new flying machines is now 
being put on the market. 

To begin with, the world of fiction 
has been agreeably exhilarated by the 
simultaneous announcement, from Strat- 
ford-on-Avon and the Isle of Man, of the 
patenting of two new types of flying 
machine. The first, -which belongs to 
I tlie dirigible type, is a huge sausage- 
I shaped bag of gold-beater’s skin inflated 
Yvith the most intoxicating vapours, en- 
cased in a framework of nhifibn and 
drawn by a team of eight swans. The 
second, which is made entirely of bamboo 
and canvas, is called an aerocane after 
its inventor, and is kept afloat simply 
by the automatic distension of his superb 
cerebelliun. A large and influential 
company is abeady being formed for 
the exploitation of the invention, including 
Mr, Roland Blatherwayt, the illustrious 
interviewer, and other pioneers of en- 
lightened publicity. 

Next an extraordinarily interesting 
type of flying machine is that invented 
by Mr. Auguste vant Biene, the famous 
'cellist, of “ Broken Melody ” fame. Mr. 
VAN Biene, as our readers are doubtless 
aware, recently introduced the new 
Auxeto 'Cello invented by the Hon. 
CHARLES Parsons, and^ he has applied 
the same principle to his flying machine, 
which is of the nature of a dirigible 
double-bass. Directly the bow touches 
the strings the instrument soars aloft, 
uttering seraphic strains, the aeronaut 
being kept in position by a gyroscope, 
which is concealed in the bridge. Mr. 
VAN Biene, who is fuUy booked up to the 
year 1914, hopes after that date to give 
more time to the development of his 
patent, with a view to establishing a 
London Flying Symphony orchestra, 
which shall bring the advantages of the 

Broken Melody'' within the reach of 
the benighted denizens of Siberia, 
Saghalien, and Tierra del Fuego. ^ 

It is impossible any longer to disguise 
the fact that Professor Sir Ugo von 
Aircoinber has invented an entirely un- 
‘ suspected and original type of flying 
^ macliine. The motive power being a 
peculiar mixtui*e of explosive oils, ac- 
cording to a recipe of Leonardo da Vinci, ^ 
the aeronaut is in the happy position of 
being able to use the waste for artistic 
purposes and to paint while he flies, 
as the engine is a Brush patent fitted 
with cross-hatching gear, running at the 
rate of 15,000 revolutions per minute. 


While flying over Bushey last week the 
inventor took several aerial portraits of 
his neighbours, in which the fore- 
shortening is conveyed with masterly 
effect. The machine is to be exhibited 
to the Regent of Bavaria next Monday, 
and a company is to be formed by the 
Bavarian Highlanders for the exploitation 
of the invention. 

Lastly, the Archdeacon of London, who 
has long been known as a first-rate 
mechanic, has taken ont a patent for an 
invention to which he has given the 


The Sinclairoplane is worked hy wings 
beautifully designed so as to suggest 
angel’s pinions, and the operator sits in 
a seat wliich conveys a dignified sug- 
gestion of a pulpit, while allowing his 
gaiters to be distinctly visible. A com- 
pany composed exclusively of rural 
deans is in process of formation for the 
exploitation of the invention, which is 
said to be admirably adapted for country 
congregations. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

There exists a tendency in tke modern stage to wliich. 
critics liave given the name of underplaying. I think some- 
i body ought to warn Mi*. Thomas Cobb that there lies an equal 
danger in what, if the word had not akeady another use, 
one might call underuTiting. For example, Mr, Bum- 
side's Fesponsibility (Mills axb Boox) contains a number of 
agreeable ladies and gentlemen whose acts and conversations 
so successfully avoid the melodramatic that it is sometimes 
difficult to discover any significance or interest in them at all. 
Yet the main idea of the story is promising enough— the 
question whether an innocent young man, with whom a 
; featherbrained young wife has become so infatuated as to 
drive her husband to suicide, is under a moral obligation to 
offer her re-marriage. Unlortimately, both Primula Tuson 
and Eaymond Burnside are so faintly drawn that their future 
creates only the mildest curiosity. Even when poor Tuson 
\ takes his overdose, the 
tragedy of it quite fails to 
move us, for the reason, I 
fancy, that Mr. Cobb himself 
was equally unconcerned. 

Of course Burnside declares 
that he is ready to marry 
Primula, and, equally of 
course (in the last chapter), 

I she chooses independence, 
j and leaves him free to men- 
tion his somewhat placid 
passion for Drusilla. Pro- 
bably Mx, Cobb’s numerous 
adnhrers will welcome Mr, 

Bimiside's Responsibility the 
more because it comes at a 
season when they can leave 
their own at home ; it is an 
excellent example of what 
the advertisements term “ a 
book for hohday reading.” 

Among the treats I ’ve held in store 
Till Time should Ining me leisured ease 
Was an intention to explore 
The merits of the Antipodes ; 

Where conversation ’s interspersed 
^With long-dravui, spirit-stirring “ coo-ees,” 

Where Test-Match cricketers are nursed, 

And where the bounding kangaroo is. 

But now, though not a bit less keen, 

My trip is off ; I shall not go, 

Because I feel that I have seen 
All that the under-world can show. 

I got it from a book, and l^eg 
That you will study, if you doubt it, 

J oan of the Hills, by T. B. Clegg 
(F rom Laxe). That tells you all about it. 

The tale is one of love and hate 
(Things much the same out there as here). 

But these I deem subordinate 
In value to the atmosphere. 

That has the stamp of one who ’s tried 
' Its taste by actual inhalation, 

And knows how^ much should be supplied 
For other people’s delectation. 

Mr. H. BEunc is a man. of thi*ee convictions. The first is 


that the government of England is in the hands of a certain 
ruling set — aristocrats only in the debased modern sense. 
The second is (I fancy) that the . power behind the 
Speaker’s chair — ^behind the front benches, rather — is an 
Israelitisli one. And the third is, of course, that ahnost any- 
one can have a title who cares to pay for it. There is just 
enough of truth in all these premisses to give point to 
Ml*. Belloc’s Satirical conclusions ; and for this reason I can 
confidently recommend his latest gibe, A Change in the 
Cahinet (Meiliuen), to everybody ^vho admits to possessing a 
sense of hninour. The story is concerned chiefly with the 
adventures of Sir Charles Repton, the Minister, and “ Dimmy," 
the awkward but promising young man of the party, w-ho 
fell down on the occasion of his only speech in the House, 
but afterwards acquired a growing reputation at Question- 
time. I beheve in Dimmy entirely. He liad also a deligiilful 
adventure at sea, where he was mistaken for a stowaway. I 
X)articularly hked this part of the book, and I implore 
Ml*. Belloc to let his next story be one of derring-do through- 
out. He would do it delightfully, and I think he should ; 

for it may be that some 
readers (not myself, of course) 
would be a trifle fatigued by 
yet another appearance of 
King Charles’s head, no 
matter how subtle the exe- 
cution. 


As a bachelor, I regard 
with mixed feelings the 
gentle irony in the title of 
Mr. Alphonse Courlander’s 
new book, Henry in Search 
of a Wife (Fisher Unwin). 
Ce pauvre petit Henri! Like 
many another he began by 
saying firmly that he would 
never marry. But Isabel, 
his widowed cousin, knew 
better. She had ear-marked 
him for her niece, Phoebe, 
and even when he refused 
X^oint-blank to fall in with her scheme, and when Phoebe in a 
fit of pique engaged herself to a foolish boy, she continued 
patiently to hope that one day she would run her quarry to 
ground. At first the odds seemed all against her. Henry 
departed for the Continent in search of a wife, and in order, 
as he said, to insure Phoebe's happiness with her boy lover 
by making it impossible for Isabel to look upon him any 
longer as her potential husband. Failing in his quest he 
came back pretending that he had been successful. But 
still Isabel lay low and said nothing, till suddenly Phoebe 
saved the situation and herself by breaking off her 
engagement, and Isabel's pertinacity received its due reward. 
It is a pretty httle comedy of hiunan emotions, told in' a 
quietly humorous style which makes the reading of it a 
genuine pleasure, modified in my own case by the reflection 
tliat I number several Isabels amongst my female relatives. 
De me fahula 9 


Realistic passage from Truth's Queer Story : ” 

A few scattered Luts on a great steaming bro^vn plain, a barometer 
that never falls below 90®, an atmosphere laden with mosquitoes.” I 
Very queer about that barometer. 


Assuming that the whole of the 800,000 lbs. representing' the 
decreased consumption in June was used for pipe smoking, "it would 
mean, roiighly, that a million fewer pipefuls of tobacco were ^6ked id 
that mouth. — Daily Express, - . * * ' 

Put that in your pipe and smoke it ; ’I of a lb. each time. 



Si>xr Tin: xwal FESimiiES at Souihl^d axd the Citv, the Admir- 
alty ARE ABLE TO CONTRADICT THE STATEMENT THAT MANY OF THE SHIPS 
CONTAINED SKELETON CREWS. 
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heads, which could be changed from Britons to go abroad in the summer to 
CHARIVARIA. time to time for those of other minor enjoy this sort of thing ? 

In writing of the Channel hero the da V 

after his great achievement, a journal prJ- *** , the recent experiment 

ducecl a phrase which is hound to he- One cannot help feeling a lai*ge amount hy The Ferret at Portsmouth is claimed 
come classical. It referred to M. Blertot sympathy for the Spanish Govern- as a victor\' by those persons who object 


as “ the intrepid aeronaut.” ment, which at one and the same time to the Navy being boomed. 

has to fight tlie Riff abroad and the . ■■ - 

On the spot where the first man to fly Riff-i'aff at home. 55 . AFTER THE BUT 


the Channel alighted from his aeroplane, 
The Daily Mail has decided to erect a 
newspaper column. 


AFTER THE BUDGET. 
Destitute Peer, in consequence 


las decided to erect a applicant at the Kingston Police Destitute Peer, m consequence of 

a. Court, the oilier day, stated that he was recent financial reverses, is prepared to 

* * born in Luc kiio v_ during the siege. It four ancestral halls, town house, 

Amd is not to is rumoured that since this statement grouse moor, deer forest, salmon stream, 

Mr. WESTiAKFriiab^aii- lie has received proposals from several Hiree Holbeins, assorted heirlooms; to- 


* * 

* 

Meanwhile England is not going to 
fall behind. A Mr. AVestlake has an- 
nounced his intention of attempting 
to cross the Channel on a x>Lnk, 


enterprising newspapers that he should 
write his reminiscences of the Mutiny. 


Another failure for the Government ! “-It is only oi late years,' says a 
The Pro-Budget Demonstration in Tra- writer in T/ic E repress on the subject of Advertiser, a Landowner who has been 
falgar Square proved that Mr. Asquith women inventors, “ that woman has dis- ruined by undeserved increment, desires 

has not succeeded ^ ^ to dispose of a few 

in convincing the ^ thousand acres of 

the price of an ad- ^ j lob 

vertisement article, BANK HOLIDAY HUMOUR. j Chairmans of 

the defendant al- cauei-vl not to take a boat vith a n-vme like this. The simplest movement- such j v ho can 

leged that the con- the changing of seats— is liable to misconstruction. i uo longer meet liis 

tract w\as for an — ; — ^ ‘ daily expenses and 

adA’crtisement in the fonn of a leading covered the fact that she too has within is compelled to earn a livelihood some- 
article. “ That, of course, was out of her long dormant powers of invention.” how% will exchange Free Life Pass over 
the question,” stated plaintiff’s counsel. What about the wife of Anaktas ? all British Railway systems for Pierrot’s 


* * 

“It is onlv of late 


getlier, or in separate lots. Ko reasonable 
offer refused. For further particulars, 
apply Viscount Stoney - vStratford, c/o 
Lord Rowton, Haimnersmith. 


Advertiser, a Landowner who has been 


“as no paper would enter into such an 
agreement,” This clearly proA^es that 


legal innocence is not confined to the the question whether there is a future 
Peach. * life for animals, “ Tom Cat” writes to 


hat about the wife of Anaktas ? aU British Railway systems for Pierrot’s 

outfit or B flat cornet. Please reply to 
AVith reference to the discussion on Pariah, c/o Cloakroom, St. Pancras. 
e question whether there is a future Yacht Caa^tse, no longer able to pay 


Beach. ^ ,j. life for animals, “Tom Cat” writes to harbour-dues, seeks genteel employment. 

* inform us that he hopes to have no Cannot afford to pay premiiun, but Avill 

The Clerk of the London County fewer than eight future Ikes. give gmtuitous use of CO-ton Cutter at 

Council is compiling a list of the statues, *** present lying at Cowes. A prompt reply 

monuments, and memorials in the Metro- “ Send P.C. for free booklet,” says an to Desperate, The Garret, Grosvenor 
polis. If a title has not yet been chosen advertisement of a certain article of Square, will he welcome, 
for this brochure Ave Avould respectfully commerce. An old lady who read this , , . — 

suggest, “ \¥hat to AAmid.” direction Aviites to say that she has asked a o t -h 

several police-constables to fetch her the A o o . 

Exception has been taken to the pamphlet, hut received saucy refusals ^ From an adA^ertisement of the Zaxctgs 

erection on the Embankment of a statue from one and all of them. iu Liverpool : 

to a gentleman of whom .Posterity will - *:ie* “ We offer £20 if we fail to transmit any 

probably ask, “ What did he do ? ’’ To The Tall Mall Magazine piihhshes an word suggested. We further offer £250 to any 
meet this difficulty of eA^anescent fame, article on the delights of “ A Holiday in people who do the same, 
we would respectfully suggest that such Arctic Xorway.” But Ave would ask as There ought to be a fairish field of 

statues might be made with detachable patriots : Is it really necessary for claimants for the £250. 


A'OL. cxx-Kvn. 
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THE PICTURE PUZZLE. 

What ’s tliis ? ” said Betty. A 
cow’s tail?” 

“ Or a piimp-liandle ? 

Or a boy-scout’s alpenstock ? ” 

“ Or the South Pole ? ” 

“ I expect you ’re all of you right,” 
said Billy Barton ; “but, if you ask me, 

I should say it might be a bit of bamboo 
— something Japanese — part of a light 
building, for instance. What ’s the pic- 
ture supposed to be about? ” 

“ Fancy our never looking at the title,” 
said Betty. “ Here it is. Street Scene In 
Yoliohania, I ’m sure Mr. Barton must 
be right. How clever of you to guess a 
thing like that, Mr. Barton ! ” 

“Not at all; not at all,” said Billy 
modestly. 

“Weil now,” I said, “we’ve got a 
bamboo pole, and two faces, and three 
pairs of feet. What shall we do with 
the extra pair ? ” 

“Do you think the faces might be 
Manx, and have three feet apiece.” 

“ But it says Yokohama.” 

“ I suppose that is against it,” 

“Perhaps the third face is tuimed 
away,” said Billy very tentatively, 
“ This blob of hair, now'— mightn’t that 
be its back view?” 

“ But of course ! ” cried Betty. “ How' 
brilliant you are, Mr. Barton.” 

I coiddn’t remember to have ever heard 
this epithet applied to Billy — not, at 
feast, on the score of intelligence, though 
he is quite good at nursery cannons, 
Billy is one of those nice clean young 
fellows who seem to get along quite 
comfortably, thank you, without any 
‘ particular brains, and contrive, for some 
obscure reason, to exert a strange fascina- 
tion upon sw'eet innocent natures like 
Betty’s. 

“Have you noticed,” Mi-s. Carstairs 
liad recently confided in me, “ that our 
dear girl seems to attract poor young 
Mr. Barton. I do hope nothing serious 
will come of it. The General and I 
feel most strongly that it should be 
discouraged. You see, !Mi*. Barton has 
very little beyond his subaltern’s pay, 
and no prospects; and I’m told there 
isn’t any chance of a career in the Amiy 
nowadays unless you have brains. 
Things have sadly changed. It was 
very different in the General’s time.” 

“There is still an opening,” I said, 
“ for physical prow'ess in the Service,” 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Carstairs, “ but you 
can never count on having a war. Besides 
there ’s always a certain risk attached to 
fighting, isn’t there ? ” 

“ I don’t see how' this piece of dress 
, comes in,” said Betty; “it’s not a bit 
like the rest of her.” 

“ Perhaps she ’s been sitting on a sofa, 
and one of the cushions came away with 
her when she got up.” 


“ I think mosaics are so interesting,’' 
said Mrs, Carstairs. “ Have you seen the 
ones they have in St. Mark’s at Venice, 
Mr, Postlethwaite ? ” 

“ I am deferring that pleasure,” replied 
the Curate, “until the Campanile has 
been restored.” 

“ Quite right, quite right,” said the 
General. “ But it can never be the same 
thing.” 

“I have an inspiration,” said Billy. 
“ Mightn’t it be one of those things that 
Japanese women wear at the back of 
their w'aists ? ” 

“ Of course, of course,"^ cried Betty 
in generous admiration. “ Really, Mr. 
Barton, you are too splendid 1 ” 

“ Oh, it ’s nothing,” said BiUy ; “ just 
a knack.” 

“Ever tried the War-game, Barton ? ” 
asked the General on a note of unusual 
respect. “ Since my time, you know. 
German invention. What ’s their name 
for it ? Krigspill, or some such bar- 
barism.” 

“No, sir; can’t say I’ve ever plaj'ed 
it,” said Billy ; “I shoidd like to try my 
hand at it.” 

“Oh, he’d pick it up at once,’’ said 
Betty. “ And I shouldn't care to be the 
enemy if he gets to play it like he plays 
Jigsaw. I never saw anything so mar- 
vellous. But to business. We’ve got 
to fill in that yawning chasm over the 
head of the Jap man.” 

“ Perhaps it ’s a bit of background.” 

“ You can’t have background cutting 
off half his head.” 

“He may have lost the other half at 
Port Arthur.” 

“ What about this donkey-pannier ? 
you ’ve got to find a place for tliat. Why 
not try it on his head ? ” 

“But it won’t go. It’s broad at the 
top and nanw at the bottom — ^jiist the 
opposite of the gap.” 

“I suppose,” said BiUy, “it couldn’t 
possibly be one of those straw-hats the 
Japanese johnnies wear — like a bee-hive? 
You might just turn the thing upside 
down and see if it goes.” 

“WeU, I’m jigsawed,” cried Betty. 
“ You 're simply beyond everything, Mr. 
Barton. Father, ^ve ’ve been entertain- 
ing a genius unaware.” 

“ Bravo, Barton ! ” said the General. 

“ Thank you, Sir,” said BiUv, 

That was Saturday night, and by the 
following evening Billy had achieved a 
still greater quest. He broke it to me 
next morning in the Carstairs motor on 
the way to the station, 

“My clear boy,” I cried, “a thousand 
congratulations. She ’s a charming girl, 
and you thoroughly deserve her. Beauty 
at the prow and brains at the helm — a 
perfect combination. Parents agi-eeahle 
and all that ? ” 

“ Went better than I expected,” said 


Billy. “Afraid tliey might buck a bit 

owing to my well, the fact is they 

used to think rather poorly of my intelli- 
gence. But now they tell me they’ve 
no hesitation in trusting Betty to me, as 
they ’re sure I have a career before me.” 

“No w'oncler,” I said, “after your 
record performance with the puzzle. 
You surpassed yourself.” 

“Pretty good, wasn’t it?” said BiUy. 
“But I don’t mind telling you now, 
strictly between ourselves, that that 
puzzle was a plant.” 

“A plant ! ” I cried. “ What kind of 
a plant ? ” 

“Sort of a daisy,” said Billy. “I 
brought it down myself on Saturday. 
Man in the regiment showed me how it 
went, and I did it over and over scores 
of times, till I knew it by heart.” 

“ And you were dishonourable enough 
to impose on that sweet girl’s innocence 
and credulity ? Oh, Billy ! ” 

“ You Avrong me, old man,” he replied. 
“As thinginmuy said, ‘I could not love 
the dear so much, loved I not lionour 
more ’ ! ” 

“But you deceived her,” I insisted. 
“ You led her to suppose that you were 
a genius. Is that your idea of conduct 
befitting an officer and a gentleman ? ” 

“Bear old chap,” said Billy, “you 
don’t understand. I ’m not clever enough 
for that. The plant was her own notion, 
bless her.” 0. S. 


HEROIC EXAMPLE. ’ 

[Lieutenant Shackleton says that one o£ his 
most glorious moments in the Antarctic Avas 
Avheii he dreamed he was eating bread-and- 
butter.] 

Percv, seated at your teatime meal. 
Henceforth yon must hesitate to utter 
Those objections which we know you feel 
To beginning it with bread-and-butter. 
Rather, Percival, must yon express 
Positive anxiety to tackle tons, 

That thereby, perchance, you may possess 
Glorious moments like Lieutenant 
SH-ACKLETON’s. 

Not on jammy rolls his fancy fed ! 

His desires Avere infinitely more set 
On a single slice of British bread 
Buly overlaid with British Borset, 

For in Polar regions this could make 
Breams considerably more enticing 
Than could any iced Madeira cake ; 

He, in point of fact, was sick of icing. 

Round the provender which you despise 
StiU. his fondest recollections cluster, 
For on this he fixed his dreaming 
^eyes— 

Went thereon a visionary buster. 
Wherefore mourn not if your cake should 
fail. 

Let not such a fact, fastidious grubber, 
Serve you as the whaler serves the whale, 
And (revolting image ! ) make you 
blubber. 
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OUE ME. LLOYD-aEOEGE ON TOEE. 

First Citizes. “THAT’S ’IM, NEXT THE MAYOR.” Seoosd Citizen. “WELL, IT AIN’T MUCH LIKE 'IS PICTURES.” 
First Citizen. “AH! BUT YOU WAIT TILL YOU ’EAR ’IM SPE,\K.” 

[Certain Minktei'i^ including the Chancellor of the Excheiiuer, arc reported to have spoken their political principles into a gramophone, 
for Uie benefit of I’he Budget League.] i i i o i . 












IN A GARRISON TOWN. 

Wife of Cmlian. “Ant news of tour sister?” 

CoIoneVs 'Wife. “Oh, haven’t you heard? Such a s.a.p thing—she ’s married a civilian ; but she ’s been so brave about it.’ 


LOST INNOCENCE. 

The hours of gold come back to me 
That Time has pinched (he can’t return ’em), 

The well-remembered chestnut-tree 
(Or was it, after all, laburnum ?), 

The rural rill, 

The shriek of dying pigs — I hear them still. 

’Tis out of no bucolic whim 
I promulgate agrarian measures ; 

But, now that London’s lure is dim, 

And stale to me her storied pleasures, 

I ’d give a lot 

To be like some of those to whom they ’rc not. 

I see them rubicund and hale, 

^Men whom the underground nonplusses, 

Who cling con^Tilsive to the rail 
Of apoplectic motor-buses. 

On fire to view 

The splendours of St. Stephen’s and the Zoo. 

From hamlets far away they wend, 

They breathe the air of brake and coppice, 

They know not which the southward end 
Of Regent Street, and which the top is ; 
They also culje 

By devious jinks their journeys on the Tube. 


Ah, would that I coidd feel the thrill, 

As once I felt, of urban clamour, 

Could lose my heart to Ludgate Hill, 
And re-experience the glamour 
Of Oxford Street, 

The magic and the mystery of the Fleet ; 

Could share the wild delirious sense 
Of those wdio hie fi*om havens stilly, 
And, flotsam on its seas immense, 

Could pause again in Piccadilly 
To ask some bland 

Policeman, “ Officer', is this the Strand ? 


Mr. H. Cl. Wells in The Daily Mail : — 

“ Within a year we ^sball have aeroplanes capable of starting from 
Calais^ circling over I^iidon, dropping a hundredweight or so of 
explosive upon the printing machines of The Daily Mail and returning 
securely to Calais for another similar parcel.” 

“It seems a long time to wait,” sighed the editor of a rival 
paper. 

“The general conduct of the operations will be iiwader 
versus invader,” says The Berks Advertiser on the Army 
Manoeuvres. So that wdien the Kaiser and the Empress of 
the North arrive together we shall see what we shall see. 
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MORE ENTERPRISE. 

I. 

Walking the Channel, 

Prize lo Pedestrians. 

Huge Offer. 

Everything tliat is possible liaviiig now 
been done — tbanks to gallant Bleriot — 
to tlie Cliannel, either on its surface 


into or TOiTied and tortured in some tion ol Dover, tlie Warden of the Cinque 
wav’ or other It’s a bore, I tell yon. Ports, the Commanding Officer ot tlic 
\ncl now conies the news that you are Garrison, and the Head-master of the 
incitino- stockbrokers and other walking School are all sitting up all night so as 
gentlemen to tramp acrass me in their to give the hermc young pedestrian a 


great boots. This, Sir, is going too far 
I ask you to stoj) it. diiE Channel. 


good send-off. The only fly in the oint- 
ment is M. I^epitapatte, wlio still shakes 


Meanwhile the French 

ivas received, a M. Iiottei, a iiencn „f tUf, rnnks at the bottom. There 


tT he Chaniid either ^ "T- .ntar’ if Trotter thinks of the rocks at the bottom. There 

a, mtog Jh, 

decided to offer a prize of £1,000 to Uie Lpitapatte, the famous boot- mnsTbe the piSd 

first person, man, woman, or suffragette, rnakers and M. Lepitapatte accompanied excuses must oe maae loi me pioua 

w'ho succeeds in walking on its bed from to’ Calais to superintend the great ... 

Forty-eight hours’ notice must be given, . Triumph for Eiunce and Tbl ~ 

and the pedestrian must prove to the The Great Ch-^^nel Walk. Surprise. 

satisfaction of T/ic Sitrpme that he has M. Teotter Cootideot. _ Revoldtion lu Iiuxot. 

remained on the bottom and not swum. Seen yesterday by a representative of No More Mal m Mer. 

Each comuetitor i yesterday, be- 


Forty-eight hours’ notice must be given, 
and the pedestrian must prove to the 
satisfaction of The Surprise that he has 
remained on the bottom and not smxm. 

Each competitor 

will be allowed to j 
charter a vessel, 
which will move 

above him at a rea- ^ 

sonahle walking ^ 

pace, say two miles 

an hour, to supply 

him with air, and, 

if need be, pelagic 

nourishment. It is 

understood that the 

hands witii him on 
tlie departing shore ^ 
and the first as he 
emerges fi'oni the , 
waters must be a 
representative of 
The Morning Sur- 
prise. The sue- 
cessful or even un- 
successful eompeti- 
tor’s record of his 
adventures must he 

offered first to that ^ ^ — 







Xacivj. “Couldn’t yeb see the notice, ‘Road Closed’?” 
Motor id. “Yes! confound you, and it’s wide open.” 


tween the hours of 
4 A.M. and 9 p.m. 
the Channel was 
walked. The hero 
was M. Pieton, who, 
while M. Trotter 
was still asleep and 
M. Lepitapatte was 
again testing the 
dampness of the 
sea, slipped into his 
diving costume on 
Calais beach and, 
descending into the 
water, was lost to 
view. His pace be- 
ing slower even 
than that of M. 
Trotter, he was fed 
with air by a pre- 
Dreadiiought battle- 
ship . . . 

M. Pieton will be | 
fSted in London to- 
morrow. Hisinlen- 


paper, and any quotation from it will be The Morning Surprise, M. Trotter, the tion is to walk^to ikmerica very shortly, 
allowed only on humble application. intrepid ambulator, expressed his he- 

Such was the announcement which lief in his powers of endurance imder “All is well Vith Frvnce” 
appeared in The Morning Surpriae the sea. He had, he said, made a number Jubilation in Paris. 

directly after M. BLihiiOT had succeeded of experiments with regard to obtaining PAUis.—The leadino* articles in all tlie 
ill dashing in where Levavasseur feared a consort vessel that exactly matched his newspapers hail^M Piston’s walk as a 
to tread. 'I’lie Mowing day The Sur- own speed to carry tlie tube and supply Mowing 

prise, always magnanimous and willing him ivitli air, and had at last lound extracts * 

to recognise the claims of tbe other side the perfect artic^ in a dredger belong- Maim.— One feels that man has 

—the second luiltpenny m the penny, so ing to Dover Harbour, ihis, then, gnddenly become greater 
to speak— printed the following com- would cross the Channel immediately Parisien—The trimnnh of 

nnmieation above him and at his own pace exactly, glared by all Frenchmen, even 

„ ^ Asked when he woidd start, lie said «virvr»lpq 

RITIIETIC LmcR FROM THE Ct^TL. that as far as he was concerned he was it Petit Journal - This stin-incr 
_ SiR,-Muy I ask yon to hold hard I'f the decision rested with victory is a national victory which marks 

lor a little ? EeaUy this is getting M. Lepitapatte, who didn t want hmi to ^ tether step in the path of progi-ess. 
monotonous. I am a poor little Channel get his feet wet. y/jg Radical.— The prophets of evil 

at best— only twenty miles or so wide must stop croaking. All is well with 

at the vexed spot— and I ’ve liad enough Delays at Dover. France. 

of it. I don’t get a minute’s peace. M. Trotter in Despair. The Petite B6publique.— The walking 

Eitliei I am being steamed or sailed Telegraphing late last night The Sur- of the Channel gives an impression of 
over (by very bad sailors, too, as I prise con-espondent says that all is in definitive conquest. Pieton’s name will 
happen only too well to know), or I am readiness for M. Trotter’s departure early live with those of Alexander, C.esar and 
lieing swum or flown over, or dropped to-morrow, and the Mayor and Corpora- Napoleon. 


cripples, I 

The Petit Journal. — This stirring 
victory is a national victory which marks 
a further step in the path of progress. 

The Badical . — The prophets of evil 
must stop croaking. AU is wtU with 
France. 

The Petite Eepulligue.—Tl\G walking 
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MR. PUNCH’S RELIABLE GUIDE TO POPULAR HOLIDAY RESORTS. 

No. L— BITCRANIOE, N.B. 
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1. Saft my in Bitorankie. 4. Scotch Laird deer>stalking. 9, Sawbath at Bitcrankie. 14. Mdtchkin. 

2. Local “ Lily of the dell ” (with aoknow- 5. Bonnie Heather. 10. Bit Cat. 15. Too Mutchkin. 

LEDGMENTS TO Mr. Harry Lauder). 6. Bit Burn, 7. BiT Bairn. II. Elders. 12. Eldest. 16. Blue-bell o’ Bitorankie. 

^ Walking-stick for use at Bitorankie. 8. Bonnie Bit Bairn. 13. Braw Hielander. 17. Cannt laddie o’ that ilk. 
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THE RABBITS. 

Chapter VII,— All Over. 

“ May I have a dance ? ” I asked Miss 
Blair. 

She pnt her head on one side and 
considered. 

“One, two, three — ^the next hut jfire,” 
she said. 

“ Thank yon. That sounds a lot ; is 
it only one ? ” , * 

“ You may have two running then, if 
you like.” 

“ What about two running, and one 
hopping, and one really gliding ? Four 
altogether.” 

“ We ’ll see,” said Miss Blair gravely, 

Myra, who was being very busy, came 
up and dragged me away, 

“ I want to introduce you to somebody. 
I say, have you seen Thomas?” 

“ It ’s no earthly good introducing me 
to Thomas again.” 

“ He ’s so important, because lie thinks 
the dance was his idea ; of course I ’d 
meant to have it all along. There she is 
— ^her name ’s Dora Dalton. I think it ’s 
Dora.” 

“I shall call her Dora anyhow.” 

I was introduced, and we had a very 
jolly waltz together. She danced de- 
lightfully; and when we had found a 
comfortable corner she began to talk. 

She said, “ Do you play cricket ? ” 

I was rather surprised, but I kept 
quite cool, and said, ‘‘Yes,” 

‘'My brother’s very fond of it. He 
is very good too. He was playing here 
yesterday against Mr. Mannering’s team, 
ainl made six, and then the imipire gave 
him out ; but he wasn’t out really, and 
he was very angry. I don’t wonder, do 
you ? ” 

I had a sudden horrible suspicion. 

“ Did you say your name was Dora — 
I mean his name was Dalton ? ” 

“Yes. And just because he was 
angry, which anybody would be, the 
wicket-keeper was very rude and told 
him to go home and — and bake his 
head.” 

^ “ Not bake,” I said gently, my sus- 
picions having now become ahnost a 
certainty. “ Boil.” 

“Go home and boil his head,” she 
repeated indignantly. 

“And did he?” 

“ Did he what ? ” 

“Er— did he understand — T mean 
don’t you think your brother may have 
misunderstood? I can’t beheve*^that a 
. wicket-keeper would ever clemeaii him- 
self by using the word ‘boil’ Not as 
you might say hoil ‘Cool his head’ 
was probably the expression— it was a 
very hot^day, I remember. And . . . 
ail, there ’s the music beginning again. 
Shall we go back?” 

j I am afraid Miss Dalton’s version of 

1 tlie incident was not quite accurate. 

What had happened was this: I had 
stum]Ded the fellow when he was nearly 
a mile-and-a-half outside his crease ; and 
when he got back to it some minutes 
later and foiuid the umpire’s hand up, 
he was extremely indignant and dramatic 
about it. Quite to myself, sotto wee as it 
were, I murmured, “ Oh, go home ! ” and 
I may have called attention in some way 
to the “ bails.” But as to passing any 
remarks about boiling heads — ^well, it 
simply never occurred to me. 

I had a dance with Myra shortly after 
this. She had been so busy and impor- 
tant that I felt quite a stranger. I 
adapted my conversation accordingly. 

“It’s a very jolly floor, isn’t it?” I 
said as I brought her an ice. 

“ Oh, yes ! ” said Myra, playing up 
promptly. 

“Have you been to many floors — I 
mean dances, lately ? ” 

“ Oh, yes ! ” 

' “So have I. I think dances have 
been very late lately. , I think when the 
floor ’s nice it doesn’t matter about the 
ices. Don’t you think the band is rather 
too elastic —I mean keeps very good time ? 
I think so long as the time is good it 
doesn’t matter about the floor.” 

“Oh, isn't it?” said Myra enthusias- 
tically. 

There was a pleasant pause while we 
l}oth thought of something else to say. 

“ Have you,” we began 

“I beg your pardon,” w-e said at once. 

“I was going to say,” Myra went on, 
“ have you read any nice books lately, or 
are you fonder of tennis ? ” 

“I like reading nice books about 
tennis,” I said. “If they are nice 
books and are really about tennis. Er — 
do you live in London ? ” 

‘ ‘ Yes. It is so handy for the theatres, 
isn’t it ? There is no place exactly like 
London, is there? I mean it’s so 
different,” 

“ Well, of course up in Liverpool we 
do get the trams, you know, now . . . 
I say, I’m tired of pretending I’ve only 
just met you. Let’s talk prox^erly.” 

At this moment I heard a voice say, 
“Let’s try in here,” and Archie and 
Daliha appeared. 

“ Hallo ! here ’s the happy pair,” said 
Myra. 

They came in and looked at us difE- 
denlly. I leant back and gazed at the 
ceihng. 

“ Were you just going ? ” said Archie. 

“We were not,” I said. 

“ Then we ’ll stay and talk to you.” 

“ We were in the middle of an impor- 
tant conversation.” 

“ Oh, don’t mind us.” 

“ Thank you. It ’s really for your 
benefit, so you’d better listen. Let me 
see, where were we? Oh yes, ‘One 
pound of iDeef, niuepeuce ; thi*ee pounds 
of potatoes, foiu*pencc; one piece of 

emery paper for the blanc-mange, tup- 
pence; one pound of india-rubber 

“ ‘ Dahlia tkrimjy,’ ” interrupted Myra, 
ill a fair imitation of Archie’s voice, 

“ ‘ how often have I told you that we 
cayi't afford india-rubber in the cake? 
Just a few raisins and a cherry is really 
all you want. You mustn't be so extra- 
vagant’ ” 

“ ‘ Dearest, I do try ; and after aU, 
love, it wasn’t I who fell into the cocoa 
last night.’ ’’ 

“‘I didn’t fall in, I simply dropped 
my pipe in, and it was you insisted on 
pouring it away afterwards. And then 
look at this— One yard of lace— 4s. 6d. 
That ’s for the cutlets, I suppose. •! For 
people ill our circumstances paper fril- 
lings are quite sufficient.’ ” 

Archie and Dahlia listened to us with 
open mouths. Then they looked at each 
other and then at ns again. 

“ Is there any more ? ” asked Archie. 
“There’s lots, more, but we’ve for- 
gotten it” 

“ You aren’t ill or anything ? ” 

“We are both perfectly well.” 

“How’s Miss Dalton?” 

“ Dora,” I said, “ is also weU. So is 
Miss Fortescue, and so is Thomas. We 
are all well.” 

“ I thought perhaps ” 

“No, there you are wrong.” 

“ I expiect it ’s just the heat and the 
excitement,” said Dahlia with a smile. 

“ It takes some people like that.” 

“I’m afraid you miss our little 
parable,” said Myra. 

“We do. Come on, Dahlia.” 

“ You ’h pardon me, Archibald, hut 
Miss Blair is dancing this with me.” 

Archie objected strongly, hut I left 
him with Myra, and took Miss Blair 
away. We sat on the stairs and thought. 

“It has been a lovely week,” said 
Miss Blair. 

“ It has,” I agreed. 

“Perhaps more lovely for me than 
for you.” 

“ That ’s just where I don’t agree with 
you. You know, we think it ’s greatly 
over-rated. Falling in love, I mean.” 
“Who’s ‘we’?” 

“ Myra and I We ’ve been talking it 
over. That ’s why we rather dwelt upon 
the sordid side of it just now. I suppose 
we didn’t move you at all ? ” 

“No,” said Miss Blair, “we’re 
settled.” 

“ That ’s exactly it,” I said. “ I should 
hate to be settled. It’s so much more 
f nil like this. Myra quite agrees with me. ’ ’ 
Miss Blair smiled to herself. “But i 

perhaps some day ” she began. - 

“I don’t know. I never look more i 
than a week ahead. ‘ It has been great 
fun this week, and it wiU probably be 
great fun next week.’ That ’s my motto.” 

“ Well, ye-es,” said Miss Blair doubt- 
fully. The End. A. A. M. 
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THE DEFERRED FOUR. 

“ We want 8, 

And we won’t wait .” — Old Song. 

“ You just wait, 

And you ’ll get 8 .” — New Song. 

Scene — District Eaihcay. 

Radical Passenger (to Tory Passenger). 
Well, so you ’ro going to have your eight, 
after all; and I suppose you feel pretty 
cock-a-whoop over what you are pleased 
to regard as the success of your manu- 
factured agitation ? 

Tory Passenger. Not at all. We made 
our protest, and appealed to public 
opinion, and then left the Government 
alone, because there were rumours, long 
ago, that they meant to give way. There ’s 
nothing to shout about. If you have any 
sense of decency you don’t crow when 
your opponent admits that you were in 
the right. 

Radical. But your jingo journals will 
be raising all sorts of p^ans of triumph, 

Tory. I think not. They have received 
the news with a very proper and digni- 
fied decorum. No shouts of victory as 
if it were a party question ; just a quiet 
satisfaction for the country’s sake, dashed 


with a little natural regret that, owing 
to three years of false economy, we are 
still behind in our programme. But 
perhaps you haven’t read our papers ? 

Radical. No, I haven’t; and I don’t 
want to, (Plunges into his Radical 
evening paper. A pause.) Ha! I see 
why you’re not jubilant over the Dread - 
noughts. Have you read this leader ? 

Tory. No, I haven’t ; andl don’t want to. 

Radical. Well, you shall have it read 
to you, then. (Reads aloud.) *‘An air 
of melancholy pervaded the comments of 
the (3pposition last night on the decision 
of tbe Government to proceed with the 
‘ contingent Dreadnoughts.’ To be cut 
off from their popular thesis that the 
country is in danger from the cheese- 
paring economy of a Liberal Government 
is like parting wdth an old friend who 
has done yeoman’s service in past times. 
The farewell is painfid and reluctant.” 

Tory. “ Evil be to him,” &c. A man 
who could write like that — well, it seems 
that there are no limits to what some 
Enghshmen will believe about their 
political opponents. 

Radical. I say, where did you get that 
last phrase from ? 


Tory. Out of my head, of course, after 
hearing what you read. 

Radical. Well, it’s rather a curious 
coincidence, but there’s something very 
like it lower down here, only with the 
“no” left out before “limits.” It says 
that your agitation has been “ a complete 
fiasco,” because the public “altogether 
refused to beheve that a Govermneiit 
which had dealt so frankly with the facts 
and saw so clearly the possible points of 
danger needed any urging to do what 
was necessary for safety.” Then it goes 
on to say : “ There -are Ihnits to what the 
average Englishman will believe about 
his political opponents.” 

Tory. Well, then, your Radical leader- 
writer must lie something else than an 
“average Englishman,” for there seem 
to be no limits to what he is prepared to | 
believe about his political opponents. j 
I get out here. Good evening. ! 

Tory, xiu revou% and honi soit. 

Well Meant. 

“ The arrival of H.M.S. TaTbot at Eritli was 
an incident in a series of revelations as to the 
strength of our Navy which made most people 
who witnessed the sight marvel at England’s 
supremacy on the sea .” — Pritli Ohsevver. 
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Pater. — You complain that your son 
has been disobedient, will not ask for 
forgiveness, and that nothing you can do 
will bring him to his knees. Why .not 
try bringing him to your knees and let 
him study the pattern of the carpet 
while you do the rest ? 

Proud Parent writes : “ I thought you 
might be interested to know that our 
doctor declares that my latest is the 
finest baby he has ever seen. I enclose 
a photograph.” Thank you, “Proud 
Parent.” The photo you enclose is the 
400th we have received this week of the 
“finest baby the doctor has ever seen,” 
and it enables us to complete another of 
the screens which we send every week 
to one of the hospitals. 


The N etc Curate. “Is your husband in, Mrs Tones V’ 

Cottager. “No, ZUB, ’e be gone drillin’.” 

Curate, “Ah, I’m glad to hear that. Territorials, I presume?” 
Cottager. “No, ZuR. Turnups!” 


NURSERY NOTES. 

Mother of One. — (1) We should 
strongly advise you to get rid of the 
nurse who is in the habit of leaving 
baby in the bath for two hours while 
she jiist “slips out to the post.” (2) 
Rabbits should not be kept in the room 
where the child sleeps. 

Mavourneen. — ^You say l^aby has got 
his head stuck between the bars of the 
nui-sery window and can’t get it back. 
And this is already Tuesday! Why 
didn’t you wire ? Send for a blacksmith 
at once, and meanwhile amuse him, and 
do not let him know the predicament he 
is in. 

i Hopeless. — Your complaint that baby 


is “exactly like Mr. Haldane, M.P.” is a 
conmion one. He will soon get over this 
stage. Yes, you were quite right ; even 
though your husband is a veterinary 
surgeon it w’^as better to have the doctor 
as well. 

Anxious. — (1) Don’t be unreasonable ; 
a child of six weeks cannot be expected 
to Jknow the difference between meiim 
and tmmi. At present he is probably 
more interested in mummy and tummy. 
(2) To prevent him from biting his 
uncle’s ear, smear it with mustard. 

Brownie. — ^You say you are worried 
because baby has eaten the front page 
of The Daily Neivs. There is no cause for 
anxiety. The back page of The Express 
would perhaps be the best antidote. 


HINTS TO A BEGINNER. 

If writing verse be your delight, 

Be careful with your theme ; 

This useful maxim keep in sight, 

That things — and chiefly things you 
write — 

Are seldom what they seem. 

Let critics he your constant dread. 

And, as your poem grows, 

Look ever cautiously ahead, 

Lest all unconsciously you tread 
On someone else’s toes. 

Whatever subject you discuss, 

Be meek as you are mild ; 

Cork up your satire, label thus : I 

“ This poem is innocuous " | 

Alike to man and child.” 

You cannot be too circumspect i 

Or use too nice a care ; 

The critic’s brighter intellect 
Some subtle meaning will detect 
Which really isn’t there. 

On rare occasions you wdU find 
Him lenient enough ; 

But if he chance to feel unkind. 

Or if the chop on wdiicli he dined 
Was more than common tough, 

He for vituperation plumps 
And, as I can attest. 

He takes your verse by lines or lumps I 
And metaphorically jumps | 

On your defenceless chest. j 

His wrath, of course, may be defied. 
Nor will his lances prick. 

If you by nature are supplied 
Like the rhinoceros with hide 
Inordinately thick. 

But if, like mine, your courage goes 
With every critic’s curse, 

Take good advice from one who knows : 
Write nothing in the shape of prose, 
And less in that of verse. 

The British interviewer who wanted, 
by way of compliment, to caU M. BufeioT 
“a regular flier,” was iR-advised to say, 

“ Monsieur, vous Hes un voleur regulierT 
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If John Ellis had been Nelson How diffeeent History 

WOULD HAVE BEEN. 

“ Well, Pasco, have you placed the geraniums and the 
canaries in all the gun-ports, and sluiig-up all the illuminated 
texts ? Good I Now, please hoist tlie signal, ‘ Nelson confides 
that every Frenchman will come on board to tea.’ ” 

(It wnli he noticed that in order to avoid any appearance of 
“craven” preparedness J. E. has voluntarily removed his other 
arm.) 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Gommons, Monday, Jxdij 20. 
— Admir ‘VL McKenna breathes again. For 
four months has carried about with him 
a secret heavier to bear than was the Old 
Man of the Sea on Slnhad's shotdders. 
In March last provision was made in 
Navy Estimates for Iniilding four new 
Dreadnoughts. In a sort of postscript, 
which, as usual, was the most important 
part of the communication, he intimated 
contingency of an additional four. 

On this public attention centred. ' 
Four new battleships would straightway 
be added to the Fleet. That a matter 
of commonplace certainty. But what 
about the contingent four ? 

Someone broke the stillness of a Sab- 
bath morning by amioiincing within a 
fortnight of the First Lord’s statement 
that the contingency was a reality, the 
“ may ” governing the proposition being 
changed into “shall.” In short the 
hypothetical ships were already — the 
I article was published on April I — deter- 
mined upon as an actuality. There- 
upon storm of enquiry broke upon the 
Treasury Bench. Was tliis statement 
authentic, or was it a vain imagining ? 

Difficult position even for the wariest, 
astutest of First Lords. If he confirmed ! 
it, he would have important section of 
Ministerialists in revolt. As it turns 
out, it was impossible to deny it. To 
any one looking back over the four 
months, with full knowledge officially 
conveyed to-night, the Admiral’s clever- 
ness of fence in circumstances of extreme 
difficulty becomes for the first time fuUy 



“ Lest sudden lurch to larboard or starboard 
should explode it.” 

(Admiral McKenna.) 


apparent. Hepeatedly 
pressed in varied form 
of enquiry, lie did not 
say “Yes ; ” he never 
said “ No ; ” yet he 
managed to convey im- 
pression that he was 
really answering the 
question. 

At the moment when 
lie rose this evening in 
Committee on Navy 
Estimates, no official 
indication of Minis- 
terial intention with 
respect to the four 
contingent battleships 
had been forthcoming. 

Blit who, short of pos- 
session of vivid imagi- 
nation, shall picture 
the i\i)MnuL’s suffer- 
ings dining these four 
months ? What lock- 
ing of his bedroom 
door at night lest a 
Suffragette might enter 
and extort his secret! 

What restraint at the 
supper-table lest resul- 
tant nightmare might 
give it away! What 
extreme caution with 
respect to weather con- 
ditions on treading his 
quarter-deck, lest sud- 
den lurch of the ship 
to larboard or star- 
board should explode 
it ! What careful 
avoidance of the Poet 
Laureate of the Navy 
League with his insis- 
tence on eight and liis 
hluiit refusal to wait 1 

All is over now. 

The secret is out. We 
shall have the eight 
without undue wait. 

After four months’ fitful fever the Admiral 
sleeps well. 

Business done . — Official amioimceiiient 
made that the Fleet wiU be strengthened 
hy four additional Dreadnoughts, hither- 
to ‘‘contingent.” 

Tuesday. — Historic scene to-night 
staged ill both Houses. From Diplo- 
matic Gallery in the Commons, later 
from side galleries in House of Lords, 
United South Africa looks on whilst 
the Imperial Legislature confirms the 
Charter of its self-dominion. As Crewe ! 
said in speech worthy the occasion, for 
many years the Colonies that cluster 
between tlie Equator and the Cape have 
lieen groping towards union. To-day 
they find it under the friendly sliield of 
Great Britain. 

The pages ol* history present no 
parallel to the episode. Nine years ago 


some of the men who hy right of Privy 
CounciUorship stand to-day on the steps 
of the Tlu’one or look on from the 
galleries held each other in the grip of 
one of the bitterest, hardest-fought wars 
of the closing century. Here they gather 
shoulder to shoulder, whilst final touch 
is given to an act of statesmanship 
wrought in tlieir own country by their 
owm hands. Truly never before was 
proclamation made in such striking- 
fashion that Peace hath her victories not 
less renowned than Whir. 

The Member for S.vrk insists that 
among the general felicitations we should 
not forget that this marvellous work 
would never have been achieved hut 
for the courage and constancy, the far- 
seeing statesmanship, of Henry CIampbell- 
B.\nnerman. The bestowal of indepen- 
dent Government upon the Transvaal 
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liere,” and I showed liim tlie morning 
paper, with an account of the glut of 
strawberries in London — tons and tons 
going begging in Co vent Garden 2d. a * 
pound in the streets. “And now look 


CN 1 1 Here ann jl biiuwcu iii-iii tuc 

and tlie Orange R-ee State, stiU PUBLIC’S PRIVILEGE, paper, with an account of the glut of 

mg from the buffets of ^ ’ « p manager to me,” I Lawherries in London- tons and tons 

was his crowning smnce to a countiy _ 1 lease sena tne manager , T^e^ging in Covent Garden- 2d. a ' 

wlSf iL-tXtatikXl Til. wte did so.olvi».lr»<«der. Joujd A/W*- “ 

Ldocitj- i™ in inanentinl qiiarM-s d<. ing aEtfle what ^ ™g, M lia had 5* 

nouncehas rashly imperihing the advan- not been more than ten minutes in STRAWBLRKiLb AJNU 

tages gained by a Ltly war. In his executing my order, and the table-cloth 2^ ^ ' 

auiet w with muissnmin g maimer ivas as suggestive of previous lunchers BEHEffiS AND CRhAM, dj . 

14 cS 1;M indomitable will, C.-B. as English people like it to be. ^ • Why,” I said, “ don t you give ^e 

The manager came, with the usual pubhc the opportunity of slmring m this 

^ Business done.— Bill enacting union expression of surprised innocence and accident of fecundity. Why not say 
of South Africa read a second time in self-protectiveness. _ Strawberries and cieam, 6d., foi ex- 

tlip T ords fi mi d oronox’fll ticclfiim. “hFo, there s nothing wrong, 1 Sciid. cimplo . • i tc i i a u j 

House of Lords Thursday. — Lord “ I merely wanted to talk a little.” “Oh, no, he said, that wouldn t do. 

TTtT< 5 m-nv more than ever in’ favour of He inchned his head. They d take us for a cheap and common 


ingahttie ^hat was wrong, as he had 


the Lords amid general acclaim. 

House of Lords, Thursday. — Lord 
Halsbury more than ever in favour of 
shorter Sessions. 

If current one had r 
closed a fortnight 
ago, things would 

have been much w 

pleasanter. To & 

begin with, exten- ^ 

sion provided op- 
portimity for awk- 
ward statement as 
to condition of 
Magisterial Bench ^ i 

in town and county /' / 

when the present ' '> /- 

Lord Chancellor 

came into oiSce. I ^ 

Turned out that 
oveiwhehning ma- 
jority of J.P.’s were 
by strange chance yr^ 

of one political 
colour. And now 
here’s this County 
Courts Bill, intro- 
duced with double 
object of relieving "Wy 

pressure of work in b 

the High Coui'ts 
and cheapening 
law costs, to the 

class least able to Lorehmi. * 


“ Oh, no,” he said, “that wouldn’t do. 
They ’d take us for a cheap and coimnon 
place. Prices must 




be kept up.” 

“ Then it ’s really 
the public that fix 
the prices?” I 
hazarded. 

Absolutely,” he 
replied. 

Is it? 

“ Blenkarne— Harri- 
son. — On Thursday, 
July 24th, 1879 (thirty 
years ago to-day) . . . 
W. L’Heureux Blen- 
karne, M.R.C.S., . . . 
only surviving son of 
David Blenkarne, soli- ■ 
citor, of Notting-hill, . 
W., great-grandson of 
David L’Heureux, of 
Paris, and grandson 
of the Bev. James 
Blenkarne, vicar 
of Great S. Helen, 
Bishopsgate, E.O. 
(1799-1835), Afternoon 
Lecturer at the Church 
of S. George’s-in-the- 
East, President of Sion 
College, Chaplain to 
Guy’s Hospital and to 


bear tbem by ex- ^ little darlin ! Aven t tirt it indeed ! It s a lot o use tryin to rear era 

tendingjunsdictiou ® ou em . . Halsburj- and Lorebum.) 


law costs ^to the Games. the Duke of Grafton, 

class least able to Lorehim. “ Ho, indeed. Missis ’Algebury ! So you Ve bin a-settin^' on t/iis one now, to^Se 

hear them, by ex- ’aveyer? pore little dariinM ’ArenVurt it mdeed ! It 's a lot o’ use tryin' to rear era when etaer 

tendingiunsdiction ® ’ ’ (Lords Halsburj- and Lorebum.) f HamAon, 

of County Courts. ^ JH, of Buckingham. 

In the hghtness of heart that accom- “ Why,” I said, drawing his attention Contmental,__ colonial, and provmcial papers 
panics perennial youth, Ralsruey moved to the menu, “ why this large type for pkasecopy. Dady Megrapi. 
to omit Clause I., the main, indispensable, the NEW of peas ? It is now mid-July. Circulating as he does about the Conti- 
prop of the measure. Motion opposed Would not ‘peas’ be enough? No one nent, the Colonies and the Provinces, 
by so high, impartial, independent takes them out of a bottle now', surely?” Mr. Punch feels that the appeal to copy , 
authority as the ex-President of the He shi*ugged his shoulders. “Our this is made expressly to him. He 

Probate*' Court. Carried by majority of customers expect it,” he said. therefore hastens to give it the publicity 

5, a significant variation from usual “ It excites them, I suppose,” I said, of his columns, 'wh.ih confessing with 

muster against Government Bills. There- “and thus prepares them to pay the shame that for thirty years he had been 

upon Lord Ch*vncellor, to consternation price asked — a shilling. But wdiy a in complete ignorance that such things 
of Opposition, declined to proceed further shilling?” I continued. “Why ask a had happened. For all he had heard 
with the BiU. In vain ILvlsbury protested shilling for a pennyworth of peas ? You there might have been a conspiracy to 
against this unexpected consequence of only ask a penny for bread and a penny keep him in the dark about it. 

his own action. Crewe, supporting his for butter, and they have to be manu- I 

colleague, renounced all interest in an factured. Peas grow.” 


infant wdiich, as he said, had been 
“ strangled at its birth.” 

Negotiations privately going forward 


He shrugged his shoulders again. 


“ The conference points out that many acci- | 
dents might be avoided if drivers exercised 


“ Peas are a luxury,” he said. dents might be avoided if 

“ Very ■well,” I continued, “ I 'W'ill cais.” Daily Graphic. 


with object of reinstating Bin. Up to grant that. The profit is no doubt j ust There are qidte enough cars taking 


to-night not successful. 


-from your point of view. But look ' exercise as it is, thank you. 
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LOVE. 

[For tlie first time in the annals of literature 
this important topic is treated in verse,] 

Prologue, 

My love is seated on a beiicli 
Beneath the overhanging tree, 

And, though she is a comely wench, 

I am as bored as I can be. 

I lie full length upon the lawn 

And yawn and yawn and yawn and yawn. 

Then, wmcVring how she ’s getting on, 

, I rise to find the lady gone. 

The Material Part. 

"When I am making love to girls, 

I run my fingers through my hair ; 

I call attention to the curls, 

I tell them that it ’s rude to stare. 

This sort of gossiping one knows ’ll 
Prepare the way for one’s proposal. 

But as for you ... I am appalled 
To think you ’re very likely bald. 

Vilien girls are making love to me, 

They pass me all the things they think 
I most prefer to eat. and see 
' That I have all I \vant to drink ; 

They never broach the topic till 
I ’ve obviously had my fill. 

When girls are making love to you . . . 
I don’t believe thev ever do. 


Of all the illness in the w’orld 
This love-complaint is hardest cured, 
For hair may be for ever curled, 

And food for ever be endured ; 

And w’e could evermore discuss 
The all-sufficing topic “ UvS.” 

The last two couplets hardls’ seem 
To have a bearing on the theme. 

When love is true, then lo^'e is hot ; 

You cannot mind your Q’s and P’s ; 
You have to voice it on the spot, 

You have to voice it on your knees. ; 
Yet, -when you ’re thinking to propose, 
You simply mustn’t blow your nose. 

The slightest sneeze, the merest cough 
Will put the kindest lady off. 

Epilogue. 

The w'aning of the winter moon. 

The simmer of the suimner sky, 

The awe of autumn’s afternoon, 

These hav'e their wherefore and their 
why. 

And, gentle reader, even you 
May ha^'c some hidden meaning too. 

This poem, on the other hand, 

I OAvn I cannot understand. 

More Triangular Cricket. 
‘'Against Surrej% to-morrow, SoaierbCt will 
bent IViddlo^ex.''— Lloyd's Wcclthj. 


BISLEY AND BUSINESS. 

Sovie •pmetiea^ hints, piclied tip at Bieley,fornie 
future giiida^^f^e of marhsmen uhen in action. 

The pi’one position is inadvisable 
w^hen yon are aiming at dirigibles. 

Umbrellas shoidd not be taken into | 
the firing line— not even in wet weather. 

Lemonade and shandygaff are seldom 
obtainable iii action ; marksmen must 
therefore be prepared (a) to suck pebbles, 
or (h) to go without. 

Should yon aim at one infantryman 
and inadvertently hit another, say 
nothing. The chances are that, in the 
flurry of the moment, the error will 
escape notice, and your _innocent decep- 
tion may be excused in the hour of 
nationai peril. 

A simple rule for scoidng is— any- 
•where in the tunic, one. 

Mounted lueii have an irritating habit 
of moving f^^^^ position to another, 
the object being to baulk the steadfast 
marksman* The best way to meet tliis < 
difficulty is to make corresponding altera- 
tions ill the direction of your rifle-barrel. 

When shooting off a tie with an oppos- 
ing mark£in]an remember that an inner ' 
with your sighting shot is vroiili more 
than the e'xp^^'hitioii of a possible seiies 
of hulls later on.^ This is one of the differ- 
ences betvveen Bisley and the other thing. 
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THE IDEAL HOLIDAY RESORT. 

AM oppressed,” said George, “by 
tliis question of liolidays, for as sucli I 
am boimd to regard the months of 
, August and September, whatever I may 
do witli tlie otlier montlis of the year. 
Tiie Barrister’s year is divided into 
terms, wlien he doesn’t work, and the 
Long Vacation, when he mustn’t work. 
A vacation is a holiday, and a holiday is 
a thing to be spent. The difficulty is to 
know where to spend it.” 

“A friend of mine,” said I, “tells me 
that Skegness is so bracing.” 

have heard that, too,” said George, 

“ Init the entertainment provided seems 
to consist of nothing else than one fisher- 
man and unlimited sand. The latter is 
tolerable, but the fonner, as one’s sole 
companion for two months, might prove 
a little tiring. His constant agility 
would make one feel hot and uncomfort- 
able, and the sea is really too blue there.” 

“Any Eailway Company would be 
only too glad to reconnnend a pleasant 
resort,” said I, tliinking of more posters. 
“ The best and quickest route to Ireland 
is certainly ...” 

“It is, undoubtedly,” said George. 
“But you will notice this curious fact 
about Railway Companies’ recommenda- 
' lions. They are invariably spots served 
exclusively by their own lines. I think it 
is just possible that they* content them- 
selves with making your journey there 
and l3ack thorouglily happy and don’t 
. innch care what happens to you in 
between times. Now, if I could fiind 
a Company really emphatic about the 
charms of a watering-place that you 
couldn’t possibly get to by their own 
railway, I would go there like a shot. 
As yet I have not. I find, for instance, 
that nothiug^would induce the London 
and North Western Railway to spend its 
holidays anywhere else than in London 
or the Xoz’th-West.” 

“Have you ever tried Theobald’s 
Grove?” I said, turning casually to the 
A.B.C. “It is only I3f miles from 
Liverpool Street, and the fares are l/8a, 
l/2b, and -/10c. It does not mention 
the other sights, but it does say that the 
thing to see is page 490. I have never 
heard the Great Eastern boast of this, and 
there does not appear to be a population.” 

“ I have not the pleasure of knowing 
’i'lieobald,” said George, “ and the A.B.C., 
tliough thoroughly impartial, is too pro- 
miscuous. Besides, they insist upon my 
taking a bottle of fruit salts in my bag, 
and 1 doubt if I have room.” 

“ Why not try Finland ?” I suggested. 
“I mention that simply because Thomas, 
wlio also has never been there, said 
to me this morning, ' Why not tiy Fin- 
land?’ Any adequate reason you ad- 
vance for not doing so I shall be delighted 
to pass on to Thomas.” 

“I know a man,” said George, “who 
once knew a man, who thought he knew 
a man ...” 

“ What a lot of men there are about 
nowadays,” said 1. 

“. . . who went to Finland years and 
years ago and was stabbed in tlie back 
in bis sleep.” 

“ You could easily avoid that by sleep- 
ing on your back.” 

“And wear a cbest-protector ? ” said 
George. “No, I suppose it must be the 
old Continent again. Already I hear the 
familiar song ringing in my ears. How 
does it run ? 

* 11 est dangereux de se penclier en deliors.’ 
or, as they sing it in Italy, 

* £ periculoso sporgersi ! ’ 

The attraction is irresistible. Take it 
that I sail from Dover to-morrow.” 

“And I will forward yonr letters to 
the old address at Margate,” said I. 

“ The world is all awry,” said George, 
sorrowfully. “ I look to my old friend 
James for advice, and I am answered 
with meaningless nothings, I look past 
him to the starlit heavens for inspira- 
tion, and I am told, sometimes in red 
lights, sometimes in green, and occa- 
sionally even in white, to ‘Drink and 
Enjoy Lewar’s Little Liver Bovs.’ 
Again I have to turn to James and hope 
against hope that for once he will not 
show himself an ass. Now tell me: 
where shall I go ? ” 

“ Go to Jericho,” said 1. 

THE VERACIOUS VIRTUOSO. 

Mr. Bamberger’s Narilvtive. 

The account headed “Melba in Won- 
derland,” describing the astounding 
demonstrations organised in honour of 
the redoubtable diva by the Whakare- 
warewa natives at Rotorua lends signih- 
cance to the following narrative of the 
travels of Mr. and Mxb. Bamberger in 
Patagonia, which has been kindly and 
modestly furnished ns by Mr. Bamberger 
himself. 

It will be remembered that Mi-. Bam- 
berger undertook this arduous and 
perilous expedition from mixed motives, 
partly scientific, partly artistic. It was 
suggested to liim that the tones of his 
violin, reinforced by the social prestige 
of his wife (the only daughter of Sir 
Ponipey Boldero) might succeed not only 
in luring the Giant Sloth fi-om its fast- 
ness in the sahcylic swamps of the 
Lj^copodium Valley, hut also bring com- 
fort and cheerfulness to the Patagonians 
themselves, who have of late been suffer- 
ing from severe agricultural depression, 
owing to the failure of the crops of 
Digitalis and Extractive Scammony. 

Ml-, and Mi-s. Bamberger travelled with 
an extremely small retinue, consisting of 
only 150 native bearers, a squadron of 

Argentine Carabiniers, ten flasbliglif* 
photographers, four men cooks, and , 
three alternating accompanists. Their ' ■ 
first stop was at Pogolopotl, the famous : 
floating city on the inland sea of Sloho- 
lando. Here the travellers were met by i 
over 600 of the leading Creosote Indians, 
including the famous anthropoiDhagous 
chieftain, Gobolup. This renowned war^ 
rior, whose chivalry is only equalled 
by the length of his feet, welcomed the 
visitors with the most abject condescen- 
sion, reciting some of the choicest recipes | 
in his ancestral cookery-book, and enter- j 
tained them to a magnificent banquet 
consisting of Paraguay tea, cardamoms, ; 
and coriander bascules. After the ban-quet 
Mrs. Bamberger presented the chief with 
a beautifully illuminated copy of her ^ 
family tree, and in return he proposed i 
her health in a most eloquent speech, 
winding up with the words, '' Jahorandi 
senega guavana cevadUla condurango.^^ , 
Mr. Bamberger having suitably replied , j 
the party then adjourned to take part in 
a grand jamboree, which was kept up to 
a late hour. While the revels were at | 
their height and Mrs. Bamberger was i 
dancing the Kitchen Lancers in the most J 
reelievM aristocratic style with the j 
chieftain’s eldest son, news was brought 
by an exhausted runner of the advent of 
a raiding party of Scarabs, tlie hereditary 
foes of the Slobolaiido Patagonians. 
With singular unanimity Mr. Bamberger 
was chosen as generalissimo of the 
garrison, and at once led a sortie against 
the invaders, armed with the IVhiuser 
pistol presented him by the Cz.vr, and 
the stiletto given him by the Nihilists of 
Moscow. The issue of the conflict was 
never long in doubt. Out of the 1,20Q 
slain nearly half were accounted for by 
Mr. Bamberger himself, while the booty 
included forty bales of natural scammony-, 
twenty -three kegs of kola, nineteen' 
jeroboams of liquorice juice, fifty pottles 
of orris root, and one hundred butts of 
clarified camomile tea. Mr. Bamberger 
gave a short violin recital on the field of 
battle, followed by a speech, in which he 
assured his triumphant warriors that on 
his return to England he would person- 
ally assure the King of their loyalty to 
him {i,e. Mr. Bamberger). He then 
ordered double rations of cod liver oil,' 
rbatany and tolu balsam to be served 
out, and, bidding an affecting adieu to 
liis army, continued his progress to the 
Lycopodium Valley. , 

111 our next instalment .we hope to’ 
smnmarise the appalling adventures of. 
Mrs. Bamberger while a captive in the 
lair of the Giant Sloth, the tragic agony, 
of Sir Poinpey Boldero, and finally the 
poi-tentous and incredible means by, 
which Mr. Bamberger first hypnotised’ 
and then annihilated his beloved con- 
sort’s inexorable captor. [Not if I know! 

1 it. — Ed, PitncTi.] 
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A CHAXCffl OF VIEW. 

['‘There is a cliatinct lelat'oiiahip between 
flabby muscles and ciiine .” — Daihj Paper] 

Hi: came to my room in tlie stilly 
iSiglit liours, and so soft v;as liis tread 
1 never observed liim until lie 
Bent silently over the bed. 

In a bloodcurdling wliisper tliat carried 
More menace than many a shout 
He bade me to slate vdiere my family 
plate 

And money hung out. 

It gave me good heart for a tussle 
To note his nefarious air — 

Sure sign that the gentleman’s muscle 
. Was only a fiabby affair — 

So, anxious to punish his seeming 
Contemj)t for the criminal law, 

J flung the clothes back and I caught him 
a smack 

Eight under the jaw. 

But oh ! as the kick of a boss is 
111 swiftness and force was the bloiv 
He aimed at my noble proboscis 
(And hit it the very lirst go). 

I changed, in the consequent combat 
AVhereiii I was knocked out of time, 
My innocent views on the sinews and 
thews 

Connected with crime. 

Hencefoiward I cannot help thinking 
They err in their logic who speak 
l^Hicerning the cousinly linking 
Of crime and a flaccid physique. 

Let others go offer resistance 
To those who would break in and rob, 
For me, who have tried how they pummel 
your hide, 

I jib at the job. 



EOCKEFELLER’S TEE TABLE- 
TALK. 

[“ It is impossible to know how many of the 
Rockefeller interviews are genuine or faked. 
The public demands to be infoimed of his 
opinion on every subject, whetlier it is con- 
nected with the dnty on oil or one of Dr. Aked’s 
eloquent sermons, and if, as is generally the 
case, Mr. Rockefeller coniines his conversation 
to the skill with which he laid his mashie dead, 
the newspapers do not hesitate to quote him as 
if he had really talked to their reporters on 
themes upon which they have been sent to 
sound him.”— Dai??/ Telegraph, JuJg 20.] 


“ When I keep my eye on the ball, I 
seldom foozle my drive.” 

Translation : — 

*‘When a man has accumulated a 
sum of money within the law, that is to 
say, in a legally honest way, people no 
longer have any right to a share in the 
earnings resulting from that accumula- 
tion. The man has respected the law 
in accimiulating the money, Ex-post- 
facto laws should not apply to property 


Waitress. “Yes, things are very qviet after G oodv ood- but there's a smart affair 

COMING OFF NEXT WEEK IN THE WeST KnD.” 

Customer. “Indeed. What’s that?” 

Waitress. “My brother's v/edding at Hammeusaiiut. I’ve got a day off for it” 


rights A man’s right to the undivided 
ownership of his property, in whatevei- 
fonn, cannot be denied him by any pro- 
cess short of confiscation.” I 


“ I prefer a deck to a baffy.” | 

Translation : — i 

** Oil being the great lubricant of tlto | 
universe, which makes the wheels of the j 
industrial system move smootldy, andj 
which, when cast on the troubled waters, 
induces an immediate subsidence of all 
dangerous tumefaction, it is worse than 
a crime to penalise its circulation by the 
imposition of prohibitive duties.” 

III. 

always use a Schenectady putter.” 
Translation : — 

“ On the subject of the restiiction of 


aiinameiits I see eye to eye with Mr. 
Andrew C-Uinegie. The international 
Dreadnought race in which the Great 
Powers are now engaged is a blot on our 
so-called civilisation and is largely, if 
not entirely, instigated by the malicious 
activity of irresponsible journalists.” 

IV. 

“ There is no truth in the report that 
T intend to enter for the amateur golf I 
championship.^’ 

Translation : — i 

“It is better to be a great pulpiteer 
than a multi-miUionaire. I would rather 
have written the hymns of Dr. Watts 
than possess my present income. I 
would rather have the degree of B.D. 
than own wealth B.D.A. (Beyond the; 
Dreams of Avarice). I would rather be 
a Gijidstone than a Rockefklj.er.” 
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quibbles by an aiitlior upon tlie name of one of bis own 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. characters (another recent instance was The Wooden Horse 

as a name for the story of a family called Trojan) are much 

(By Mr, Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) too easy to be worth while. 

Eeg.vrde’d statistically, Mr. Erxest Olu^ieadow’s novel, 

Antonio (Graxt Etchabps), is a big matter. There are More than forty years ago Lord Brougiitok, perhaps better 
upwards of five hundred pages. This is, nowadays, good known as Jom C-Air Houi-iouse, wrote Recollections of a Long 
measure, and in our mercenary age the book should sell on Life. Privately printed, it ran to five volumes, but was not 
that account alone. But, regarding it still statistically, I suffered to go beyond the family circle and a few friends, 
cloxiht if the reader who wants Ins six-shillingsworth of shocks After long interval Lady Dorchester has taken in hand this 
will find enough plot in it. There is really no plot at all, voluminous record. With passages from the original work 
no tangled complications of the main issue, no mining and she has incorporated extracts from a diary kept by her 
countermining, no cross currents. It is just a straightforward industrious parent, together with quotations from his narra- 
thoiigh eventful history of a Portuguese monfi; who, on the tive of a tour wdth Bvrok, and his letters written from Paris 
suppression of his monastery during the years following the during the last days of the reign of NAroLEOH. Lord 
Peiiinsxdar war, sets himself the task of buying back the Broughtox' was irresistibly attracted by these two heroic 
Abbey lands and reinstating the brotherhood. His story is figures. Hapoleon he did not know personally, though he 
made up of physical struggles in connection with the wine had looked upon him and has preserved a vivid recollection 
trade, into which he plunges, and moral struggles in con- of his appearance. He was Byroh’»s most intimate friend, 
nection with a certain fair and very charming lady who has no travelling with him abroad and living with him at home. 

patience with his vows He was best man at 

of celibacy. There is | \ -i t mmri n i».i»i — ^ — -m m — n T T i t n - j i — ii;virr;r ‘ ’ 7rn^i « n. i I the iU-fated wedding. 




not much here to fill 
out five hundred 
pages, but Mr. Oed- 
MEADOW supports the 
slender tale with an 
excellently drawn cast 
of incidental persons, 
and many wholly de- 
lightful glimpses of 
Portuguese peasant 
life. ABof which gave 
me the greater pleasure 
since it had not oc- 
curred to me that any- 
thing particularly in- 
teresting happened in 
Portugal after the 
Duke of Welltxgtox 
and his generals left 
I the neighbourhood. 


nvIltrA 4. Tommy. “Do you believe in fairies, Mrs Hardacre? 

(W h TE) IS a study’ o „ 

Timmy. “I’m so glad you’re candid about it. T 
ai Tiie negmnmg oi grown-ups nowadays to PjRetbvd they do.” 

the last century. Un — — 

fortunately Mr. Algern’ox Gissixcds enthusiasm for his sub- 
ject is greater than his sense of form, and in consequence 
the book^ seems to miss its proper effect from some confu- 
sion of interest. In the words of the immortal criticism 
of J abberu'ockij. ‘‘ it fills my’ head with ideas, only I 
don t exactly know what they’ are.” To say this, however, 
is not to deny The Unlit Lamp many excellent qualities; 
it has above all things the grace of complete sincerity. The 
story concerns the life of one Timothy Lampitt, poacher 
and squatter, and the efforts made by Panl, son of old Squire 
Greed, to mitigate his father’s interpretation of rural law 
against the outcast. Paul had been with the anny in France, 
and brought home with him not only republican theories but 
also the daughter of a sergeant as wife. I should like to 
have heard more of Sadie, aiid how she got on in her new 
surroundings, but Mr. Gissixg, after rousing my interest in 
her, appears to lose his own, and she practically disappears 
from the story. Wordsworth is mentioned once or twice as 
an adviser of Paul, though the author gallantly resists the 
temptation to introduce him in person. I wish he had 
displayed equal firmness aliout the matter of his title, the 
pun in which, if intentional, is without excuse. Verbal 


H He tells how, handing 

given'^of a sad story 
which has always had 
^ fascination for inan- 

kind. The two portly 

Rs Hardacre?” volumes, which pre- 

serve the original title 
ABeuT IT. There ’s such a dose among Lord Broughtox’s 

reminiscences, are pub- 
^ — lished by Mr. Murray, j 

One can’t be certain, of course, but I ’m 
Pretty well sure that Father Time 
Looks a hit green about the gills 
When Mr. Pjc^fBERTOX ’s out for thrills. 

For he draws you people, does Mr. P., 

As up-to-date as they well can be, 

And then he .proceeds to find them sport 
Of a regular mediaeval sort. 

That at any rate ’s rouglily what 
Happens aboard tire schooner yacht 
Whereon Mr. Pemberton lias his whack 
Throughout The Adventures of Captain Jack. 

But far-fetched, probable, new or old, ' 

What he has to tell is so deftly told 
That I spent an excellent afternoon 
A-reading his volume (Mills akd Boon). 

Our Lost Island (see Press passim)* 

M. Blerlot (alighting ori Dover cliffs— to local policeman). 
peninsula of Great Bri^in, I presume ? ” _ 


There ’s such a dose among 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Much satisfaction lias been caused by 
Mr. Asquith’s statement that, so long as 
our Navy prevents it, no invasion of our 

country is possible. 

* ^ 

* 

Fired by tlie example of The Daily 
Mailj a Frencli newspaper, we hear, is 
about to offer a prize for tlie first British- 
built aeroplane Tvhich succeeds in firing 

across the Thames at Twickenham. 

^ * 

Mr. Redford told the Censorship Com- 
mittee that he was formerly a Bank 
Manager. Does he, we -wonder, endorse i 
the plays wdiich he cannot accept, ! 

“ Refer to Drawer ’ ’ ? 

* * 

* 

Certain members of the Cabinet are 
becoming quite bold in regard to the 
Budget. A little while ago they acted 
only on the defensive. Now'- they have 

assumed the verj'- offensive. 

* * 

Lord Avebury points out that Mr. 
Lloyd-George would appear to have a 
special grudge against Dukes. Times 
change. Once the highwayman’s cry 
was, “Up with yom' Dukes ! ” Now it 

is “ Down with your Dukes ! ” 

* * 

* 

^‘If Lord CuEZOK is going to try here 
that arrogance which was too much even 
for the gentle Hindu,” said Mr. Lloyd- 
George, “we will tell him we will not 
have any of his Oriental manners.” 
And yet we have known Mr. . Lloyd- 
George himself to use language which 

savoured of the East-End, 

* * 

An Austrian gentleman has invented 
a noiseless typewriter. He claims that 
in a room where fifty or more of his 
typewriters are at work no sound will 
be heard but the conversation of the 
typists. A rival machine, however, is 
on the market. This drowns even the 
voices of the operators. 

The White City is steadily adding to 
its attractions. The Tuberculosis Exhibi- 
tion has now been transferred from 
Whitechapel to Shepherd’s Bush. 

* 

A Tibetan baby which was born the 
other day in the Kalmuck Camp at the 
White City is to be called “Flip-fiap,” 
the name by custom being taken from 
the first object which the mother saw 
after the child’s birth. According to 
our information the infant is doing as 
well as can be expected; indeed, he 
is said to have expressed satisfaction 
I on hearing of his narrow escape from 
becoming “ Wiggle-Woggle.” 

* 5 *: 

* 

“ I consider,” says the Secretary of the 
Hythe Golf Club, “that golf brings out 
all the finer points of character—viz., 



Mother 


A BRIGHT OUTLOOK. 

I the T%ibe). “ Stop FiDOBriNG, ’Grace, — or you shan’t look out of the window ! ” 


unselfishness, generosity, self-reliance in 
adversity.” There can be no doubt as 
to the last-mentioned point. There are 
occasions wdien all the old-fashioned oaths 
are inadequate, and new ones have to be 

invented. ^ 

* 

On a new Chinese railway line the 
locomotives are American and German, 
the cars are American, the steel rails 
German, and the sleepers Japanese. 
“Where is Britain?” asks The Pall 
Mall Gazette, With our aUies, we sus- 
pect — somewhere among the sleepers. 

The latest speculation of King LEorom 
is a Restaurant in the grounds of the 
forthcoming Brussels Exhibition. His 
Majesty is now advertising for a lessee. 


but it is said that if he cannot obtain 
one, he will manage the venture himself. 
Might Ave respectfully suggest a possible 
partnership with the gentleman who 
beais the title, “ JhaNSaiisage King” ? 


* ^ 


In an article upon the Suez Canal in 
the current number of The Cornhlll, a 
writer describes flamingoes as “wading, 
poised on one leg, with their long necks 
in strange convolutions.” Yet it would 
be stranger still if there were no convo- 
lutions under these trying conditions. 

4c Jic 
4 : 

The Diocesan Scout Corps has come 
into being, and the original Boy Scouts 
look upon the new-comers as an opposition 
body. It ought to be possible to arrange 
some really realistic sham fights now. 
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THE FATAL STRAWBERRY-MARK. 

[Bt'ing the utterance of a member of tlie middle-class, mucli consoled by 
the thonglil of his comparative irresponsibility.] 

Wii!':n I iiiiise upon the narrow 
Seop >0 of my suburban cot : 

When, depressed about the marrow, 

I could wish iny humble lot 

Might have rim to rather more than I have actually got : — 

Wlieii with envy, hate and malice 
I regard the life of ease — 

Men (i ’m told) who drain the chalice 
From the bubbles to the lees, 

And employ their Idoated leisure just exactly as they 
please : — 

Then I think, for consolation, 

It is better, after all. 

Not to hold a lofty station 
With a large ancestral hall, 

So that, when the Budget hits me, I have not so far to fall. 

When, with manners quite the oddest, 

Jumping George careers around, 
lifting loot from off my modest 
Patch of “ undeveloped ground, 

I may still survive the paltry extra shilling in the pound.* 

But, had Fortune been less kindly, 

Had I been a duke instead, 

I should now be asking blindly 
Wily they didn't kill me dead 

Ere the strawberry-leaves were planted on my liairless little 
heal. 

Though I spmt my life in doing 
Alms to labour on the land, 

Still I ’d 1)3 a butt for booing 
When the navvy’s iiorny hand 

Scared my brow, at George’s bidding, with the loatldy ducal 
brand. 

Thank the Lord no ancient titles 
Link my honour with tlie soil ; 

So it won’t affect my vitals 
When he woos the sons of toil 

With a “ Damn the dukes, my hearties ; wipe 'em out and 
pinch the spoil ! ” 0. S. 

A shilling in the pound, that is to say, on the annual value ; hut 
deserikvJ, for electioneering purposes, as a halfpenny in the pound on 
the capital value. 

The Burthen of Solomon. 

The following award of the President of the Board of 
Trade was issued kst week 

the Warwickshire Colliery Owners’ Association and the 
Warwickshire Miners’ Association referred to me, the undersigned, a 
difference which had arisen between tliem as to the * snap ’ time which 
should be allowed in the Warwickshire mining district, and whereas 
the paities were agreed that the minmiimtime should be 15 minutes 
and the maximum time 25 minutes and that die award should decide 
the time between tiiese limits, and Tvhereas,!, the undersigned, havin" 
taken upon me the burthen of tlie said reference, have heard the 
parties at the Board of Trade on the twenty eighth day of July, 1909 
now therefore I awanl and declare tliat the time allowed as ‘snap’ 
tmie sliall he twenty minutes. ^ 

As witness my hand this third day of August, 1909, 

^ ir . t WINSTON s! CHURCHILL, 

bigned and published in the presence of 

G. R. ASKWITH, Board of Trade.” 
This must have taken some doing, 

O 


THE DEPLORABLE FRIVOLITY OF 
MR. PONKING. 

(A 71 Eledioneerhig Forecast) 

Introductory. — Certain Cabinet Ministers are, as Mr. Punch 
has recorded in a recent cartoon^ employing gramophones 
to represent them at political meetings held in favour of 
the Budget. It seems not improbable that during the 
next General Election this precedent may be followed by 
Parliamentary Candidates iclio find it impossible to pay 
a personal visit to more than a few of their constituents. 
At all events, we will ask the reader to assume that that 
rising politician, Mr. Stodgely-Sewett, who is standing 
for the Division of North-West Tootwell in the Liberal 
interest, has deputed a gramophone to canvass the 
householders in Maf eking Avenue. The instrument, 
escorted by an amiable but incompetent member of Mr, 
S.-Sls Committee, has arrived at No. 10, the semi-detached 
two-storied residence occupied by Mr. Alfred Ponking, 
‘whom ice discover at tea with his wife and children. 

Mr. Ponking (to the Committee man). That’s me, mister. 
I hn Alf Ponking, right .enough. ‘ Care to ’ear a few 
words fi*om the Liberal Candidate, Mr. Stodgely-Sooitt ? ’ 
Why, suttingly ! Arsk ’im to step in ! [The Amiable but 
Tncompetent Committee-man retires —to re-appear presently 
with a large gramophone, whose expansive mouthpiece is 
enamelled a rich cherry colour; after his first surprise 
Mr. A. P. perceives a favourable opening for the buffoonery 
in which he is, unfortunately, only too prone to indulge.] 
’Ow are yer, Mr. Sooitt? Proud to see yer, Sir! (to his 
wife) Loo, a cheer for ’is nibs. Give it a wipe fust — 
you’ll excuse ’er want o’ manners. Sir. She ain’t in the ’abit 
of receivin’ sech distinguislied strangers. (To the A. but 
I. C. ill.) Set Ml*. Sooitt down there, Sir. I dunno if ’e ’d like 
a cushion to ’is back ? (To the instrument) Jest ’aving of our 
tea, you see. I ’ope I ’m not tiking a libbity in arskin’ you to 
join us ? My missus ’ere kin easy slip a cup o’ tea and a sloice 
o’ bread and butter down yer swoller. (To the A. but, Sc., 
who, astounded by the appalling ignorance of the Lower Middle 
Glasses, endeavours to cxplvin the impi^acticability of this pro- 
posal) ‘ Never tikes nothink in the refreshmint line ? ’ With 
a mouth like that, too 1 Which reminds me, Mister (in a stage 
whisper), I’d jest as soon ’e didn't offer to kiss my kiddies — 
on’y frighten ’em, not bein’ used to Mr. Sooitt’s size o’ lip. . . . 
Ob, it ain't Mr. Sooitt ’imself ? Well, now I come to look at 
’im, I do notice a somethink 1 It was your interdooein’ Tm 
like you did as put me wrong. (Don’t you tike no notice o’ 
my missus— I dunno what’s set ’er off like that.) But, 
’ooever it is as you’ve brought ’ere canvassin’, there’s no 
occasion for ’im to go kissin’ the kids, see? ... . Don’t 
seem partickler chatty, so fur, do ’e? Ain’t ser much as 
mide a remark. Though lohy ’e should feel shy with quiet, 
simple blokes like ourselves licks me. . . . Got to be wound 
up fust, as e ? And then we ’ll ’ear Mr. Sooitt torkin’ to us 
in ’is own voice ? That will he a treat, won’t it ? . . . Speak 
up, Mr. Sooitt, Sir, we ’re a-listenin’ to yer. [The gramophone 
produces a scratchy whirr, punctuated by looolly squeaks.] A 
bit ’usky, ain’t ’e? ’Ere, Loo, drop one o’ them ’ore’ound 
lozengers down Mr. Sooitt’s toob. Wonderful things, they 

' A broken needle,’ is it ? 
WeU, e as my symperthy. Loo, you shouldn’t go leavin’ 
sech things about on the cheers for visitors to set on I . . 
Aoic ’e’s orf at last! That you, Mr. Sooitt, Sir? I ’ope 
you re feelin’ more comfortable ? ... (To the G. M.) Why, 
’ow kill you tell me ’e ain’t down at the other end, when I 
kin ear im as pline as pline ! . . . Oh, o’ coui'se, if you say 
P ® ^ ^ machine doin’ of it aU, I ’ll tike your word for it. 
[me gramophone emits a wheezy but solemn warning to the 
effect that, should the Conservative party be placed in po.wer, 








the ruin of the country is the very least that may he 
eonfideyitly expected.] there now! And all done by 

mechanics^ too ! Wby, I sliouldn’t be serprised if some dye 
they invented a machine as ’ll acshally tork sense ! ' Kin ’e 
count on my vote and support ? ’ Well, why not ? Mike as 
good a Member as some on ’em, I dessay. Bound ter ketch 
the Si^eaker’s eye, any’ow, loherever ’e sets. Blowed if ’e 
shan’t ’ave my vote, jest to encourage ’xml ’Old on a bit 
while I give it ’im — on’y got to shove it down ’is trumpet, I 
s’pose ? . . . What, I’m wrong agen, am I? But see ’ere, 
ole sport, jest now you assured me most positive as it was 
’ere on its own, like, and Mr. Sooitt xcasn^t inside of it. hJoic 
you ’re tryin’ to mike out that it is ’im. You caicn't ’ave it 
hoth wyes, yer know ! . . . Oh, I see ! It ’s what they call 
a 'graimniplione,’ is it? A iiinstrument for kereckly re- 
perdoocin’ the yumin voice ? It ’ud better not let hir. Sooitt 
’ear it re-perdoocin’ ’is ! . . . Ko, no, ole pal, I ’m puffickly 
serious, very near converted a’ready, I am. But what I should 
like to ’ear from Mr. Sooitt’s voice is : Will he bring in a Bill 
to enable me to live ’ere free o’ rent and taxes ? That ’s what 
I want to get out of 'im. A early answer will oblige. . . . 
Tliei'e ’s artfulness for yer ! If ’e ain’t pertendin’ to ’ave run 
doAvn now ! . . . Escuse me — my errer. Tikes me some 
time to tumble to these ’ere noo ideers — ^but I’ve got it 
right now — it ain’t intellergent, it ’s on’y repperesentin’ Mr. 
Sooitt. . . . Oh, you ’d jest like me to ’ear ’ow ’e perposes to 
deal with the ’Ouse o’ Lords afore you go ? I ’m agreerble — 
on’y, if it’s all the sime to Mr. Sooitt, I’d sooner ’e give us 
‘ Stop yer tickerlin’, Jock.’ . . . Ah, I was afrlde ’e wouldn’t 
— bein’ sech a sufferer from frog in ’is thi*oat. . . . Well, 
good-bye if you must be shiftin’, giiv’nor— my respecks to 
Mr. Sooitt, and I ’ope ’e’ 11 let ’is grammiplione drop in agen 


fer another o’ these ’ere little ’art-to-’art talks. I’ve took 
quite a fency to it— sech a nice open countenance as it ’s got, 
though a kimplexion too flushed to be thoroughly ’ealthy. 
If you’ll pawdon me serjestiii’ it, bein’ a chilly evenin’, 
’adn’t you better wrop a eoinfiter round that throttle of ’is ? 
Won’t do to ’ave ’ini losin’ ’is voice altogether, ^vill it now? 
[After the A. hit I. 0. M. has retreated icith the instrument, 
and some fnisgk'ings as to Mr. Ponking's perfect sanity] 
Cliijpped ’im proiier, I did I ’E won’t come a-canvassin’ me 
agen in a ’urry ! I kin enjoy ’earin’ ‘ In the Twi-twi-light,’ 
or ‘ Put me among the gels ’ on the grammiplione as much 
as any man alive. But to go and set a great scientihe 
invention like that a-jabberin’ politics —well, it ’s what I call 
downright degradin’ of it ! F. A. 


‘‘The Long Result of Time.” 

From The Shcfield Weekly Telegraph's account of a 
swimming competition between Leicester and Sheffield 
Otters we learn the following : — 

‘‘III the first hundred years Leicester gained nearly half a length* 
and subsequent swimmers increased the advantage until J. A. Jar\ is, 
Leicester’s last man, had over a length’s start of F. A. Unwin. The 
latter swam magnificently, but could not quite overcome hi& long 
arrears,” 

This does not surprise us. If Leicester took a hundred 
years to gain half a length, they would probably take 
another hundred years to make this into a length. vSo that 
poor Mr. Uiswin started about two centuries’ worth Ixehind. 
This is a veiy heavy handicap indeed. 

“Kitchen-maid, SO. £30. Head in good place.” — Guardian. 
Somewhere near the top of her, we hope, and -well sci'ewed on. 
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THE JESTERSHIR 

The Parliamentary Committee ap- 
pointed to imiuire into the functions 
and services of the Official Jester (Mr. 
G. B. SiiA^v) sat yesterday to receive 
evidence. Mr. Birrell, M.P., was in 
the chair, and the other members of tlie 
committee were Mr. Keir Hardie, M.P., 
Mr. Masterman, M.P., Mr. A. E. W. 
Mason', M.P., and Mr. Robert Harcourt, 
M.R 

iVr, Shaic, who was first called, said 
that lie had prepared a hook of 500 
pages at his own expense which should 
take the place of his examination. 

The Chairman. We have read it, and 
would now like to know what you have 
to say for yourself. 

Mr. Shaw. But I explained everything 
there. 

The Chairman. We laughed so much 
that we couldn’t follow it. 

Mr. Shaic. I shall have great pleasure 
in saying it here, provided that the 
reporters are all present. 

The Chairman. Proceed. 

Mr. Shaic. I was appointed Official 
Jester in 189-1:. 

Mr. Mason. Who appointed you ? 

Mr. Shaw. I appointed myself. 

The Chairman. What is your proee- 
dure? _ 

Mr. Shaw. It is very simple. I am a 
conscientious inverter. When I meet 
with a generally believed statement I 
turn it round. For example, the general 
opinion is that all British soldiers are 
brave, I say that all British soldiers 
are cowards, and when I am asked 
where their cowardice lies I say they 
are not brave enough to run away. 1 
tan do this kind of thing for ever. I 
no\er tire. 

Mr. Keir Hardie. Why do you never 
tire ? 

Mr. Shaw. Because I live a healthy 
life. 1 never touch alcohol, and I never 
cal deceased animals. 

Mr. Harcourt. Why not? 

Mr. Shaw. Because it ’s funnier not to. 

Mr. Mastennaii. Is there any subject 
on which you cannot jest ? 

Mr. Shaw. Xone has been discovered 
yet. 

. The Hditor of '^The Times ” was the 
next witness. He said that he con- 
sidered tliat Mr. Bhaw ought to he re- 
hiiued us Official Jester since he pro- 
Yide<l excellent free copy several times 
a w*?ek. Big-type copy." 

Mr. William Archer said that he w'as 
a t^'utchnian. He considered that the 
Official Jester should he retained because 
, he uhe speaker) could understand his 
; jtjkes. 

^ , Mr. Jederton said that he was against 
1 tht* Official Jester, lie was not good for 
; trade. 

Mr. (JranvlUc Barker spoke in favour 

of the Jester, holding that the public 
was in need of cold truths, such as 
Ml*. Shaw offered them, and the un- 
familiar side could not he too much 
studied. The Jester made people think. 

The foreman of a firm of printei’S said 
that he hoped the Jester would be re- 
tained, as he was good for trade. He 
'was always having manifestos printed. 

A deputation of clergymen of all de- 
nominations here entered to lodge a 
protest against the Jester. He was, they 
said, opposed to all law, order, and right 
feeling. His doctrines, in the form of 
jokes, were pernicious. 

Mr. Eustace Miles said he hoped the 
Jester would not be removed. 

Mr. Shaw, recalled, said that he made 
a very good thing out of the Jestership. 
He would starve if he were forced to be 
serious. One of his greatest expenses 
was the need of having his head half- 
soled every few weeks. 

\This ended the daifs 'proceedings.'] 

THE NEW CHRYSOSTOM. 

[“Tlie people have caught on to this year's 
Finance Bill in a way they have never done 
before. Here is Mr. William Jones, for in- 
stance, the Chrysostom of North Wales, -whose 
silver tongue has been heard throughout Great 
Britain during the last month.” 

Dally Chronide ] 

0 William Jones, 0 Wiixiam Jones, 

1 much admire your silvery tones. 

I hail you on the Ides and Hones, 

And on the Kalends, William Jones. 

The most stentorian gramophones 

Are tame compared with 'W illiam Jones. 

The siren sisters, siimamed Hones, 

Cannot compete -with William Jones. 

Expiring patients hush their moans 
When nurses whisper, “William Jones.” 

Old men and venerable crones 

Worship the name of William Jones. 

And infants with the softest bones 

Crow at the sight of William Jones. 

Ho suffragette dare utter groans 

When you are speaking, William Jones. 

The fcotiest horsemen ride like Sloans 
W hen you are watching, W' illiam Jones. 

Even the pauper, breaking stones, 

Smiles as he thinks of Wiltjam Jones. 

But dukes and other idle drones 

Dread the approach of Willlvm Jones. 

For then the wildest of cyclones 

Are mild compared with William Jones. 

Then Tories hoist the warning cones 

And madly fly fi*om William Jones. 

Then England witli submission owns 
The sovereignty of William Jones. 

THE PORK PAGEAHT. 1 

Following- upon the Dogs’ and Cats’. 
Pageant, the plans for the Pork Pageant 
are now complete. It will be held at 
Hoggs Horton in September, and the 
book has been very carefully '^vritten liy 
that prince of pageant-makers, Mr. Ijduis 
H. Porker. Among the patrons are Sir 
Thomas Lipton, Sir William Harris, 
Mr. Denny, Judge Bacon, and the Chief 
Secretary for Ireland. 

Tableau I. will represent the discovery 
of roast pig. Here Mr. Porker has liad 1 
recourse to the gentle Elia. The scene 
is Chinese, and the burning of Ho-ti’s 
bouse and first enraptured taste t)f 
crackling will be vividly enacted. 

Tableau II. — Effect of Cold Pork on 
tlie imagination. Several thousand frozen 
pigs recently imported from China will ’ 
appear in this scene, which includes a 
vivid representation of Fuseli at supper 
and of his nightmare afterwards. 

Tableau III. — The invention of sau- 
sages. Sir AVilltam Harris will take a 
leading part, and pulp several thousand 
potatoes with a silver niashie. 

Tableau IV. — The learned pigs of all 
ages, beginning with David’s sow. The 
processes of education 'will he displayed 
for the first time. Pigs will he seen at 
school, in the various classes, acquiring 
culture and passing examinations. Re- 
presentation of Michael Angelo, Titian, 
Tintoretto, &c., drawing pigs with their 
eyes shut. 

Tableau V. will represent the “ gln- 
tleman that pays the rint”-— an Irish 
scene. Ho expense has been spared to 
make this a realistic transcript of life in 
the green or emerald isle. Real peasants 
have been imported, and have already 
begun to rehearse. Real pigs will be 
introduced, driven by Mr. Ginnell, M.P. 

Tableau VI — Chicago. Pork packing. 

A real millionaire, travelling in Europe, 
has consented to display himself during 
this scene and illustrate the life of a 
pig-made American. 

Tableau VII.— Shakspeare and Bacon 
ill a contest of wit before good Queen 
Bess, without '^diom no pageant is com- . 
plete. She listens to their verbal adroit- 
ness and at last awards the prize to — 
hut that is Mr, Porker’s secret. 

Tableau VIH. and last. — The grand 
inarch past hy Baconians, starting from 
Ham Street, and proceeding hy Ham 
Lane, Ham Common and Ham Bridge’ 
Halt. This is a very splendid effect,’ 
comprising as it does personification not ‘ 
only of tlie great Chancellor himself but* 
idso of Delia Bacon and lo. Donnelly, and ; 
it will be brought at each performance 
to a conclusion by a spirited dialoo*ue‘ 
between Mr, George Greenwood, P ' 
and Mark Twain, in which the Baconian' 
theory will he enunciated with damnin^r 
loree. 
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PUNCH’S RELIABLE GUIDE TO POPULAR HOLIDAY RESORTS. 

Ko. IL-nTTLE-PILBOROUCrH-ON-SEA. KENT. 




1. Correct costumes for PiLBOROccir. 

2. PiLBOROUGII BY MOONLIGHT. 


3. Pretty peep near Pilborough. 

4. Oldest Inhabitant lying. 


5. Shop in High Street, 

C. Society at Pilborough, 







98 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [August 11, 1909. ^ 

CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, LrrTLE Arthur’s Road to Knowledge. 

(Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Mamvia, aged 11.) 

Little Arthur, Manmia ! 

Mamma. Yes, Arthur. 

L. A. Do you think I am enjoying this visit to the seaside ? 

Mamma. Wliat a funny question. I ’m sure you ought to 
he enjoying it. There are the sands, and the sea, and the 
downs. You ’ve got your spade for sand castles, and youi* 
net for shrimping ; and you can bathe every day and learn 
to swim ; and there ’s your kite. There are thousands of 
little boys who would give anything for such pleasures. And 
besides, you ’ve got Papa wuth you for a week. 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, that’s just it. 

Mamma. What ’s just what ? 

L. A. Papa> just— no, I mean I ’m wondering about Papa. 

Mamma. What are you wondering about him? 

L. A. I ’m wondering if he’ll make me enjoy myself. 

Mamma. Wliy, you silly little boy, of course he won’t 
make you enjoy yourself. Nobody can do that. But he’ll 
show you how to do it — help you, you know. You ought to 
be very grateful to him. 

L. A. So I would be, Mcunma, but 

Mamma.' But what? 

’ L: A . You spoke about sand-castles, Mamma, didn’t you ? 

Mamma, Yes, I did. Your aunts and I used to build 
sjdehdid ones when we were little girls, and when tlie tide 
came in we used to stiind on them. Little Canutes, your* 
gi-andfather used to call \is. Oh, yes, it was great fun. 

L. A. Well, Maimna, I started building one yesterday, and 
^ I thought I was getting on very well, but Papa said I was 
; doing it quite wrong, and he took the spade away from me 
, and went on piling it up and up and patting it ; and then he 
' kept sending me to collect sea-weed and stones to strengthen 
the walls, and when he ’d finished it it was time to go homo 
for lunch, and I hadn’t really done anything. 

Mamma. Oh, but you mustn’t grudge your father his little 
relaxation. Remember how hard he works. 

B. A. Yes, Mamma, I’ll try to. But hasn’t Papa got any 
amusements of his own ? Couldn’t he play golf, or make a 
speech ? 

Mavima. He came down here to get away from making 
speeches, and as to golf, he said he wouldn’t play during this 
one week, but devote liimself to us. There are not many 
boys who’ve got so unselfish a father. 

L. A. No, Mannna, I suppose not— but he isn’t teaching 
me to swim, you know. 

Mamma. Isn’t he? 

L. A. Oh, no. Yesterday and to-day he left me by the 
machine and went swinnning liimself, and when he "came 
back he held me up by my bathing-di-awers and said, Strike 
out now,” and when I struck out he said, That ’s all wrong. 
You ’ll never learn to swim like that,” and then he dipped me 
under twice and said, ‘‘There now, that’ll make a man of 
you,” and then we went back into the machine. 

Mamma. Well, perhaps it is a little difficult to learn 
swimming here, but you must keep on trying, Arthur. 

L. A. Yes, Mamma, I will if Papa will let me. And then 
there ’s the shrimping-net. 

Mamma. Wliat ’s the matter with that ? 

L. A. Oh, tjiere ’s nothing the matter with the ) 2 et, Mamma. 

Mamma. Al, what have you got to complain of, then? 

L.A. I’m not complaining, Mamma; I’m only teUiug 
you. 1 ’(1 just started shi*imping yesterday when Papa came 
up and took off his shoes and socks. He told me I wasn’t 
holding tlio net in the right way, and he took it away from 
me just to show me how to do it ; but I never got it back ; 
he went on doing it all the time. 

Mamma. AVell, your father caught all those shrimps we , 
had for tea yesterday. I ’nr sure that was very clever of him., j 
L. A. Oh, no, Maimiia. He only caught five small ones.' ^ 
He bought the rest for tlireepeiicc from a real shrimper. 

Mamma. But yOu told me you and he had caught all of ‘ 
them. j 

L. A. No, Mamma, I said we ’d got them all, and so we 
had. Papa arranged with me I was to say that so as to puU 
your leg a bit. , 

Mamma. Arthur, I wiR not have you using these vulgar i 
expressions. Your father would be extremely displeased if ’ 
he heard you. ; 

L. A. 1 don’t think lie would, Mamma, because lie used tliat ; 
expression h im self. 

Mamma. Well, I don’t think it ’s at all funny. 

L. A. Nor do I, Mamma ; but that ’s what Papa said. 1 

Mamma. And if he did, you’re only a little boy, and | 
you ’ve no right to repeat it. ^ i 

L. A. No, Mamma ; but the other day, when Papa said lie | 
had pulled Mrs. Nettlefold’s leg, you laughed. You seemed i 
to think it was funny then. 

Mamma. You’re quite mistaken; but we won’t discuss 
it any more. What were we talking about ? 

L. A. Papa and my enjoyment. 

Ma77ima. Well, I suppose you were able to fly your kite | 
yesterday after tea ? | 

L. A. Oh, no, I wasn’t. Papa came on the Downs with i 
me,' and after I ’d tried to get the kite up twice, he took hold : 
of the string and got it up himself. After that he wouldn’t i 
let me hold, the string at aU, because he said the kite was i 
too strong for me. * 

Mamma. Weil, why don’t you go out now, and catch 
shrimps or fly your kite ? Your father ’s out, so now ’s your j 
chance. 

L. A. Thank you for the suggestion, Mamma, but it ’s no • 
good. I 

Mamma. No good ? Why not ? 

L. A. Because when Papa went out he took the net and ' 
the kite with him. He said he ’d have a go with the kite ' 
first, and then he’d start shrimping when the tide was i 
further out. 

Mamma. Well, why didn t you go with him ? ! 

L. A. It wouldn’t have lieeii much fun for me, Mamma ; 
and besides, he said I might like to stop at home and talk to : 
you ; so I stayed. ! 

Mamma. Anyhow, you could go on the sands and build ' 
castles. 

• L. A. No, I couldn’t, Mamma, because Papa broke my | 
spade yesterday, just as he fiiiislied his castle. 

Mamina. Well, here’s sixpence to buy another. Run | 
away quick, and I ’ll join you later. i 

The Dog-Watch. ; 

Under tlie heading, “Is Liverpool Safe ?” The Daily Mail | 
recently gave an account of a test of the Mersey defences, i 
concluding with the reassming statement that “ up to a late | 
hour the many watchers had observed nothing likely to dis- i 
turb their slumbers.” This is your true dog’s watch. Not i 
long ago a high authority at the Admiralty informed us that 1 
we might “ sleep in our beds” without fear of being roused 
by an invasion; but we prefer the MaiVs advice, which j 
amounts to this : Keep awake, England ! Keep awake all ! 
the time, and then nothing is likely to disturb your slumbers, t 

Overlieard at a newand modestly advertised Anglo-American \ 
emporium not one hundred miles" from the Marble Arch ;; 

Young Wife: “Darling, let’s go; it’s stopped raining at ' 
last, and if we don’t get out of here soon we shall be tempted S 
into buying something.” 
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A NEW PAPER FOR BIPEDS. 

Dear Sir, — So much interest is taken 
nowadays in the four-footed domestic 
creation, their joys and sorrows, tliat it 
only seems fair that our feathered friends, 
the fowls, should have a turn. With 
this end in view I am bringing out a 
paper called The Dally Wattle ^ devoted 
to the needs and interests of the poultry 
world, and send you herewith a few 
cuttings from the first number, hoping 
thereby to arouse public interest in a 
mucli-needed journal : — 

Soeidl and General, 

Madame Anne de Lusiaii gave a de- 
lightful little afternoon party on Satur- 
day, at which Crew'so sang. Among 
othei-s present we noticed Mrs. Legge 
Horne, who looked charming in white, 
Mr. and Mrs. Bantam, and Mr. Orping- 
ton, of the Buffs, wdio escorted two of 
his charming sisters. 

I Mr, and Mrs. Dawking have gone to 
Leaden Hall for the season. 

Her many friends will be grieved to 
hear of the sad death of Miss Pullet, 
which occurred suddenly last Wednes- 
' day at Yew Tree Farm. She appeared 
to be in tlie best of health and spirits 
on the Tuesday, though her friends had 
noticed a decided tendency to evihori'point 
during the last few weeks, which, it is 
feared, may have contj-ibuted to her 
sudden seizure and early demise. 

Lord Barn d’Or is recovering from 
the somewhat severe injuries he sustained 
in his motor accident on the Brighton 
road last week. 

Tw^o eggs, old enough to know better, 
were caught poaching yesterday, and 
were served accordingly. 

The latest report is that feathers are | 
going out of fashion and very few will 
be vrorn this autumn. 

Blrilis: 

At “Ye Meste,” Henlej^ Mrs. Wyan 
! Dotte of eight sons and five daughters 
; (three addled). American papers, please 
copy. 

To-day's Arrangements. 

Moulting season commences. 

Hamburg Morning Concerts, 3.45 A.:\r. 

Egg-laying contest, 7 to 11.30 a.m. 

Mr, Cochin Cockerel’s Lecture at the 
Cackleston Hall. Subject: “x\re we 
Hen-pecked ? ” 2.30 p.m. 

Daily trips round the Calf and the 
. Chicken Light, 

, Small V/ants Column. 

Cast-off Feathers. — Mrs. Farmer at- 
tends at own roosts. Best prices given. 

To Let — A Select Midden. Established 
two years. Best straw and all improve- 
ments. Splendid crowing position , under 
good bedroom windows. — Apply Chan- 
ticleer, c/o Cox & Co., Featherstoiie 
'Buildings, E.C. 


For Sale— Good Crate, nearly new, or 
would exchange for Indian maize, or 
anything useful. — Address, Bmlnna, 
Fo. 702, Poultry, E.C. 

Forecast. 

Full crops are expected generally. 


The Whitchurch (Salop) Herald repro- 
duces the scores which were made, so it 
says, “by the Sluopshire tea in the 
China Cup competition at Bisley.’’ We 
know what China tea is like in a Shrop- 
shire cup, but this local product is a 
beverage which we have never had the 
curiosity to sample. 


The Protection of Scenery. 

According to The East Anglian Daily 
Times, a new speed provision (in the 
State of Connecticut) “makes anything 
over ten miles an hour reckless driving : 
(1) Whenever the driver’s Anew of the 
road or traffic is obstructed ; (2) when 
he is approaching a crossing or interest- 
ing highway/^ 

Commercial Candour. 

“ Stop and think for a moment Many people 
are all run down, tired out and hardly able to 

di*ag about — don’t know what ails them. ’s 

Wine of Cod Liver Extract, the great tissue 
builder, is the answer .” — TheClril ajid Military 
Gazette {Lahore). 




EUSTOX. 

Now, •vvlien the sportsman is flitting from market and Mammon, 
Now, when the courts, swept and garnished, stand silent 
and lone, 

Now, with her challenging grouse, and her sea-silver salmon, 
August, of mouutaius and memories, comes to her own ; 
W(mld yon gaze into the crystal, and see the long valleys, 
Braes of the North, and the rivers that wander between, 
C'rags with whose coating the tint of the ptannigau tallies ? 
Come up to Euston to-night about 7.15. 

Tliere, if you ’ve got to make shift with a fortnight at Margate, 
Humbly content with the codling you catch from the pier, 
j^Iaking the booth’s mere mechanical rabbit your target, 
There,— if your “heart’s in the highlands a-chasing the 
deer ” — 

Shall you slip past, all unchallenged, the magical wicket, 
Portal that opens at wall onto heather and streams ; 

No need to bother for berth or for booking of ticket, 

hen you would sojourn a space in the Kingdom of Dreams. 

Come, then, and stand on the platform, and see through the 
arches, 

Full of the evening that flushes the chimneys with light. 
Gold-burnished rails that run out to the pines and the larches, 
See the long corridor carnages busking for flight ; 

Board them in fancy, and then, when the twilight grows 
deeper, 

Speed througli the moon-mantled Midlands— by fell and 
by flrth, 

Wake with your tea, in the smootk-swiuging rush of the 
sleeper, 

Wlicn tlie white glamour of morning is pale over Perth. 


So, spite of luggage and crowds and of engines that w^histle, 
Over the riggings— in spirit — once more you ’ll descry, 

On to the perilous l)utts, where the- batteries bristle. 

Blotting the heather, the w’ell-driven coveys come by ; 
Bracken and blaeberry, murderous midges that bite you, 
Summits that stand to the sunset, tremendous and stark, — 
Come up to Euston, for lo,- it has dreams to requite you, ^ 

Till the last tail-light has twdnkled, and gone in the dark I 


AERY NOTHINGS. 

A RACE for Trans-Channel honours has been arranged be- 
tw'een Holbein and the latest War Office flier, the Solvitur 
Aivbidando. Among the conditions governing the match it 
is stipulated that the former shall be allowed no more than 
one brass band, two tugs, and enough beef essence to stave 
off starvation, while the aeroplane must carry Mr. G. K. 
Chesterton in an Inverness cloak fully charged with books 
of reference, and arrive with the engine and crew in situ, A 
thorouglily sporting event is thus assured. 

The annual fair held at Nijni Novgorod has been rendered 
noteworthy this year by the unexpected arrival of the Dulce 
Domum, in charge of Dr. Icarus Limn. This achievement 
undoubtedly marks the final conquest of the air, and w^e 
hasten to tender our congratulations to the intrepid aeronaut, j 
The jDuZee Do?ni6??i left Fulham last Saturday, having Wan- 
stead Marshes as its objective. In consequence, hovrever, of 
a sudden change in the direction and force of the wind an ; 
alteration in the programme wms decided upon, with the 
above happy result. The dauntless crew, on being told of 
their whereabouts, expressed no surprise, but accepted ivith 
eagerness the Governor’s invitation to dinner. • • • ‘ • r 
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GETTING INTO DEEP WATER. 

Master Winbtos {to Master Lloyd). ‘•LAI' INTO HIM, DAVID. nf.T'pc'p tt vfpy Tt\T'OM 

Papa Asquith. “STEADY ON. YOU YOUNG TERRORS; YOU ’RE MAKING IT \ERY UNCOM- 
FORTABLE FOR US IN HERE.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, August 2. 
— As tlie old adage liatli it, Every Major 
hasEis day. This is Anstruther-Gray’s. 
Question Paper testifies that for months 
he has devoted a massive martial mind 
to question of equipping British Anny 
with dirigibles. To experiment has con- 
tributed not only thought but personal 
adventure. Frequently at break of day 
policeman on beat has observed, floating 
over railed-in grass-plot, a strange con- 
trivance. At first supposed it was the 
mysterious balloon of which the air and 
men’s minds were recently full. On 
closer inspection recognised in sole 
occupier of mysterious machine the ten- 
ant of No. 9, Eaton Square, S.W. 

Of course there are peculiar difficulties 
in the way of the Major floating in the 
empyrean. You want a pretty strong 
motive power to fly off with nineteen 
stone at the rate of a mile a minute. 
The MLajor, accustomed from boyhood to i 
make the best of things, perceives in his 
height and girth advantages where others 
spy serious disabilities. 

“It simplifies matters,” he says. 
“You see, when I ’m aboard no ballast 
is required.” 

Which, when you come to think of it, 
is quite true. 

House in Committee on Civil Service 


Estimates. They 
include vote for 
£30,464 for grants 
in aid of scientific 
investigation. This 
looks innocent 
enough. Napoleon 
B. Hald.ane, coming 
to the front, gives 
away pious fraud. 

Lieut. SmcKXETON 
tells Mesibkr for 
Sark that when he 
was bringing home 
his ship from Ant- 
arctic Seas it sprang 
aleak. Being short- 
handed for such 
purposes, he offici- 
ally called the pump 
“ a scientific instru- 
ment,” and turned 
on the doctor and 
the naturalist to 
take a hand at it. 
They were shipped 
to look after scien- 
tific instruments, 
and here was one 
requiring their- 
earnest attention. 

Similarly this 
vote, though ap- 
pearing in Civil 
[ Service Estimates, 




Lieutenant Shackletoii should really attend an Anny Debate ni the 
House of Commons. He would certainly feel tempted to add to the 
collection of Penguin slides with which he now delights his audiences. 

(This one, for instance, would seem to be a War JVIinister “ taking 
the salute ” at a march-past of Antarctic Territorials.) 


“The oats supplied (to the Shropshire Yeomanry) were so light, 
you’d only to put your head in the manger and blow, Mr. Speaker, 
and the whole thing went— ph-h-h ! — like that i ” 

(Mr. Rowland Hunt.) 

nation. It appears that, if you go too 
high when scouting in a dirigible, 
intervening clouds prevent your taking 
observations. If you go too low, as 
BLvldane put it, “the position of the 
unfortunate aeroplanist who is sitting 
on a seat like that of a bicycle, with a 
battalion of marksmen below, is very 
disagreeable.” 

At this juncture all eyes turned on 
the Major, modestly occupying two seats 
behind Front Opposition Bench. In 
their mind’s eye. Members saw him 
partially acconmiodated on saddle 
suitable for rider of a bicycle, scud- 
ding low, regardless of the enemy, who, 
with rifles brought to shoulder, pointed 
skyw^ard as if they were rook-shooting. 

Business done , — ^Nineteenth and last 
day for Supply in Committee. At 
ten o’clock guillotine dragged in ; 
£59,000,090 sterling remained to be 
voted. Bang went the whole sum in 
next to no time at all. Could have 
been done even quicker, only some 
Members insisted on running up average 
of their attendance on divisions. Here 
was opportunity of adding five to the 
score. Utilised to the full. 

Tuesday . — During the naval review 
on Saturday public attention was concen- 
trated upon His Majesty, alert on the 
royal yacht, steaming slowly through 
Hie mighty avenues of battleships, proud 
in possession of a peerless armada. 


and being described 
as ‘‘ in aid of scien- 
tific investigation,” 
really belongs to 
Anny expenditure 
and represents sum 
available for experi- 
ments in aviation. 
Hence N. B. H.’s 
appearance on 
scene. Makes in- 
teresting statement 
on development of 
new arm of the 
Service. Apologises 
for asking for so 
small a sum; pro- 
mises to do better 
in futme. As it is, 
with assistance of 
Navy, there will be 
spent £78,000 this 
year on aeronautics. 
And all this largely, 
if not entirely, due 
to inspiration and 
encouragement of 
the Major. 

In an eloepent 
passage N, B. illus- 
trates the difficulty 
confronting the 
gallant ex -Hussar 
in course of his 
voluntary service to 
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'Mr, John T. Middlemore 
al&o there, heut on same mis- 
sion of reviewing fleet. For 
some time he has, with inelan- 
c liol y pers is t ence , marked 

the Admiralty as his own. 

His attention first called to 
subject by discovery of the 
utterly neglected condition of 
Birmingham. Within circle 
of twenty miles of that metro- 
polis of labour and Lilieral 
Unionism there is not a single 
first-class cruiser, much less 

a Dreadnought. If there are 

smaller ships assigned to the 

stat ion, t hey are subteiTaneo us C 

as distinct from submarine. 

Of that Mr. Middlemore knows ^ 

nothing. But before the Pro- ^ 

rogation he will pose Admiral 
McKenna with a question or 
two. 

Up to present date has been 
too closely engaged in convic*t- 
ing the Admiralty of neglect 
of our first indispensiible line t, 

of defence. Being, apart from 
naval affairs, a genial gentleman, he does 
not imply the guilt of wilful shortcoming 
or wanton cai'elessness. It is, as Dr. 
Johnson said in reply to the lady who 
asked how in his Dictionary he came 
to define pastern as the knee of a horse, 
“Ignorance, Madam, pure 
ignorance.” Happily the na- 
tion has the Member for North 
Birmingham in the crow’s 
nest, keeping a sharp look-out 
on naval administration. 

Muster of fleet at Spitlicad 
afforded opportunity for in- 
spection from fresh point of 
view. Scanning long line of 
battleships from window of 
dining saloon on tl;e L os- 
pi table Adriatic, his keen cul- 
tured eye discovered various 
defects to he noted bereafter 
through many successive ques- 
tion hours. 

John T. 

Middlemore, he 

S,iys they don’t know everything 
down in Judee — 

meaning at Whitehall. He ’ll 
instruct them. 

Began patriotic task to-day. 

On Report stage of vote for 
trifle exceeding twenty-two / 

millions for Navy service ^ 

smaller minds put forth minor 
; criticisms. Ashijiy wanted to 

; knoWjWliat about our stores X 

of guns and ammunition, of 
rum and milk? BRA:\isrH:)N 
protested against reduction of 
number of men in royal dock- 
yards. Prettman ’lamented 
what he called ‘Ahe falling 






THE King say on Monday?” 
Here Speaker interposed, 
reminding the noble Member 
that the name of the King 

^ North Birm’ngham loomed 

'Vrs ^ these minutiae' of criticism, 

these minnows of animadvei^r 
^ ^ ” sion. What Mr. Middlemore 

. ‘ wanted to know was, “ Do the 

“Baron Byles of Br^adford.” Government intend to build 

^Vhat did His Majesty the King say on Monday ? ” eight more Dreadnoughts next 

year r 

behind of the Government” in respect His timbers shivering with apprehen- 
of destroyers — as if they were being sion, Admiral McKenna affected indif- 
towed. Byles of Bradford, artistically ference to crushing blow, 
yawning, protested be was “tired of “Really,” he said, “it is impossible 
comparisons between one nation and for any Government to particularise in 
another.” “What did His Majesty August its programme for the following 

March.” 

Mr. Middlemore subsided. 
Sank, so to speak, like a sub- 
marine. Using the words in 
a Parliamentary sense there i 
remained visible above the ! 
. surface only the periscope in • 

f > J.i . ‘ shape of the apex of his head. 

,, ;• But he ’ll be up again to-mor- 

' ' torpedo ready 

' discharge at Treasury 

,, Bench. 

' '' Business done.— Su'p’ply ior 

the year finally voted. 


“ Baron Byles of BrxAdford.” 

What did His Majesty the King say on Monday ? ” 







k" — 





‘ Middlemore subsided. Sank like a submarine,’ 


More Triangular Cricket. 

“ Norfolk x\ Hert s.— This match 
was concluded at Chester-le-Street 
yesterday, Durham gaining an easy ! 
victory.’ Sporisma n . 

A Chance for Millionaires. 

‘ ‘ Folkeston E. — Superior board 
residence ; close sea ; mid-day 
dinner 25s .” — Daily Mail. 


An Englishman’s Son. 

“ Daily Companion required, tem- 
porarily, to take boy of four years 
to places of amusemeut' in Lon- 
don .” — The Timeo, 


The King of Spain {mis - 1 
quoting Tennyson): “It is the 
Little Riff that wants the loot.” 


1 - 



HIGH ART BILLOW STAIRS. 

No observant Londoner can bare failed 
to notice tbe wonderful progress on tbe 
decorative side of tbe Underground in 
tlie past few years. Anion gsl these 
subterranean titivations tbe instaba- 
tion of baskets of flowers at EaiTs 
Court Station bas attracted sympatbetic 
attention of late. But other and 
more striking cbanges are shortly 
about to emerge into the stage of 
acliievement. 

A charming innovation in the inte- 
rests of music -lovers is that wbicli 
Messrs. Smith and Willuto are shortly 
about to enforce on all the bookstall 
assistants in their service— viz., that in- 
stead of tbe mystic, word “ Poiine-e-e-r ” 
(i.e., paper) being caUed separately, it is 
to be chanted henceforth in two or three- 
part harmony. The assistants, moreover, 
when not occupied in attending to tbe 
wants of the passengers, will sing madri- 
gals, pai't-songs, and catches from a 
collection prepared by Sir Edclvr Speyer 
and Sir George Gibb. 

Another extremely considerate and 
desirable new departure is that by which 
all passengers, on reaching the platform, 
will he supplied gratis with roller skates, 
in case they have to wait for a train. A 


j special instructor will be told off to 
I watch each platform, and may be relied 
I on to rescue any novices who are in 
danger of skating on to the line. 

Another long-felt want will shortly be 
satisfied by the decision of the Company 
to attach a sleeping carriage to aU Circle 
trains, for the benefit of all those -who 
vcish to rest comfortably wdiile in the 
train, or, ns occasionally liai^ioeiis, spend 
several hours a day in going round 
and round the Underground. Light 
refreshments will also he served on the 
car, wdiich -will include a barber’s shop, 
a card room, a reading room, a hiniai'd 
room, an American bar, and a jig-saw^ 
puzzle parlour. 

But perhaps the most surprising 
development of all is the noble offer of 
Sir Hugo von Erkimer to paint the 
entire roof of the line between Baker 
Street and Portland Road in luminous 
paint, with frescos representing liis 
early struggles and ultimate triumph 
over the combined forces of jealousy 
and incompetence. The only difficulty 
about the scheme is that it naturally 
involves the removal of the roofs of all 
the carriages. But the directors are 
hopeful of discovering a vm media wdiieli 
will reconcile the claimis of high art 
until the comfort of the public. 


From a ^‘General Knowledge” Paper. 

Q. Who is Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, and what is his work V 
A. Mr. Lloyd-George. Hij work is 
to repair the Budget. 


According to The Fortnightly Rerieu*, 
F vxxY Burxey “ lived long enough . . . 
to receive Macaulay’s splendid panegyric 
after her death.” So few people manage 
to read their own obituary notices. It 
must be because they don’t live long 
enough. Methi'SEIAH had time to revise 
his for the second edition. 


The author of Golf Notes,” in The 
Globe, tells the story of a tiainp who 
claimed £5 for a bruise from a golf-ball. 
‘‘ But I called out ‘ Fore ! ’ ” said the 
golfer. “ Oh, did you ? ” said the tramp ; 

well, 1 11 take four.” But it was a pity 
to spoil the tale by heading it, ‘‘ This 
Week’s Story.” This Centmy’s Story ” 
would have been a safer title. 


IKixed Bathing. 

From the price-list of a Hand Laundry 
we extract the following : — 

Chiluken. 

About One Shilling per doz. which does not 
include Frocks and Petticoats.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

'‘The Best People,” 

The first week of August is perlxaps 
not the likeliest time for the start of a 
new play, and the atmosphere at Wynd- 
haiu’s on Thursday was of the sxdtriest. 
But a really excellent entertainment was 
2 )rovided for a most appreciative audience, 
which included several members of the 
2 )rofession bent on improving their hoh- 
days by the spectacle of other actors at 
work. The First Act, extraordinarily 
well done, sho\ved us a brace of couples 
engaged in executing a mutual exchange 
— the men in earnest as far as they 
knew how to be. ’ At times the comedy 
(which never descended to farce — 
not, at any rate, .in action) hovered on 
the verge of an adaptation 
from the French, both in the 
matter of situation (the old 
sclieme of a petit sou per, a 
surprise, and a concealment 
in an adjacent room) and 
also in the matter of the pro- 
prieties ; but always got safely 
away. 

Mr. Beexapd Shaw must not 
be jealous if I describe the 
l)lay as “immoral” in the 
sense that it deals with ques- 
tions of right and wrong in a 
spirit of irresiDonsible detach- 
ment. Nothing was supposed 
to matter much; tlie virtues 
and vices of the ..characters 
wei'O equally human ; the best 
of them was not blameless, 
and the W’orst ha'd redeeming 
qualities. Nobody was greatly 
concerned about the issue (it 
all came right in the end and 
is l)ound to -go wu'ong again 
within a month) ; our interest 
rather^ lay in the constant »surprise of 
diversions which always occurred just 
wdien the obvious course was indicated. 

Mr. Lonsdale s dialogue was most 
felijitous, and my only complaint is that 
we could never quite believe in the 
sincerity of the only character who really 
made a show of taking things seriously. 

The interpretation could scarcely have 
been improved, though, perhaps, tliat 
delightful actor, Kenneth Douglas, 
suffered a little from facial monotony, 
due in part to his eye-glass. Mr. 
Frederick Kerr, as usual, was made for 
his part, and his part for him. Miss 
Eva Moore w'as very intelligent and 
vivacious in the yiart of a clever woman ; 
and Miss Lettick Fairfax was almost 
(Mpially good in the 2)art of a stupid one. 
But nothing was better than !Mi*. Sugden’s 
perpuTnance in the First Act. 

lliero Avas a heavy-weight champion 
Avlio only appeared just in time to escape 
llie final curtain. I sliould have liked to 


make his better acquaintance, as he was 
obviously" a man of action and meant 
business. 

Mr. Lonsdale is not very happy wfitli 
his titles. A former play of his, The 
Early Worm, had nothing early about 
it; and, since the characters in his 
present play are certainly not " The Best 
People ’ ill point of morals, the title can 
only apply in a social sense, and there- 
fore required some sort of satire upon 
this designation of Society. But none 
was furnished, except in a single 
passage where the old peer requests his 
son not to raise his voice and so oblite- 
rate the sole remaining distinction 
between his class and the coimnon 
people. 

The evening opened with a revival of 
Mr. Eckersley’s bright and attractive 



THE GAY LIFE, 


Lord Enibicorth 
Lady Em worth 
Hon. Mrs. Bayle 
Hon. Gerald Baylo 


Mr. Frederick Kerr. 
Miss LettioB' Fairfax. 
Miss Eva Moore. ^ 
Ml*. Kenneth Douglas. 


curtain-raiser, A Boy's Proposal, which 
deserved a much better setting than it 
got. It is futile for the dialogue to invite 
attention to the luxury of her ladyship’s 
apartment, when the manager affords 
her nothing better than a garret. ' Miss 
Chevalier was pleasant and natural, 
Imt Mr. Daivson might have been less 
amateurish ; and I incline to think that 
the talents of that clever boy, Philip 
Tonge, have been a little overrated. 

- O.S. 

Suit an all-round Sportsman, 

Goodwood District. — One of tfliQ most 
clianiimg residences in the southern home 
counties is to he Ut. . . . Trout shooting for 
about a mile in a river intersectmg the Estate.” 
— Country Life. 

Atalanta again. 

“Mr. Richards had two daughters, Ethel 
Mary and (iwendoline Florence. To tlie former 
he left an annuity of £200 while she remained 
a sprinter .”— Wales Echo. 


ON A BIRMINGHAM PLATFORM. 

psfo, this has nothing to do with Mr. Asquith's 
threatened visit to the Headquarters of Tai ff 
Reform.] 

There were 87 intending thircl-chi.' s 
passengers— 85 ordinary people, one 
poor fool and myself. I despised the 
85 ordinary people, pitied the poor fool, 
and admired as much of myself as I 
could see in the mirror over the Auto- 
matic Weighing Machine. 

When the train came in looking hot 
and impat‘eiit, I had taken up a front 
position on the platform, intent on 
securing a corner seat at aU costs. The 
85 had also taken up front positions, 
possibly with the same intent, but the 
poor fool had got left weH in the rear, 
which finaUy convinced me that he was 
indeed the poorest of fools, or 
the most foolish of paupers. 

I did not get a corner seat, 
for I am not the sort of peisdn 
to push and fight. Moreover, 
there tvas only one corner seat 
' availa bl e, and theengine-driver 
told me that he should want 
that himself, when he had 
finished oiling the bearings. 
Still, in spite of my retiring 
nature, I was first into the 
train. I put my bag on my 
seat and went to lean out of 
the window, partly in order 
to make at least two o£ tlie 
brutal possessors of corner 
seats iincomfortable in their 
possession, and partly to watch 
with contempt the pliglit of 
the poor fool. 

Behind the mass of strug- 
gling humanity he was visib e, 
still silt’.ng upon a milk-can. 
He appeared to be lost in 
his foolish abstractions, and, 
though fi-om time to lime he did look at 
the train, the observations ^of his eye 
seenied to convey nothing to his mind. 
So, intimating to the occupants of my 
carriage with one glance that anyone 
trespassing on my place would be 
prosecuted with the utmost rigour of 
the law, I stepped forth to interfere. 

“Am I right in supposing,” I said to 
the poor fool, “ that you have a third- 
class ticket to London ? ” 

“I believe you are,” he answered with 
an absurdly happy smile. ■ 

“Then puU yourself together and 
come and get your seat.’’, 

“Hadn’t we better first get one for 
you,” he answered, to which I explained 
that I was able- to look after myself, and 
had done so particularly well on that 
occasion. 

Assuming that you are correct in 
saying that you have placed your hag 
on your seat,” he said, in the detached 
manner of one approaching an abstract 
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problem at bis leisure, “ does tbe matter 
necessarily end there? Have you 
noticed that there are ladies about? 
Supposing, when you got back, you 
found that your bag had fallen off yonr 
seat on to the rack, and that a lady was 
sitting on your seat, what then ? I can 
think of no remedy.” 

He was hopeless. ''All right,” I 
shouted at him, “go your own way. 
But it won’t be my fault if you get left 
behind.” 

“ I don’t feel that this is the sort of 
train to leave one behind,” he said. "If 
it does, I will try not to blame you.” 

My argument with the lady in my 
seat was full of good points, and should 
have been convincing. Women, how- 
ever, cannot argue, so I took my bag off 
the rack and stepped out of the carriage 
on to the toes of the poor fool, who had 
bestirred himself at last, and was siu*- 
rounded by an orderly crowd of officials. 
“Ah,” he whispered to me, "so you 
have lost your seat, have you ? I con- 
gratulate you, though I think it was 
more by luck than ]}y your own skill.” 
Then to the officials, " My friend is also 
in the same position. He, too, holds 
a third-class ticket to London, well- 
j printed, but not transferable, and he 
' also would be glad if you w’ould find 
him a seat.” 

"There are none,” said the Station- 
master briefly. 

“ You mean,” said the poor fool, “ that 
there are seats, but other people are 
already sitting on them,” and he started 
us all walking down the train to learn 
the views of the Guard upon the matter. 
Meeting that impatient individual, he 
dragged him into the discussion and 
brought the party to a standstill, without 
apparent purpose, in front of an empty 
first-class carriage. 

***** 

"I always feel,” said the poor fool, 
"that it is rude to hustle. For that 
reason I allow all the other passengers 
to get in before I do so. Moreover, I 
have no rooted objection to riding in a 
first-class carriage, if it is to oblige a 
railway company,” For my part 1 was 
searching for another looking-glass, in 
which to admire myself, but, though I 
found the glass, I could only see in it! 
the reflection of the poor fool, so I fell 
to admiring that instead. 


Our Pampered Curates. 

“‘Amateur Curating,’ by the Rev. F. G. 
Lambert, M.A. Instructions for the preparation, 
arrangement, and preseiwation of objects for tbe 
home museum ; case-making, labelling, protec- 
tion against insects, damp, ^c.” 

The Balhj News. 

“ Roast Maid req[uired for club.” 

The Daily Telegraph. 

What Club ? The Savage ” ? 
































PLAY THE GAME! 

“ Run and tetcu the ball, Dora darling, and Grandpa will bowl it again.” 

“<?R-iN’PA.^ THE M.\N AT THE WICKET NEVER FIELDS.” 


Alone in London. 

First Citizen. So The Merry Widow ‘s 
over at last. 

Second Citizen. 1 beg your pai'don. 

First Citizen, I was saying The Merry 
Widow ’s over at last. 

Second Citizen. Over -what? 

First Citizen. Over. Finished. Taken 
off. 

Second Citizen. What ineny widow ? 

First Citizen. Why, Tm Merry Widow, 
of course. The musical comedy. Did 
you never see it ? 

Second Citizen. Hot to my knowledge. 

First Citizen. Then you must he the 
only man in Lonelon that never saw it. 

Seco7id Citizen. The only man ? Ah, 
that explains something. I ’ve been 
suffering lately from a curious feeling of 
loneliness. 

The Budget and the Aristocracy. 

“Grand Fashionable Matinee, ►Saturday, at 
reduced prices. Empire Palace, Dublin.” 


The Mote and the Beam. 

“ One of the siunmonses gi’anted at Tottenham 
yesterday concerned a cat ; and a bright sub- 
editor promptly headed his paper’s report of 
the cabe ‘Tale of a Cat.’ However, it is no 
good repining ; the thing ’s done now. Smiling 
through our tears, we pass to other things.” — 
The Globe. 

Unfortunately higher up in the same 
excellent column — "By the Way” — 
come upon the following : — 

“Mr. Hall Caine has returned from Egypt, 
where he was greatly impressed by the large 
sails of the Nile boats,” 

But why is an old pun on tale — tall so 
much worse than an old pun on sale — 
sail 9 However, it ’s no good repining : 
the thing ’s done now. Smiling thi-ough 
our tears, we pass to other things. < 

“ Lady, having frequent week-ends, wishes to 
meet with i*elined home .” — The Lady. 

Will lady kindly say how frequently her 

eek-ends occxir? How many, say, to 
the lunar month ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Gierke,) 

'Mil. H. N. Dickinson lias written an extraordinarily clever 
study of tlie ^owtli of that form of mania which consists 
in a" fear of imaginary persecutors, and he has ^ chosen a 
millionaire with political amhitions as its victim. The 
romantic interest of Sir Guy and Lady Fannard (Heinemann) 
lies in the circumstance that the wife, who has married only 
position and in order to escape from the round of West 
Kensington parochial work, begins to fall in love with her 
husband at the very moment when his latent madness crops 
to the surface, and her struggle to conceal it, first from 
herself and then from the world, is very finely conceived. 
Later on, however, Mr. Dickinson has thought fit to describe 
the progress of lunacy from the view-point of Sir Guy 
himself, and there I do not “hold with” the author at all. 
The latter part of the book becomes a series of disjointed, 
purposeless actions which simply made my head swim, 
so that I felt inclined to hold the volume upside down or 
against the looking-glass to 
see if it made it any clearer. 

It is quite bad enough to 
watch a man going out of his 
mind, without knowing his 
subjective impressions while 
he does it. There are several 
well-drawn characters, besides 
Marion, the wife ; notably 
Julia, Lady Fannard, the 
hero’s mother ; and I was 
pleased to meet Keddy and 
Orchard Wilton again. Indeed, 

I should have been quite con- 
tent if only Mr. Dickinson had 
not confused the provinces of 
psychological and pathological 
interest. We don’t really 
want to know what the lights 
of the tiuin look like from 
HanweU. 


gaiety, and a considerate avoidance of Americanisms ; and, 
if she has the true mummer’s habit of attaching a 
grotesque importance to “the profession,” one may smile 
on so harmless a foible. It is perhaps a pity that she felt 
hound to eke out her expei’iences with a little plot and senti- 
ment. Her stolid New York broker, who eventually induces 
her to marry him and give up acting, is passable ; but the 
rest is rather poor stuff, and gets very washy by the end. 


People who buy The Actreb^b^ 

(Constable) in the hope of 
being pleasantly scandalised are doomed to bitter disappoint- 
ment, True, we are taken behind the scenes, hut there we 
inhale nothing worse than a healthy air of camaraderie, and 
the moral tone of the characters would satisfy the ceusorship 
of a Haery Lauder. As nobody would dare to invent such 
an atmosphere in stagehand, it is obvious, even without the 
publisher’s endorsement, that Louise Glosser Hale is giving 
her own experiences of the typical life of a decent American 
company. But she is surely drawing upon her gifts of 
imagination when she would try to persuade us that the play 
in which she takes the part of a half-bred squaw, a play 
written in American, and reeking with Wild West slang, 
carried London hy storm. American provincial humour may 
be good enough for Amei*ican audiences, hut there has never 
been any clamorous demand for it in English theatres. Iffiss 
Hale is more sympathetic than some of her coaintrymen in 
her estimate of English people, but the members of an 
American travelling company have not much chance of 
getting to know anything of London social life beyond the 
merest externals. Even there she is apt to get wrong, as 
when she supposes that the furnished apartments in Mayfair 
and Belgravia, where she searches for the simple accommoda- 
tion which she needs, are the resort of Society when it comes 
up for the London season. She writes with a spontaneous 


How does Frances Rarrod, alias Frances Forbes Robert- 
son, expect the business of our Empire to go forward, 
if I am kept up aU night reading her books ? By what right i 
. . . Bnt perhaps I had better tell you about The Wanton ] 
(G-reening). It appears that somewhere about the twelfth 
century the godlike warrior Osteric sent round to Count 
Budol'pFs castle to say that he wanted to marry the beautiful ’ 
and ambitious Cecilia, and would step round shortly. On 
his way up to the front-door he met pretty Cousin Beltis 
(with whom I had aheady been in love for some pages) and 
wished to goodness that he had never said anything about 
marrying Oeeilia. However, he went through with the 

business; and it was lucky 
for him that wicked Count 
Valdemer came along with the 
Pope’s decree and a s\vofd to 
annul the marriage. This, 
and a good deal more, is de- 
scribed in a spirit of bold 
anachiniiism ; but if the pres- 
ence of “using a big swear- 
word” in the dialogue was 
a possible absurdity, the 
absence of “ by my halidom ” 
was a positive relief. I for- 
gave, too, the numerous con- 
fidential digressions, which 
were generally out of place 
but often entertaining. 
Briefl.y, I enjoyed this lively 
tale of adventure and love, 
intri^e and caprice, and, if 
Osterie had failed her, I 
would willingly have married 
Cousin Beltis niji^self. 



HOW SHAKSPEIBE (left) WEOTE BACON (right). 


When a novelist of Mr. Robert Barr’s experience selects, 
as he does in Cardillac (Mills and Boon), a period such as 
that of Louis XIH., one does expect something thrilling. It 
is one of those periods in which the romancer may safely 
exceed the speed limit. Swashbucklers by the score, plotting 
prelates, rescued heroines, pohtical intrigues, interrupted 
duels, dare-deril escapades, secret staircases, jokes pointed 
with a rapier— there is no end to the material, and one looks 
for plenty of it. But Mr. Barr never really lets himself go, 
and it is disappointing to find that the whole book leads up 
to the consummation of one adventure which is scarcely 
important enough to fill a chapter. Moreover, when this 
adventure— the release of the Queen Mother— comes hurriedly 
to a rather tame climax, one closes the book with the inerit- 
able impression that the whole story is rather tame, too. 


From a notice in a Japanese Zoo : 

“ Those under the influence of liquors of mental reasons who seems 
in trouble the Order of the Garden could be refused.” 


“Tales I have told. Some True— Some by Tom E. Murray.”— “ T/je 
EnglishTnan'' (Calcutta). 

Thomas seems to have passed into a proverb in India. 
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•‘’E ain’t GOIN’ to wicket-keep, is ’e?” , , » r..ne’'. 

^'Yes. We always puts young Bill there when Jim’s bowling --’cos at can idb lei^'d tu:i pads. 


CHARIVARIA. 

The Hoime Secretary’s order that Bor- 
stal Prison shall henceforth be known 
as Borstal Institution has greatly en- 
couraged those persons who are desirous 
that Holloway shall l:)e converted into 

a comfortable Ladies’ Club. 

* * 

The Maxim guns used by some of the 
Territorials, we are told, are distinctly 
inferior to the latest Bulgarian models. 
This renders it all the more creditable 
to our Government to have pluckily sided 
against Bulgaria in the recent Near 
Eastern crisis. ^ 

* 

A certain amount of sympathy is being 
expressed for the Header of Plays now 
' that it has become known that he re- 
ceives only £1300 a year for his grue- 
' some job. ^ , 


Lady Tree has christened a baby 
lioness, which was born at the White 
City, “Gloria Budgetta.” We under- 
stand that the biggest growl which has 


ever proceeded from so small a lioness 
was heard as soon as her awful fate was •’ 
announced. Once more it is being 1 
asked : What Yvas the Society for^ the : 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals doing ? ; 

* 

Bog, -sve know, should not eat dog, 
but it seems that this happps some- 
times. A contemporary published, the 
other day, a photo of King hLt^OEL with 
one Danish boarhound at liis feet. This 
was entitled, “ The young King and his 

dogs ‘ Box ’ and ‘ Tagus.’ 

* * 

* 

The Woman in the Case is to be trans- 
ferred from the Garrick Theatre to the 
, New Theatre. We hope the case will 

J be securely packed. 

nr. nn 
* 

Barking District Council, it is an- 
nounced, possesses tw'o bath-chairs wdiich 
may be used free of cost on application 
■f to the clerk. Our watering places as a 
e rule show such a lack of enterpr^e in 
■- attracting visitors that we take on our 
s hat to plucky little Barking. 


The Japanese are reported to be de- 
voting much energy to the extension of 
their shark fisheries, ' and the sardine 
industry is said to be seriously alarmed; 
at the prospect of dangerous competition. 

^ 3|! 

One cannot lielp liking tlie burglar 
■who begged tlie magistrate to give bim 
only a skort sentence, tbe other clay, on 
tbe'sround tkat tkis was kis busy season. 

*** 

It is stated that two valuable statuettes, 
relics ol Pompeii, have been stolen from 
tbe bi-onzeroom in tbe National Museum 
at Naples. This is possibly an esaggera- j 
tion. They may merely have b«n taken 
as mementos by American admirers. 


Even attempts at revolution have their 
compensations. At Barcelona two daily 
papers and three weekly reviews have 
i been suppressed. 

*** 

Mr. Hall Caine’s latest exploit is to 
appear as an actor in a theatre at 
Douglas. He gets more and more like 
dear old Siivkspeare every day. 
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WHY THE BUDGET IS “POPULAR.” 

[Addressed to the Chancellor of the E\ciiequer hy a typical member 
ol‘ the class which coustitutes the vast majority of the electorate.] 

You ask me if your little Bill, 

Round which the ])ees of faction buzz, 

Causes my heart a happy thrill *? 

My answer is : “It does.” 

I like a thing that knocks the folks 

Who mote and l)loat and dance and dine, 

That takes the stuft* from out their pokes 
And puts it into mine. 

Yot that I care who pays my way ; 

Such wonies never make me fret ; 

I ’m always free, come whence it may, 

To pouch what I can get. 

The thought of charity I detest 
But mean to bear it like a man ; 

You tap the source, 1 11 do the rest 
And swallow all I can. 

And, though you chop and change your Bill 
From what was perfect at the start, 

In my opinion it is still 

A noble Work of Art. 

Whether the owner or the State 
Should pay the valuation fee 
May be a matter for debate 

But makes no odds to me. 

Baccy and sugar, tea and beer— 

That ’s all of mine your taxes touch ; 

A halfpenny there, a farthing here — 

It don’t amount to much. 

That ’s why I bless the lavish hand 
That lets me use for my defence 
A thumping Navy, built and manned 
At other men’s expense. 

Nor could I bring myself to blame 
A scheme that gives me, free as air, 

Schools, baths and pensions, just the same 
As if I ’d paid my share. 

So clear, indeed, its merits lie 
That, when you ask me if I view 
Your Budget with complacent eye, 

I ’ill bound to say, “I do.” 

I can’t requite, and you would flinch 
At all reward for service done, 

But, if you need me at a pinch, 

My heart is yours, for one. 

Yes, though I ’m sure that you would shove 
The hint of payment down my throat, 

I shan’t forget your proofs of love, 

Ayid you shall have my vote, 0. S. 


The New Star. 

* liobsou was bowled by a straight ball from Googly, llie bowler 
never attempting to play iV-- Edinburgh Emihig Dispatch. 

After all, that isn’t wdiat Googly was there for. 


What is the Right Age to Marry ? 

“ This question needs no Solomon or sage. 
For ail must marry at their inarri — age.” 

All rights protected. Author also protected. 


HOLIDAY RESORTS. 

I. — Billingsgate. 

This little old-world village has many attractions for those 
who prefer a quiet holiday to the more strenuous forms of 
recreation now in vogue. Situated on the hank of a wide 
river, strange to say it has not yet become spoiled by fashion 
nor devastated by the noisy tripper. Its inhabitants and 
their curious dialect will afford opportunity for much thong] it 
and speculation, while its exhilarating breezes must be per- 
sonally experienced to be appreciated at their fuU value. 
The staple industries are connected with fish, and one can 
well imagine how beautiful a sight it must be to see the 
boats return at twilight, while the wives and sweethearts of 
the gallant l 3 lu e-jersey ed and blue-languaged fishermen await 
them on the pier. All lovers of the picturesque should make 
a strong point of seeing Billingsgate. To find it easily, shut 
your eyes when nearing the bridge, and when the smell 
becomes strong enough to support your weight turn to the 
left. Another method is to buy a small scrap of litmus 
paper from a chemist, and carry it in the hand ; wdien it 
tui*ns pink you are there. 

II. — Clapha:m Junction. 

This healthy and bracing spot has been for many years 
the destination of thousands, and it is so well known that 
little that is fresh can be said in its praise. Situated charm- 
ingly on the South-Western line, with frequent trains also 
kinclly supplied by the L. B. & S. C. R., it is unequalled for 
beauty and refinement. Few people realise the true value of 
scenery as an educative force until they have visited Platform 
75 of “The Junction,” as it is affectionately termed by its 
patrons. The means of access are by a wooden pier which 
seems a mile-and-a-lialf long, but is in reality only about a 
mile, or by a wonderful subterranean gallery cut through 
tlie solid rock, and full of tlie finest chiaroscuro effects. 
Amusements are many and varied ; a favourite game with 
the children is hide-and-seek along the underground passages 
— a pastime in which their elders do not disdain to participate ; 
races are also frequently run along the pier and down the 
stairs, and the authorities encourage the sport by placing 
officials at tlie bottom whose amusing duty it is to slop 
competitors as they pass, if possible. In fact, for young and 
old at tliis season of the year a^ stay at so breezy and 
salubrious a spot can be heartily recommended. 

? III. — Piccadilly Circus. 

Opinions may differ as to the propriety of camping out on 
this historic piece of reclaimed meadow-land, but there can only 
be one verdict as to the benefits to be derived from a stay 
in the .vicinity. Unrivalled in its position, a quiet stroll round 
the district (taking c*are to keep to the paths and not to pick 
tlie flovrers) is full of interest, while those who are good 
walkers may penetrate to the surrounding open country 
without fear of straying far from some place of refreshment. 
Magnificent views can be obtained, price 6d. per packet of 
twelve assorted, and there are several shops where souvenirs 
of a more expensive character may be purcliased. Excur- 
sions can be made from tbe Criterion (an old coaching inn) 
to the Pop (a pretty little creeper-covered tea-house), return- 
ing via the Empire; this journey is often done on foot, but 
strangers will 1:)e well advised to hire one of the convey- 
ances which are provided. ^ The illuminations each night are 
on ^ a splendid scale, and if their stay is in any way dull 
visitors will only have themselves to blame. 


yiscount_ Churchill, Cliairman of the Great Western 
Railway, wishes it to he more widely known that the world’s 
record high jump (fishermen’s class) was performed by an 
inhabitant of ^the Cornish Riviera and not, as is generally 
supposed (on t.ie strength of a poster), by a native of Skegness. 
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the outcast. 


Am™, C« 0« “SATE ™D TO DE^.\UE?” 

to Hob,. “ONLY THIS-THAT FM 
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Pat. “It’s a qcare tiirade he ir.vs, lo be stke.” 

CiYhvfihi “I BEL WE THERE ’s GREAT MONEY IN TT, ANNYWAY. 

’s tkk th«.des .-.xHOtT blksk ok rraPose all tu.t the mostv is 


THE RIGHT AGE TO MARRY. 

GE1ST.ROUS CoNTRinUTIONS OF NomiSTS. 

The silly-secTson discussioii evoked by 
tke recent niomentons decision of an 
American lady atlilete sliows no sign of ] 
abatement. Indeed, we received 

letters on the subject from 950 female and 
800 male novelists, but as the contribu- 
tions bear such an extraordinary family 
resemblance we feel that the needs of the 
situation will be answered if we print 
three, adding a pithy and luminous 
epistle from Mr. Algernon Ashtok. 

giR^-_As one who is happy though at 
present unmarried, may I be permitted 
to point out that the locus classicus on 
this point is to be found in my novel, 
The Joys of Judas, in which the heroine, 
after attending a garden-party at 
ington House, is kidnapped hy the Duke 
of Vertigo and immured in a cellar in 
Arlington Street . The novel, which was 
published by Messrs. Odder and Odder, 
is now in its seventeenth large edition, 
and was the special favourite of the late 


Emperor of Russia, Mi\ Gu\dstone, and 
the Mahdi. Marie Scarlatti. 


giR _May I be permitted to quote, as 
bearing on the point at issue, the Avords 
of a famous general, a man of dauntless 
courage and stoical self-possession, in 
mv new novel (already in its thirtieth 
huge edition), The Bach of the Ai ah 
]\lind ? — 

‘■General Gray strove inanfiilly to 
repress Iris rage, but tbe blood was 
thunging and ruckling in bis cai-otid 
arterv, bis face was purple and the 
■wbit^ of bis eves were stricken pink. At 
last be could restrain bimself no longer 
and, seizing bis sobbing daughter by the 
right ear, be swung her off her feet with 
the scream of a wounded gorilla, adding 
in a tense whisper, ‘Dash it all, girl, 
don’t be a blithering idiot, but keep 
calm Uke me.’ ” (VoL U., p. 184. 4s. net, 
at all libraries and booksellers .) 

Alf Abel. 

gm _It is obviously impossible to lay 
down a hard-and-fast rule as to 'the 
But I may mention 


right age to marry. 


that after making a careful analysis of 
my own 59 novels I find that the 
average age at ■which my heroines 
entered the portals of St. George's, 
Hanover Square, is 21|. ^ 

May I quote the words of a distin- 
guished Vitth^ateur in my new novel, 
The Nicest Woman in Nice, as he 
deseril:>es the idtal partner?-- 

“ 0 women in our hours of joy 
Inclined to worry and annoy, 

When anguish makes the brow to ache 
You are a trump and no mistake. 

Yours faithfully, 

Wilhelm de Kot. 

Sir, — In Fielding's day heroines 
married at the age of sixteen or seven- 
teen. Mr. Rtdlr Haggard's famous 
character, Aycslta, was, if I mistake not, 
close upon 2,000 years of age when she 
contemplatecl matrimony for the last 
time. Surely it ought to be possible to 
strike a happy mean, and say that 
or 500 is the ideal age. 

Algernon Ashton. 
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HINTS FOR HOT HOLIDAYS. 

The object oE tliis article, other than the 
obvious one of filling up the page until 
YOU get to the paragraphs at the bottom, 
is to collect ill handy form such informa- 
tion as the liest authorities consider 
indispensable for the proper preserving 
of* life in these trying times of heat and 
holiday. (I don't icant to be alliterative : 
it just conies.) To do this it has been 
found necessary to bone many priceless 
ideas from the ha penny papers. Apolo- 
gies, however, are gladly offered — in the 
first place, to the editors of these con- 
temporaries, and secondly (and more 
diffidently) to the readers of this com- 
pendium ; it seems hard lines that they 
should have to have it all over again. 
There can be no doubt, though, that 
everything in this article is essential to 
their ivell-bsing, and that I have omitted 
nothing which I could possibly get in. 
Readers, therefore, should cut this page 
out and suspend it by a string fi-om the 
chandelier, so that it may always be 
before them. When they are thoroughly 
sick of it they should paint it lightly 
with treacle, and then the Hies will come 
and read it, too." ' * - . 

Now I ’m going to begin. 

What to Wear. 

Quite apart from Mi*. Rfjiford, there is 
one great difficulty about clothing your- 
self suitably in this weather; namely, 
that the more clothes you put on' to keep 
the heat out the more heat (somehow) 
you keep. in. For this reason it is 
genei*ally ^ agreed now that, the lighter 
your clothes are, the better. In the case 
of both men and women it has been 
! found ^j)ossibJe to reduce the weight of 
the wardrobe to the merest trifle. j 

Mans Dress. 

1 gold-beater’s skin suit . . 1 oz. 

1 asbestos shirt front . . . 2 dr. 

1 diamond tie pin .... 2 dr. 

1 pr.' open-work aliuniiiiiim 

socks 1 dr. 

1 pr. sandals i 1 oz, 

1 india-rubber collar , . . 1 oz. 

Total . 3 oz. 5 dr. 

The idea of the diamond pin is to 
fix'us aR the rays of the sun upon your 
chest, which is of course rendered im- 
mune by the asbestos Richard. Should 
you, however, fall into the sea (I shall 
refer to this more fully later on) the 
india-rubber cjllar will be found both 
helpful and stimulating. 

Woman's Dress. 

Thoiigli the feminine wardrobe comes 
well within the province of this article, 
it hardly comes within that of this 
paper. But I am told it works out as ■ 
follows : 1 

1 muslin fiock . . . 1 oz. 

Et-csetera 2 oz. 

Hat .... 12 lb?. 13 oz. 

Total . 13 lbs. Ooz. 

WiLVT TO Eat. 

Let us (says a well-known vegetarian 
Harley Street specialist), let us (says he) 
consider a typical winter breakfast, such 
as was suitable three weeks ago ; what 
do we find ? 

Pomdge . . . Hot. 

Fish .... Beastly hot. 

Eggs .... Help ! 

Marmalade . . Heating. 

How much more suitable is the foRow- 
ing : - ‘ ^ 

Canary seed TitiRates the diges- 

tive, duct. 

FiReted beetroot Smartens up the ner- 
vous system, re- 
moves moth, pre- 
vents baldness 
and makes cycl- 
ing a pleasure to 
hundreds. 

Breadcrumbs Invaluable for 

black-and-white 
artists. 

Grouse Recipes. 

(I thought you ’d Rke these now.) 

, “ Grouse Melba — ^Take grouse, re- 
move the works, insert ice, and eat with 
spoon. 

“Potage de grouse”: — Borrow grouse, 
rinse • in warm water, return, and serve 
results with squares of toast. , ' 

“ Pressed Grouse.” — Bone grouse ; 
stretch and press, taking care that the 
crease is down the front of the leg ; 
place on sideboard, and say to your' 
friends, “ Lot of trouble that bird gave 
me. Stalked it for twenty miles up 
stream, and then it winded" me, and I 
had to give it both barrels.” 

You will notice that aR these recipes 
necessitate the use of a grouse. So 
exacting arc the dictates of fashion. 

■ " How TO Bathe. 

Ride I. — ^Before striking out, make 
sure that you^ reaRy have arrived at the 
seaside. It is no good starting the 
overhand stroke when your excursion 
train is stiR waiting at Balham. In the 
case of Southend — but all the jokes 
about Southend were made last month. 

Rule II. — The small jeRyfish with 
the mauve insides don't sting. If they 
do, then it shows they know nothing 
about natural history, and to a certain 
extent you have the laugh of them. 

Rule are putting down 

these Rules just as they occur to us — 
there is no necessity for you to observe 
any particular order).- Should you, when 
swimming at one of our Southern 
resorts, mistake the way back and 

arrive inadvertently at France, say to 
the first man you meet, ‘‘ Pardon, mon- 
sieur, mais je suis arrive. Proxime! 
accessit. Nisi prius,” and explain to 
him how it is that you have no hat. He 
will see by this that you are determined 
to stand no nonsenee, and he wiU indicate 
the route to England. 

Ride IV. — Before taking off from the 
top of the cliff ascertain the state of 
the tide. It does not follow that because, - 
according to the London press, it is high 
water at London Bridge it will be high 
water immediately beneath you. Many 
an accident has been caused by for- 
getting this. ” 

Rule V. — Bathing only makes you 
hotter, you' know. 

What to Talk About. 

The sole topic of conversation in bus, 
tram, tube, monoplane; biplane, Salisbury 
Plain, club' and Carmelite House is ‘‘ What 
is the Right Age to Marry V ” Some eay 
‘"Now,” and some say ‘‘Never,” and 
some say, “ Well, it depends.” If you 
cannot consult a lawn-tennis champion 
on the subject you should join the first 
group you observe in conversation on 
tlie beach. They are sure to be talking 
about it, and a copy of The Daily Mail 
is considered sufficient introduction at 
the seaside. Just go xip and say, “ Well, 

I think twenty-three,” and ask them all 
back to lunch. 

Another enduring topic is the Heat 
W ave. The thermometer has now reached 
the incredible figure of in the shade, 

or, 128° if, you have to cross the road for 
an evening paper. You may, therefore, 
safely say to your neighbour, “Well, is 
this hot enough for you ? ” — implying 
that it is 'all his fault we are having a 
heat wave at all, and that but for him 
we should still be enjoying the cool 
breezes and refreshing showers of three 
weeks ago. If he dares to say “No,” 
you will be left trying to imagine what 
on earth it wiR be like when the thermo- 
meter stands at 87°, 

What to Read. 

Articles like this. There will be txvo 
more next week, if the sun keeps on. 

A. A. M. 

Nicknames of tke G-reat— I. 

*‘Tlie high road will take him to OonisHoii 
Lake, where he may explore the village of that 
name, with its relies aiicl memories of Knskin, 
the hoary-headed giant known as ‘ Coniston Old 
Man.’ Queen. ' 

Sporting Notions. 

“ The glorious twelfth is a red-letter day in 
the affluent sportsman’s calendar, and Liverpool 
can boast of not a few crack ‘ guns ’ noted for 
their skill in decimating pheasant preserves.” 

Liverpool Daily Post 

One hit in ten chances ! Liverpool’s 
“crack guns” should do better than 
this ill the present close season before 
tlie young pheasants get strong on the 
wing. 
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BLANCHE’S LETTERS. 


Bi'oadlands. 

De.vrest Daphne, --I’m u happy little 
Avonian ! I ’ve got the Centralians here ! 
— actually ! — and that wonderful Captain 
Findlay who discovered them — and a 
houseful of people to meet them. You 've 
heard all about them, of course?— how 
Captain Findlay got to the very middle 
of Australia, Avhero no one ’s ever been 
l}efore, and found the Centralians, as 
he ’s called them, ' living there, where 
nobody thought anybody eoidd live, for 
there’s no water to drink — though, as 
far as that gcTes, lots of people here in 
England manage not only to live, Imt 
to do themselves awfully well without 
ever drinking any water ! 

The Centralians are the siceetest crea- 
tures ! About four feet high and copper 
coloured, with faces like those old- 
fashioned door-knockers. Their diess 
is something in the Salome style ; and 
they ’re the only race knoica who don’t 
seem to have anything that can ] 3 e 
called a language: isn’t it delicious? 
(Norty says they could do with some of 
them in Parliament 1) 

The party consists of the Chief, whose 
name smns to be Kajjparapparoo, Ids 
little wife {her^ name, as far as we can 
make out, is Gig said as many times as 
you Ve the ])reath), the Centralian Prime 
Minister, and some members of the 
Cabinet. They don’t care to live in 
houses, and have no use for furniture, 
so some of the stalDles have been given 
up to them. I wanted them to dine 
with us every evening, hut Captain 
Findlay says it’s best not, as they eat 
their meat raw, and generally light while 
they’re eating it. They always dance 
for us after dinner, however— war-dances, 
love-dances, friendship-dances, and all 
that sort of thing. W e ’re all immensely 
gone on their dances, and are practising 
them ourselves. 

Professor Dimsdale is here to study 
them. As a mental philosopher, lie 
takes an enormous interest in them. He 
particularly wanted to lind out whether 
they’d any of w'hat hecalls ideas,” 

meaning things we know without being 
told. 1 don’t know what he did to tlieni 

fiiul out, hut the Centralian Prime 
Minister threw a native weapon at him 
and hurt liim very much. Wasn't it 
unfortunate? The poor, dear Professor 
I had quite a head for the rest of the day. 

I can’t say whetlier this unlucky little 
incident proved that they had or hadn't 
''a prion ideas”— I thought it best not 
to ask the Professor just yet. 

Oh, my dearest and best, I must tell 
you a perfectly lovely story of Josiah ! 
bo many of the houses for miles round 
want to meet them, that I said I should 
gije a big garden-party, a fke cliam- 
petre, m fact, for the Centralians. 


“Where’s the good of giving a fete 
eliampkre for tliem?” said the head of 
the film. “The little savages don’t 
drink wine." He ’s most awfully grunty 
about them altogether. “ You have these 
ugly little brutes here and make much 
of them,” he said, “ and yet you won’t 
have the Tomlinsons.” (That’s the 
planter man and his wife that J. laiew 
out ill San Bangador.) “My dear man,” 
I said, “can’t you see how immensely 
c/iie- the Centralians are, and 'what a 
draw they are ! Just look at the moun- 
tain of letters my secky has to Avade 
through every day from people simply 
begging me to have them and put them 
up anywhere, so that they may meet the 
Centralians.” 

“ I don’t care,” he said. “ The Tom- 
linsons were very kind to me out in San 
Bangador. What’s the matter wdth 
them?" I’m sure Tomhnsoii’s a most 
respectable man, and his wife ’s quite a 
lady!" 

"'En v' la assez, mon ami ! ” I told him, 
when , I could speak for laughing. 

Y'ou.’ve sized them up exactly.” (I ’ve 
left, off trying to revise his vocah, and 
he ’s really more amusing au naturel.) 

That night at dinner I fairly brought 
down the house by saying, “ I put it to 
you all whether you ’d care to meet some 
tea-and-cofiee people named Tomlinson. 
I have it on -good authority that he ’s ‘ a 
most respectable man,’ and she's ‘ quite 
a lady ! ’ ” My dear, you never heard such 
a shout of laughter ! But Josiah got so 
glumpy that I liad to smooth him down 
later and say he could have the tea-and- 
cofice people to stay, if' he liked, after 
I ’ve gone to the Clackmannans in Scot- 
land. That wouldn’t do, however. “They 
want to meet you aiid the other fine 
people,” said Josiah. “‘Mlu -Tomlinson 
admires you very much.” 

Poor little me! Wfiat have I done 
that I should be admired by a tea-and- 
colfee woman? If it had been her 
husband, now, it wouldn’t have been 
quite so absurd I 

I suppose I ‘11 have to give in. What- 
ever else Josiah may be, he ’s quite 
decent^ about money, and it ’s his birth- 
day tliis month, when he always gives 
me a present. 

Do you go in for motor-kiting, my 
dearest? We do. My motor-kite gym- 
khana last week was a huge 'Success. 
The only little hitch in motor-kiting is 
tliat the kites don’t always fall in one’s 
own grounds, and when big, heavy 
kites fan on people in roads and fields 
and places they get so humpy about it. 
In one of our long-distance races a big 
kite, quite a young aeroplane, fell on a 
fanner-person, who was ploughing or 
reaping or some occupation of that sort, 
land stunned him. He says his brain’s 
injured, and that he’ll “have the law 
of us.” 


People are telling un petit conte pour j 
rive about Fluffy Thistledown at Cowes.,.} 
She was there for regatta week with her , \ 
yachts Frolic, and one moonlit midnight 
when they were winding up the evening 
with a game of Hindman’s huff on deck, . 
Fluffy was idiot enough to fall over- , 
board. A sailor-man belonging to the 
yacht plunged in and rescued her, and 
the story ought to end there— hut it j 
doesn’t. The sailor-man has long had j 
an ambition to possess one of the j 
Humane Society’s medals, and now he ' 
sees his way to it and -wants it applied |] 
for. Of course the whole affair would i 
get into the papers in that case, which i 
wouldn’t suit Fluffy at all, because — I 
well, it was rather a frisky party, several I 
of the people being supposed to he some- | 
where else, and there were one or two 
that Lord Thistledo-vvn (who ’s a hit old- 
fashioned) had positively forbidden her 
to know ! 

Moral : If you want to keep a yacht- 
ing party snug, don’t fall overboard. 
Norty’s so absurd, he says the sailor- 
man was very forward and interfering, 
and that Fluffy wasn’t in any danger, 
for she ’s not heavy enough to sink. - j 
Ever thine, Blanche. ] 

P.S. I must get rid of the Centralians ^ 
at once. Sweet Pompom and the little ' 
Antarctic spaniel have only just been j 
saved in time. Thosi dreadful little ! 
wretches were making preparations to ’ 
eat both my darlings! 


THE ANNUAL INTERVIEW. |j 

Olr motto,” said Mr. Salisbury Drake, | 
“ has been simply this : — ‘ Surpass Y'our- j 
self.’ Each of us, Mr. Arthur Collins, I 
Mr. Henry Hauilton and I, has it over , 
our desk. It is better ev’en than ‘ Know 
Thyself.’ If you are true to it you can- 
not go wrong,” 

“And have you surpassed .your- 
selves ? ” I asked. 

“Of course,” said tho genial and 
popiilar playwriglit. “ Here is, the MS. 

It will take London by storm.” 

“ What,” I asked, “ is the line ? ” 

“ The line ? ” said lie. “It is every line. 
Drury Lane ^ can’t be confined to one 
line. The mission of the autumn drama 
is to summarise life and Society. All 
the tendencies of the dav meet in onr 
play.” ^ ^ ; 

“ And virtue is triumphant ? ” 

“ Obviously,” said Mr. Drake. 

“WLat^ is the principal scene ? ” if; 
asked again. , | 

“ The principal scene I ” exclaimed j ' 
Ml. Drake, aghast. “ We have five ' 
principal scenes. Five 1 ” ^ 

“ And what, then,” I inquired, “ is the ' 
first of them? ” I ‘ 

“ The first,” said Mr, Drake, consultr ^ 
ing his MS., “ is the Channel. Between, 
Dover and Calais. A masterly piece of,',.! 
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Lady X. (whose husband has the worst shooliny oi Yorkshire). '‘Well, cam’t you squeeise 
IN A Friday to Tuesday ? Just a couple of days on the moor ? ” 

Ossy D'Areij. “ Sorry, can’t possibly leave London. Big scheme on at the War Office. 
We’re crossing carrier pigeons with parrots —hoping to get verbal messages through.” 


stage illusion. Tlie liero, liaving lost 
liis money, becomes a Channel swimmer. 
He is nearly across when a buzzing is 
heard, aiid behold above him appears 
the villain in a bi-plane, and as he 
passes' he drops a brick on the hero and 
disables him. The other characters 
follow in a steamer.’’ 

'‘Good!” I said. “And principal 
scene TI. ? ” 

“ That,” said Mr. Drake, “ represents 
the Lawn at Ascot.” 

“ Kot very novel ? ” I suggested. 

“ No,” said Mi\ Drake, “ not on paper. 
But in fact ! My dear sir, do yon know 
that we not only have real horses and 
real jockeys, but real divorcees. Ten of 
the most popular and beautiful divorcees 
in London Society are to appear nightly. 
The hero, having acquired a new fortune, 
has become a punter. The villain, dis- 
guised as a bookmaker, puUs wires to 
ruin him again.” 

“And principal scene HI.? ” 

“ More realism,” said Mr. Drake. “The 
South Pole. The hero has joined Lieu- 
tenant Shackleton, and is seen eating a 
pony under the shadow of the Pole. 
Victory 1 At this moment a polar 
bear, which has been approaching him 
stealthily, throws ofF his mask, and is 
revealed as the villain. A terrible 
struggle ensues, and the hero escapes 
only l}y climbing the Pole.” 

“Admirable!” I cried. “And the 
next ? ” 

“ Ah ! ” said Mr. Drake, “ here we 
return to the gay life again. The 
Horse Show. The higli jumping in 
progress. All the winners at the recent 
show are coming. It will be a most 
effective scene ; no one need ever go to 
Olympia again.” 

“ But how does the drama progress?” 

“There will be a few words at the 
jjeginning of this scene. The hero is a 
competitor, the viUain is disguised as an 
I attendant and he frightens the horse. 

I The hero is thrown.” 

“Is that easy to manage ? ” I asked. 

“Not easy, of course, but possible. 
An admirably trained horse. A feather- 
bed on the stage.” 

“Yes?” I said. 

“The accident,” Mi*. Drake resumed, 
i “ brings us to the last Scene of all — 
another triumph of realism, but of a 
different kind. The operating theatre in 
a hospital. The hero has to undergo tre- 
panning. The students are all there, 
laughing and joking. The wounded man 
is carried in. The anaesthetic is applied. 
The' surgeons operate. It is most thrilling. 
Can he recover ? It is all touch and go. 
Unless, says the doctor, he comes to in 
five minutes, he must die. The doors 
open and all his friends enter, the 
heroine, the comic men, the villain — aU. 
The minutes go by. All watches are 
ta'Jcen out. One. Two. Three. He 


does not move. The suspense is terrible. 
Four. No movement. And then he 
moves! Intense rapture. The heroine 
falls on his body. The villain coimnits 
suicide. Virtue tiiiunphant once more ! 
There’s drama for you 1 ” 

“ There is, indeed,” said I. 


“ During the existing sjjell of tropical lieat, 
sunny seas and inglenooks have a more musical 
and attractive sound than the hustle of the race- 
course,” — Daily Telegraph. 

At the moment "of writing we are dead 
against inglenooks. 


“ A remarkable incident occurred at a cricket 
match at Nash, Bucks. Mr. Fred Wesley hit 
the hall, and in its course it struck a man who 
was asleep on the nose without awakening him. 
The hall afterwards travelled to the boundaiy.” 
^Glasgow Evening Xcw^. 

Our first object in reproducing this 
paragraph is to call attention in a general 
way to the dangers of sleeping on the 
nose. Our next to point out that the 
bah “afterguards” travelled to the 
boundary, which seems to show that 
the sleeper was either a fieldsman or 
an umpire. It must have heen a very 
dull match. 


THE JOYS OF REJECTION. 

liEFi^sED ! All me, before I took the header, 

AVluit desperation dangled on that word ! 

The one thing doubtful (if I could not wed her) 

What kind of suicide was least absurd ; 

Wan were my features as a chunk of Cheddar 
Ere it occurred. 

And now it seems the blow was not so blasting, 

The impidse to expire has been subdued, 

The stern resolve to fade away by fasting 
Has somehow vanished, and, when breakfast ’s 
brewed, 

I still sit up (the guise of anguish casting) 

Alii take some food. 

Nay, there are consolations ; love ’s a trammel 
That woefully impedes the cardiac pump ; 

But grief is like a pendant of enamel, 

A thing of beauty, an eternal trumx> — 

(I should not marvel if the Bactrian camel 
Boasts of liis hump). 

*Tis no small victory that men should rank you 
As one whose heart contains a bleeding sore, 

Whose soul is swathed in cypresses and dank yew, 
Dead to romance and deeming it a bore ; 

Who murmurs, ‘‘ Not for me, dear boy, I thank you ; 
Been there before.*’ 


Sweet also is the way tliat damsels cluster 
^ About the l£ero of a high despair, 

Whose bosom braved' the amatory fluster 
And -might with due expenditure of care - 
(However hard it may have come a buster) 

Be ^vortli repair. 

This is the most sublime of sorrow's cbanccs.; 

This is their meaning when the poets sing : — 

“ ’Tis better to have grieved for vain advances 
Than never to have known the Love-god’s sting” ; 
To cure a life-long woe is what entrances 
The next young thing. 


“Large portaMe poultry house ; suit football —Li oerpool Echo.\ 
If you think vre are going to lower ourselves by saying any-: 
thing about “ fouls ” you are quite mistaken. 


“ Take a couple of hours’ good exercise every day. It is sufficient for 
the man whose muscles are not altogether in trim. The rest of the time 
he can he drinking in the good seaside or country' air .” — Daily Mail. 

The reader is warned not to pause after the word “drinking.” 


“ Captain Bogers shot a pariah in the gardens of the Terrace a few : 
day's ago and was destroyed in the bazaar the following morning.” — ' * 
The Pioneer. 

The S.P.C.A. appears to lose no time out in India. 





A 


tiM 


M 






(nriiiiiii 












K ■ *■* 




iW 




. ffe' 








CARBIAGE PAID. 


CiTOYEN Geoege (to Condemned Aristocrats en 

EVERY CONCESSION THAT MAY SUIT YOUR CONVENIENCE. THERE WILL, THEREFORE, BE 
NO CHARGE FOR THE TUMBRIL.” =——=== 
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A FEW OF m. ASQUITH’S DISGUISES. 

It seems inhuman to give him away, but these abe some of the methods by which the premier conthives to elude the vigilance 

OF THE SuFFRVGETTE “PICKETS” AT THE GATES OF Sf. STEPHEN’S. 


House of Commons, Alonday, August 9. 
— ^It was N. Bokaparte BLvldane who first 
mentioned half-and-half. 

Reference made in enticing chcuin- 
stances. After brief interval. House 
back in Committee on Budget Bill. 
Seem to remember many weeks aheady 
devoted to pleasant task. Occasionally 
sat up with Bill all night as if it were 
a fractious infant. Take up Paper to 
make cheering discovery that there are 
more amendments set down on it than 
there were when work first began. 
Interesting this as feat of legerdemain. 
In actual circumstances alarming. If 
process continues we shall about Octo- 
ber 1 find ourselves faced with a few 
score more amendments than were 
tabled on May 1. 

Since Bill last in Committee someone 
in Unionist camp has run up white fiag 
in token of surrender. Incident led to 
angry resentment. So far from contem- 
plating retreat, Opposition is resolved 
that the fight shall be carried on with 
aggravated energy. This partly accounts 
for increase in number of amendments ; 
also for added touch of fierceness on 
countenances of group behind Front 
Bench. Mr. Emmott scarcely settled in 


Chair when motion nmde to report pro- 
gress. Tliis an extra in addition to 
amendments on Paper. Served to pass 
a couple of hours ; involved four divi- 
sions which accounted for a minimum 
of forty minutes. 

Came about thus Dr. Fell, en- 
deavouring to combat vague dislike 
for his personality, moved to postpone 
certain clause for ten years, Talkee- 
talkee by the yard. Perfoniiance be- 
ginning to pall, Bob Cecil moved to 
report progress. (Mem., none had been 
made.) Talkee-talkee for another half- 
hour. Attorxey-Gexer \l moved Closure. 
Division. Committee now divided on 
motion to report progress. Defeated by 
majority of 99. Up gets Mr. Hope, 
radiant*^ vrith Faith and Charity ; pro- 
poses amendment on Dr. Fell’s 
amendment. Lloyd - George promptly 
moves Closure. Division. At long last 
Fell’s amendment is divided upon and 
rejected by 189 votes to 93. Aggregate 
figures ama7ing. Not forty Members 
have on the average been present during 
speech-making. 

Drawing on to 11 o’clock when Xapo- 
LE02T B. Hald.\ne brought in the half-and- 
half. Whittaker, authority on these 


matters, tells me half-and-half, a liquid 
refi*eshment popular in sultry weather 
especially if boldly treated with ice, is 
compact of equal quantities of beer and 
stout. SeC'Retary for War delicately 
introduced it in form of allegoiy. Ques- 
tion pressed as to what would be propor- 
tionate yields of taxes on undeveloped 
land and taxes on minerals. 

‘‘Half-and-half,” said N. B. H., with 
subtle suggestion that he was obeying 
the injunction to “ give your orders 
whilst the waiter ’s in the room.” 

Prixce xVrthur so charmed with idea 
that, speaking later, he defined half-and- 
half as “ one of those happy coincidences 
on which those who advise the Govern- 
ment should be congratulated.” 

“ Xever heard it called by that name 
liefore,” said Frederick Banbury, smack- 
ing dry lips. “ But, as the fanner said, 
liaving sipped at his landlord's expense 
a liqueur glass of Benedictine, ‘ I ’ll take 
some of it in a inoog.’ ” 

Business doue.— Back to the Budget 
Bill. Great sweeping out of amend- 
ments. 

TuesiZaiy.-” Adjourning at five minutes 
past six this morning, House met again 
at a quarter to thi-ee this aftenicon. 
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“nc^or^tsWe s togirbet^reen the time of his up- in shy smile. Expected outburst of 

site T«h.e of undeveloped hud as topic getting and the laying doum of his head applause from gentlemen opposite. Not 
of debate and this nio-ht the sultriest on an untaxed pillmv. _ quite suie that, ci eating pi ecedent, 

of a coy kimmer, dulness deepened to That by the way- It ’s all in the PniNOE Aethde and Walter Lorn might 
Stiunte chasm of depression. day’s work and must be cheerily met. not cross ovct, raise him shoulder high 

'FEMyiCK didn’t luind sitting up for What depresses the Premier on this and carey him round, whilst Bob Cecil 
his cmintn-’a good. But no use trying to fair suimner morning is reflection on sang solo, “For he s a jollpood fellow, 
snatch a quarter of an hour’s sleep as the lack of gratitude in mankind the rpk- and -file ot the Opposition 
-. 1 , ,i;i u;., .,r.r,voc:cofl l,v 'Pile Budget Bill, as intioduced and insisting in clioriis that So say aU 






SrHuX of aah;;:^ de;p%^ the' lack of gratitude in mankind the ipk- and -file of the Opposition 

others dicl. His mind oppressed by The Budget BiU, as inti-oduced and insisting in clioriis that So say aU 

news from Wylam. Seems, accord- as dealt with in Cominittee up to yester- ot us. - , t • . 

incf to local paper, that ten davs ago day afternoon, involved the principle ^ far from this expectation being 

hiSh jinks were carried on in grounds of placing on the private owner realised, blank silence ieU on benches 

of local landlord, whereat Lloyd-CxEOEOE opposite, brqken later _ by turbulent 

and aU his works, specially the Budget, _ , , stream of an^ denunciation. To re- 

were denounced. That all right as , ' neve the pri\ ate ownei at expense of the 

far as it went. SliU opvm to a land- • ... State was. in Peikce Akthoe s view, m- 

owner to invite his political friends ' fi>iitely worse than original proposal. 

to gather in his park. What Fenutck i 

objected to was alleged circumstance an autobiograpliical note, lie imsquoted 

that detachment of men from H.M.S. . ^ familiar couplet. Said he . 

Calliope, with band playing, gun trailed, - ^ ^ » 

arrived on scene. •' ^ bought a shilling for eighteen pence. 

“ What steps does the First Lord oi’’ It would be rude to challenge the 

THE Admiralty propose to take to put a " assurance frankly put forth in first 

stop to such practices? ' second is not exactly what 

Thus at meeting of House this after- was written by that voluminous poetaster, 

noon he catechised McKenna. Turns - Anon. 

out that some one has blundered. The V' That, however, a detail due to heat of 

warlike crew of the Calliope were men weather and debate. Enough for Pre- 

in buckram. What actually happened going home with the milk in the 

was that a private company of boy blue- ' morning, ^ to meditate on man’s ingrati- 

jackets made holiday in a f eld a / tude to man. 

hundred yards away from jilace where ‘*Hit high or hit low,” he murmured, 

political meeting was held, “an event,” “I can’t please the' Opposition.” 

the Admiral drily remarked, “in which L ‘ ^ Business done. — Ministry, perform 

the lads took not the slightest interest.’’ ‘ ^ right -about -face " movement oh‘ Land 

Captain Craig, naturally resenting this . /O’L I Clauses of Budget Bill, 

invasion of his peculiar field of operation, 
shouldered Fenwick aside, pulled from 
breast-pocket a news-sheet printed on 
orange-hued paper and took the floor. Re- 
lated how emergency man— oddly enough 
“ name of Walker ” — returning from 
fair in Countv Cavan was fired at from 


m 


±<.Ui J.11 VUX.IU tio tiu AXIJiXX . r 17 n \ 

behind a liedge, shot in face and chest. ^ ^ ^ 

Wanted to know from Irish Solicitor- the burden of cost of Land Yalua- 


■■Dj,. HOBBIES THAT PAY. 

“ The reason why I cannot tellf * PoULTRT". 

I find considerable difaculty in drawing you. COMPARED with most of the hobbies ill 

A \ 17 n N wliicli auiateurs indulge, poultry farming 

(Mr. Arthur FeU.) , possesses inestimable advantages. It is 

the burden of cost of Land Yalua- more virile ' than stamp-collecting ; less 
tion. On that particular point the fatiguing than * big-game-sliooting ; iii- 

-t-M.n/l nil 'Tlixv-rx -fit-iTfQlxr LftCll+llioV +h O 1101 111 1 Q+Vir 


General whether “the murderous assail- tion. On that particular point the fatiguing than * big-game-sliootmg ; iii- 
ants” had been arrested and what steps Opposition centred all their forces. They finitely healthier than palmistry, 
were taken to protect the hapless victim protested that to resolve to clap fresh Previous experience's not only un- 
of dh order against further outrages? taxes on the hapless* landowner, and necessary— it is undesirable. People 

Reversing proverbial order of proce- thentoinsist that out of his slender purse who have had experience on poultry- 
dure, Cherry made four" bites at the’ he should pay the charges of the process farms nearly always seek to discourage 
story. (1) Thomas Waijcer is not an of valuation on which the tax is to be l')egiiiners,'‘ and exhibit ' a peevish reti- 
emergeiicy man. (2) He has not been levied, was an exercise of ingenuity cence iwlien confronted - with the most 
fired at. (3) Did receive wound in the closer akin to the STibtle cruelties of the convincing figures and data, 
face, but told police it was caused by a Inquisition than to the practices of The country is better ’ than London ' 
fall. (4) Fact is, lie was shooting rabbits English statesmen. ' for poultry-farming,' though it is true 

when accident befell. For some' weeks, including an occa- that an ideal scratching-ground is 

How these things get in the papers sional aR-niglit sitting, Chancellor of vacant oii the north side of the Strand, 
others besides Mr. Crummies wonder. Exchequer has on this point presented Choose a site as near a town as possible, 
Business done . — Clause 10 added to inexorable .front. Yesterday afternoon, since you have to think of marketing 
Budget Bill in. Committee. his countenance wreathed in smiles, his your produce; and it is'abnost essential, 

Thursday, 6.10 a.m. — Prime Minister, hair brushed with exceptional care, if you wish to make a profit on your 
wending Ins way homeward, first peep- something of a gala appearance in his eggs, to be in a position to sell them, 
ing round gateways to see if there were dress, Premier announced abandonment Many beginners fail to ’grasp this point | 
any ladies in waiting, confessed himself of the obnoxious proposal, and threw the and have the hardihood to blame the 
a little weary. His ’ofny-’anded*brotheV charge of valuation upon the State. industry I The industry is aU right. 
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JAMES IN THE HIGHLANDS -No. L 

James (the new butler), in charge of the lunch, is overcome by the iievf, and finds a 

DELIGHTFUL LITTLE POOL OF SPRING WATER TO BATHE IN. UNFORTUNATELY HE MISTIMES THE 
OPERATION. 


Tlie principal consumers of eggs are 
Channel swimmers (an uncertain trade) ; 
proprietors of shooting galleries (shells 
only) ; and sick persons (with inillc and 
brandy). If you can get into touch with 
a sufficient number of these your success 
is assured. 

Age is an important factor to consider 
when fixing the selling price of a chicken 
or an egg, for the purveyor of poultry, 
unlike the furniture or picture dealer, 
must aim at youthful effects when 
placing his wares before prospective 
purchasers. In the case of a fowl, when 
once it has come of age, little can he 
done to obtain this pleasing result, 
though massage of the boniest parts is 
well spoken of. In dealing with eggs 
the problem presents less difficulty, and 
the judicious use of a rubber date-stamp 
is all that is necessary. Even an egg 
wdiich has arrived by petite vitesse fi-oin 
Riga acquires, by the timely use of 
this contrivance, a flavour which com- 
mends itself to the most exacting con- 
noisseur. 

Food is an important item and should 
receive your careful attention, as a 
chicken’s welfare depends largely on its 
diet. You must remember that the 
birds’ interests are yours, and it is false 
economy to starve your stock. Plenty 
and often is the rule adopted by the 
most successful poultry farmers. Any- 
thing that the birds fancy will do, so 
long as they thrive on it. Some birds 
are dainty and obstinately refuse to eat ; 
in such cases a very good plan is to 
borrow’’ a funnel from the garage and 
pour the food through it, having first 
I introduced the narrow end into the 
j captious bird’s throat. When feeding 
do not on any account omit to put some 
gravel in the rations, as chickens are 
inordinately fond of this delicacy and 
look for it vdth eager pleasure. Any 
kind of gravel will do, but it wmt fic 
cjvazel, Uiiscrupulons dealers sometimes 
endeavour to foist w’-ood-paving and 
asphalte upon unwary fanciers, but, if 
you insist on having gravel, the man 
wiio supplies you will see that you. know 
wdiat you are about, and that this dis- 
creditable artifice will not go down. 

In spite of the greatest care you will 
occasionally have trouble with your 
stock, as chickens are subject to aihnents 
which are a cause of considerable vexa- 
tion to the owner. Roughly speaking, 
these disorders fall under one of three 
heads —foxes, motors and the gajies. It 
is unnecessary to say much here about 
the first two, as they invariably prove 
fatal, and the only thing to do is to face 
the loss. In the case of a bird which 
has fallen a victim to the motor craze, 
you may minimise the loss by eating 
what is left ; this, however, is about all 
that you can hope to do, as a bird w’hich 
has once passed through a gear-box is i 


useless for market purposes. Appearance 
counts for so much in these matters. 

The complaint known as gapes pre- 
sents few^er difficulties, and yields, as a 
rule, to suitable treatment. The dis- 
tressing sjTiiptoms exhibited by its vic- 
tims are the result of ennui and w’ant of 
rational amusement ; unless you can at 
once introduce some variety into the 
birds’ lives you may expect the worst. 
You can best achieve your object by 
moving your farm to some less depress- 
ing neighbourhood, -where the surround- 
ings will prove congeni‘4. Skegness 
has a great reputation, and the tonic 
qualities of its air have restored many a 
jaded bird to health and spirits. Of 
coiu'se, if you live at Skegness, this 


suggestion does not apply, and you must 
seek some other locality ; bearing in 
mind that complete change is tiie essence 
of tlie treatment. 

These remarks do not cover the whole 
field of poultry farming, but they go a 
long way. 


Figures of Speech, 

Egi*egioufe>ly wrong in liis facts, Mr. L!oyd- 
George is bowled out in his rickety argiiment 
by his own colleague, and becomes a dog in the 
manger in the light of Unionist policy .” — The 
Scotsman, 

Mr. Lloyd - George may be wrong in 
his facts, but The Scofsmanseeim rather 
mixed in its figures. 
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There are times, I admit, when I liaiiker Berlin, to avoid, repetition, as '-Atliens 
SURPRISING DISCOVERIES, the luxuries of Vienna, hut the ' on the Spree,’ and he objected to it as a 

A irEMBER of the staff of The Daihi consciousness of a simple life spent hi * vulgar perip-lirasis. Of course. I wasn’t 
Chronklc, in the course of a taxi-cab furthering the interests of my fellow- going to stand that, so I left. I was 
drive, recently made the surprising men compensates for everything.” then six months on T/ie DaiZi/ Mu€Z6-t?‘om, 

discovery that the chauffeur was an With liis new experience (as Mr. .but they sacked me for spelling petrol 
ox-tlieatricul manager. A most interest- Crowe puts it), in which he has proved with an e. Finally, as my supplies ran 
ing narrative was extracted from him. himself to he a man of admirable effici- | short, I thought I would take up this 
As the Chronicle saj)iently remarks: eney, the Archduke should be most ' business, as I had formerly belonged to 
“ With this new experience, in which he useful to any^ member of the L.C.C. the Sandwich Golf Club, and worked 
has proved himself to lie a man of requiring an enterprising individual to ihard in order to pass the examination to 

resource witli no false pride, Mr. act as his private secretary. In any ' obtain the police licence. The exainina- 

would he most useful to any case it is to be hoped that he will act as tion was pretty stiff I can tell you, but 

theatrical manager requiring an^ L ^my journalistic flair stood me 


theatrical manager requiring an 

enterprising individual to look 
after his interests.” It is plea- 
sant to know that within “the last ^ 

few days adventures equally stimii- " 

luting have fallen to the lot of other . 

Thus, while recently returning, 
ill one of tlie L. 0. C. trams, 
from his residence, Mr. FitzQeorge 
Crowe, the famous editor of 
P. A, P., made the soul-shaking 
discovery that tlie conductor was 
none other tlian the missing 
Austrian Archduke • who ^ dis- 
appeared some j^ars hack under 
the alias of J ohann Orth. Slightly 
condensed by Mr. Crowe s masterly 
stylo, the Ai’chdaLe ’s story runs as 
follows:— . 

“I was for several years an 
artiffcial-eye-niaker’s assistant, hut 
wearying of that tode went into ' ^ 
business as a Ivatli-ehair pi'oprietor 
at Denmark 'Hill. The demand 
for these vehicles, however, proi’ed 
ffnctiiatiug and precarious, and I ’ 
was obliged to sell my entire stock, 
except one liiitlicliair, in Avhieh I 
and my family lived for two years 
lieffn^e I got my present job. 

Now I am happy again. As 
an Archduke, I own, the thought 
of the unearned increment which - 

I enjoyed weiglzed so heavily on 
me tliat I suffered from chronic 
depression and sought refuge in ^ 

a laorganatic inamage ' ' 

lou ask wlietlier I have been <*, 

recognised by any ol' my former eeheabse.” 
friends? Honestly, I don’t think 










V > 1 . . 








First Ooljev. “Who’s the turf-remover?*’ ] 
Second Oolfer. “ He ’s an actor with that Shakspearean 

CROWD .AT . THE MuMMERS’ — PL.AXS THE GrAVE- DIGGER IN 
IlAMLETy ‘ . 

First iJolfcr , “ Wish he ’d find somewhere else to 


in good stead and I came out 
third of seven hundred, my 
place entitling me to :choose' my 
district and to wear a pair^of Art 
Nouveau sandwich-bdards *' .with 
the uniform of a cinqueceiito 
Florentine. In this way I have 
so far succeeded in evading recog- 
nition. The work, however, is 
severe; and I confess to a craving’ 
for the old Fleet . Street grind. 
But, of course, I should want a 
decent salary before I chucked 
my present j^b.” 

With his new experience, in 
whicii-hedias proved himself to be 
a nian : pt resource and no false 
pride,' this fine’ feUow 1 would be 
most useful to asny ' newspaper 
proprietor requiring a -writer 
steeped in the actuality of London 
life. 

PEBBLY TOM’S ORGY. 

[“ Our.eomitryside teems with food, 
some of which we insult hy the name of 
fodder, some of wdiich we neglect.' After 
all, our cultivated oats are no more than - 
a slightly enlarged wdld oat, and the . 
original of the cabbage can ])e found 
growing hy English cliffs. . . , 

I have often thought of the scope 
open to a giver of a ‘ wild dinner party,’ 
and if the food w^ere properly collected 
and cooked the wild dinner party would 
escape all comparison wdth the mad tea 
party which the title suggests.” — Mr. * 
Beach Thomas m ‘‘^The Baity Mail.”'] 

Having read my article, dear 
reader, on “ Wild" Vegetables,” 


i-iicjLWAsi xiunestiv, i aon i ' , 

f is j mi outside contribiit^^^ ramble? Vliat iiy ^vou^t?^Epp^^ 

a bit oi a dipise and besides it isiliis inner knowledge of the Austrian Forest? Very well,^ then let it^ be 
contrary to etiquette for an Austrian i Court should render his "pars”pecu- Eppinc ^ ^ 

Ardiduke to trav;«l m a tram. ■ Still I liarly palatable to tlie stalwart Radical Tliirsty. are you? Then wbat could 
cannot^ help thinking that I once saw readers of that fearless journal. be better than a o-ood trail at vonder 

le GLR.AUX LiiPERoii, disguis^ed as the - Only lastweek a leading member of the puddle? Never mind if it looks muddv • 

I ai mil cambeiweli. _ ^tlie astounding discovery that a sand- and remember that ever v man is honnd 

™ mvective. Idi,p„.. 'ri.1. .to edito. "l eS 'S pZiSIT/iTe 
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tail I pulled out of tliat old ox. It 
came away with great ease owing to tLe 
age of the animal and my healthy dietary 
ever since I took to eating like Nebu- 
chadnezzar, 

For foisson there are the gudgeons 
which we caught in Auntie’s hair net, 
an admirable article for the purpose. 
Never go for a hungry ram]3le without 
an aunt. 

We come now to the joint, and liere is 
discovered the usefulness of chancing 
upon a lost sheep in a desolate spot. 
Had it been more apen and populous Ave 
could never liave killed it so success- 
fully, while skinning and quartering it 
woiild have l)een more difficult and 
perilous. As it is, the meat is bound to 
be rather tough, but as tlie Aveek wears 
on it will get better and better ; unless 
of course our forest larder is discovered. 

For vegetables there are the nettles, 
which are far better than spinach, the 
pignuts and the wild carrot. 

Next the game. Here AA"e attack the 
moorhen which so providentially fell to 
my aim, accurate thiwing being of the 
highest value to the countryside diner, 
and with it a dandelion salad, upon Avhich 
the oil from tAvo or three handfuls of 
tadpoles has been squeezed. 

For SAveets there is nothing better 
than a little Avild honey from an old 
tree, but in defaidt of this Ave may eat 
the blossom of the chwer and Jioney- 
suckle. For dessert the crab-apple and 
the sloe. For coffee the powdered sorrel, 
and for the cigar the famous “ Flor de 
Wiggs” from the nearest cabbage-patch. 

As for the supplementary articles, we 
can get them, too : bread should l)e easy 
when the fields are so full of corn, and 
for butter of course you have only to 
seek the buttercup. The milkAVort is 
equally rich in milk. Mustard grows in 
every field. Salt, I will admit, bothers 
me, but Avhy not do without it ? 

The total cost has been the match that 
lit the fire. Even a duke might liA'e in 
this luxury, and, indeed, it aattr largely 
because I and my paper so feel for the 
ruined ducal industry that I wrote the 
article. 

HOW TO KEEP WARM. 

Mi\ Punch recommends any chilly 
mortals AA^ho are just now suffering from 
the shivers to folloAV the opportune 
example of Tottenham Hotspur and other 
London Foot])all Clubs, Avho have begun 
a noble endeaAmur to restore their circula- 
tion Avith practice games. A picture in 
The Daily Ml rror of August 12 , e.xhi biting 
a perspiring forAvard in a sun-hat,^ is 
evidence of true British determination 
not to run the risk of getting chilblained 
in this weather. Persons of less sporting 
tendencies, ])ut endowed AAuth a sala- 
mander temperament, may find other 



( oq 


MaedougaU. “Yox's an awfu’ like sight to see on the Swad.atii, Angus!" 

Angus. “And aviht awfu’ like sight do ye pee, Macdougall?” 

Maedougall. “There’s Airc'ihe an’ his lass smiling and hurrying as if it avas a week- 
day, JUST.” 


Avays of escaping the Arctic rigours of the 
dog-days. Thus, shoidd any^ immediate 
vacancy occur in the House of Cominons, 
the existing atmosphere of St. Stephen’s 
may be relied upon to keep off frost-bite, 
if die patient can safely Aveather an 
August by'-election. On a Budget night 
the temperature approaches three figures, 
and furs need not then ])e Avorn. ^ 

For women we strongly advise the 
Wearing of the Green, plus Avhite and 
purple. The adoption of these noAV 


' familiar colours is hequentW found to 
deA’elop a considerable amount of heat, 
especially after collisions with the police, 
i We feel confident that, Avithout such 
I banal methods as lighting a fire,bloAving 
fingers, swinging aims, or rushing off 
',to the Rivieia, Ave can safeguard our 
.numhed readers’ extremities for this 
iAA^eek at least. The Hotspurs have Mr. 
Panch’^ Avaimest congratulation for not 
Ibelying their name, and for giving a lead 
to lethargic and bhie-nosed Londoners. 
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kitten — and even tills is a matter of outside evidence, not 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. unconnected with, a recent appearance of the same animal in | 

„ 1 , a I r j 1 \ a published inten’iew with its distinmiished owner. 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerke.) ^ 

To anvbodv sufi’eriug from a surfeit of divorce-prohlems who 

is in need, as he ought to be, of a complete change, I heartily You would tliiiik that it needed, in these days, an excep- 
recouimendne Cake hy the Sea, designed by H. B. Miamorr- tional gitt of nautical bluff for the ciw of a tramp to Doara a 
IVatsox and built bv SIetiiue.v. Tiiere, witliiii smell of the liner, smash its machinery, pinch the contents of its sate, 
Athmtic, he mav revel in the spirit of adventure and in an row off with the richest passenger, and then turn up later on 
atmosphere of momentous and incredible events. He will from another quarter with offers of salvage, let ^thue 
hob-nob with the fugitive Sir Gilbert, a sportsman ivith an Brubker, the author of John Saint (Waexe), contrives to give 
unconscious philosophy, and fall in love with the beautiful plausibility to this adventure, as conducted by the “ 
Perdita, who not only says she is, but is, adorable. My The Four TFinds, who gives his name to the boolr. rty tue 
student of the morbid 'willnot have been in this Devonshire aid of a little moral philosophy, not too expensive, ana a 
resort for twenty pages before the fresh air will have filled repertoire of allusive comparisons well within the range or a 
him with a new energy, and he will thereupon plunge into popular encyclopaedia, Mr. Beebner wmnts to persuade the 

ancient smugglers’ eaves de average reader that Bieie is 

I ^ ^ moder^ nefudems Km^iing 

intmuial conflicts^ 

habitual problems, and may nine element, conmipi^y sup- 

wonder \Yhy on earth I recoin- i posed to be requisite to ro-, 

mended to him so juvenile a -Ji I is quite subordinate;: 

book. Then, it* he is the for the one woman iii the cast, 

clever lad he pretends to be, though necessary to the plot, ■ 

he will suddenly understand. Mi lA W ii|M| <^nly a very small speaking 

I knew that the bright and //ri I v!M IMB part. Mr. BiiWp, helms 

healthy change would do him not ^exactly achieved^litera- 

What I like least about The jl \ '^11 \\ i|, S’ue of salt seas, and, unlike 

Way Things Happen (Lx\NE)is J/ 1 \|l tramp (“blistered in 

the title, because, as a matter L ^Jj Wi| the Doldrums, frozen round 

oi; fact, the events in Mr. ^ the Horn,” as he says^ of it 

Hl’OHde SihiNTOLHr’s amiable A' • in a phrase fit for a Iviplinu 

fantasy fall out after a fashion ^ chantv) is full of seaworthi- 

not at all that of actual life. ^ ^ j^^^tcklot Speed's 

Indeed, “ The Way things are EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE CREAT.H. iUustrations, both plain and 

A\iitten Aliout would have Charles the Second showing the ladies of the Court how coloured, are effective, but 

been a truer label for wiiat he climbed the Oak Tree. wdsli that he had given us 

I feel t.) be rather a sue- more of the sea itself, for he 


You would tliink that it needed, in these days, an excep- j 
tional gift of nautical bluff for the crew of a tramp to board a 




ancient smugglers’ caves de- - 
voted to modern nefarious 
uses, to escape with his life 
(if any) in his hand. Later, 
in the calmer moments of 
reaction, duty may compel 
him to criticise an excess of 
melodramatic and romantic 
incident wdiieh inclination 
prompted him to enjoy, but 
even he will admit the charm 
of humour wdiich permeates 
the w’hole. He wdll miss his 
accustomed innuendo and 
habitual problems, and may 
w^ouder why on earth I recom- 
mended to him so juvenile a 
book. Then, if lie is the 
clever lad he pi*etends to he, 
he wdll suddenly understand. 

I knew that the bright and 
healthy change would do him 
good. 

What I like least about llie 
Way Things Happen (Ljine) is 
the title, because, as a matter 
of fact, the events in Mr. 
Hi’OHde SELTNTOLHr’s amiable 
fantasy fall out after a fashion 
not at all that of actual life. 
Indeed, “The Way things are 
Written Aliout” w'ould have 
been a truer label for wliat 
I feel t.) be rather a sue- ■ 






EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE CREAT.-1. 

King Charles the Second showing the ladies of the Court how 

HE CLIMBED THE OaK TrEE. 


cessful literary exercise than the result ol honest obsenM- knows better than most how to draw^ waves nnd ships 
tioii. ^ Miss Paul was a maiden lady with a limited income sitting on them. 

wdio inhabited the top door of a house in the Marylebone • - 

Road. The lodger below was one Dr. Faveley, wlio, a „ . . 

Confirmed mysogynist in the first four chajiters, asks Miss John Strange Y inter in The Daily Mail^ 

Paul to marry him in the fifth. There is also another “At the same time I cannot forget that my grandmother and my 
suitor, verv rich, wdio meets Miss Paul in an omnibus, and niother-in4aw were both married at eighteen- one being twenty-two, 
proposes to lier a few days later. This is the one that she twenty-one. 

weds ; and then, a little lirutally, Mr. de Selincourp kills the It is certainly the sort of thing one would always remember, 
husband in a motor-accident, and leaves his heroine a rich 


widow. ^ HoweA'er, the last part of the book is by far the 
most sincere ; and well told is the development of the 


“A new oflSice has been organised at the British Musetim, that of 


e^k;; PgrJ ’iato the aW of "“I';-”” 

poorer neighbours. On the whole, if Mr. de Selincourt ever Z'he mid-day meal is administered at 1. Admittance by 


thinks of dividing his works after a certain celebrated ticket. 

example, The Way Tilings Happen, despite its artificiality, . 

will go justly under the heading of Novels Pleasant. That “Seaton had very hard luck in losing two men leg before wickct, 
is why 1 mn the more sorry that, of all the characters, the fiie game wrell in hand.’’--Dero7z and 

only one in which. I can really believe is the Blue Russian Why won't the umpires keep their eyes on the score ? 
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CRICKET AS SHE IS REPORTED. 

That’s riglit, kick me, and I beg 
voiirs, "was tbe order of tilings at Clacton 
yesterday as tbe crowd surged througk 
the clickers to watch the matdi played 
between 17 of the district and a bag 
of nuts brouglit down by Arti© Maclean 
(who ought never to play again in a Test 
Match) of Rutland. Special interest was 
attached to the game as his side included 
Douglas Cairns, the wiggly-wizard or 
disappearing-nian king. 

Artie called bird and looked chirpy ; 
so sauntered seventeen out to a wicket 
that looked a bit Mares Lloyd, but really 
was a veritable pride of Pont Street. 
Followed Charles Burge and Tenent, the 
latter taking a nice four-pennorth off the 
fost ball, a sea serpent on the legs. 
However, on trying to repeat the stroke, 
up went the black flag at the other end, 
only to be hauled down a minute kter, 
as apparently the ball had been played. 

never said ” but that s another 

story. Anyhow, the ndst ball caused the 
death rattle \ a sort of ball that shrieks, 
turns, apologises* and then gently fells 
the' middle' ash! In ambled Alfredo, 
but, after a deep dive at the first, came 
up again at the Pavilion steps. The 
next of the side made the score mount 
up like the 2d.^s in a taxi, and it looked 
like a case of all day and Martin for 


the Shrimpers; but with 372 for 5 
on the blinds Artie called the cows 
home. 

The local innings reminded me oi a 
funeral, and several willows were weep- 
ing ; Cairns wasn’t, but then he had the 
job ; and Walter Barley, at the other 
end, looked like a man who had the key 
of the hutch' in his pocket. 

With the exception of G:^unt, the home 
skipper, none of the side did anythmg 
to put on clean flannels about,^ That 
Grunt hit some pretty how-do’s, and 
everybody was sorry when he was sent 
home by a creeper. 

It should be mentioned that Lawson 
was unable to field^^as in opening a 
telegram he slightly strained his heart. 

Taken as a whole the game was a 
pretty tidv regatta. Everybody was 
pleased, and the folk had something to 
tell Axmtie of. Met a chap afterwards in 
the guard’s van ; said he to me, ‘'They 
could play and we couldnt, and that s 
the dift” 


“Tke steamer Letty arrived on Thursday last . 
with a salvage cargo from the steamer Slavonia, 
which included 34 bales of domestics.” 


Judging by Appearances, 

“ Then the engine left the metals and swung 
completely round. Then there was an explo- 
sion, and the passengers knew that a serious 
accident had taken place.” — Manelmter 
Conner, 

The Journalistic Touch. 

By a strange coincidence the. residence of 
this clergyman stands on tbe exact site of the 
house in which for many years liv^ the noto- 
rious Charles Peace.” — .Sheffield Daily Tele- 
graph, 

“ With 29 up Hornby played rather easily at 
a slow ball from Trott, which broke back and 
bowled L3in after being joined by Tyldesley.” 

Lancashire Daily Post 

If it broke back and then waited for 
Tyldesley, it must have been a very 
slow baU. 1 

Spinster Lady (anxious about the health 
of a pet dog which is out in the garden). 

“ Wliat is the darling doing, Jane? ” 
Jane. "He’s eating a little grass, 

1 Miss.” {Interval of three minutes. 

Spinster Lady (presently), " And what 
is he doing now, J ane ? ” 


Jane. " Still giuzing, Miss. 


Journal of Commeree. 

Just the cargo you would expect on the 
Slavonia. (We don’t mind saying^ this 
sort of thing now that London is so 
empty). 


From an advertisement in The Garden : 

« D Mat Fanshaped Broom. Designed 

especially for the lawns of the Nobility.” 

As a last resort the Duke of Nobth- 
umberland may have to sell his broom. 


VOL, OXXIVII. 
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THE NEW FOLKS AT HOME. 

London (Bng.). 

Dear Sadie, — ^You nuist liave been 
tliinking liard tilings about poor little 
me for not writing before, but I ’vebeen 
too busy to breutlie, abnost, tearing 
around and siglit-seeing ; so you must 
overlook it this time, and I will be good 
in future. W c h-e located here at present, 
me and Poi) and Cy, that is. The hotel 
is a one-horse shack in some ways and 
only about six floors up, but, as^ Pop 
says, it hasn’t burnt down yet, which is 
something to be thankful for, and if 
nothing happens we may finish tlie 
vacation here. 

Sadie, you must make the trip next 
year. It ’s simply great, and I haven’t 
been disappointed yet. The place is full 
of Britishers and they ’re just like what 
you read about in the magazines — stupid 
and homely-looking (the women I mean), 
and so polite. Only yesterday I boarded 
a car on Fleet Street — it’s one of the 
main roads here — in a rush-hour, and 
the conductor said, “ Thank you,” when 
I paid him ! Store-keepers j ust the same, 
too. And everybody speaks with such a 
funny accent, you wouldn’t believe ; but 
I can understand them pretty well now, 
and get on O.K. 

Some of the side-shows here are worth 
the passage money to see, and you ’d be 
tickled to death if you could come, 
rubbering with us. Eight here, about a 
couple of blocks from the Parliament, 
there ’s one of the cutest abbeys I ever 
clapped eyes on, with the queerest old- 
time fixings and things that you can 
imagine. I could have spent a whole 
forenoon there, almost, I was so stuck 
I on it ; but we ’re pressed for tune and 
Pop’s schedule doesn’t allow for much. 

! I ’m sending you a postal by this mail, 

I so you can see for yourself what it ’s like. 

You would laugh, Sadie! Cy came 
rushing in just before lunch as mad as 
a wet hen ! He went into one of these 
Strand saloons and asked the bar-tender 
(they are females here) if she could 
shake a cocktail, and she said, certainly 
she could ; so Cy called for a Highball, 
and the woman gave him gin-and-some- 
thing and charged him eighteen cents 
for it, and. then the man next to Cy told 
him the right price was twelve cents for 
a gin and bitters. Well, Cy got mad 
and scratched up the dust and claimed 
that it was not a fair deal, and the girl 
said, yes it was, the lemon-peel made 
the difference ; so Cy asked her if she 
thought he’d got Imts in his belfry? 
and slie said the interpreter was out 
having his dinner, but she’d try to 
understand if he ’d speak slower 1 Pop 
cracked his sides almost wdien he heard 
about it. 

We went to a swell crush at a country 
house last week and I enjoyed myself 


consideralfle, but I wish Pop had not 
offered to buy the place, because I 
warned him not to, and the man it 
belonged to turned as cold as a clam, 
and dropped the glass out of his eye, 
and said he could not entertain the 
proposition for an instant. But that’s 
Pop all the time! spot cash and clear 
the deal! This one did not pan out, 
and Pop was side-tracked for once. 

I Well, I met a terrible good-looking man 
' there, and he brought me some straw- 
j berries and fal-lals, and we had a good 
time mmiching. He’s called The 
O’Stickjaugh (though it’s pronounced 
quite different), and you mustn’t call 
I him Mister, or My Lord, or anything 
like that, and he’s head of the whole 
push, and all the other O’S.’s don’t 
amount to shucks when this one is 
around. He told me that England is 
played out and that only -the Kelts are 
any use. It appears his clan is Keltic, 
so I asked him vrhy he didn’t stay 
up in his hills and make homespun and 
haddocks, and he seemed a bit rattled, 
and said I couldn’t be expected to under- 
stand these things aU at once. ' Thai 
there was another man, an Englishman 
this time: he came and sat down and 
said that if I wanted anything he would 
teU somebody to get it for me 1 I looked 
at Cy (he was rumiiug around like a 
dog at a fair) and told the man I did 
not believe in slave labour, and why 
did he look so miserable, anyway ? Was 
it money or an entanglement? Well, 
he just polished his glass and said he 
was worried to death about his golf, 
because lie had gone clean off his form 
and could not understand the reason, by 
Jove ! — Land’s sake ! 

Oh, Sadie, do you remember the 
Saddlebags? Well, I ran across old 
mail Saddlebag at a piclure gallery 
and he looked as though he had dropped 
a nickel down a grating, so I let liim 
take me to lunch. He told me Mi*s. 
Saddlebag had divorced him on account 
of his wearing spectacles and looking 
mean in consequence. He pleaded 
myopia (I ’m not sure about tlie spelling) 
at the trial, but Uie judge said he was 
not going to let any technical point 
interfere with justice; so they jarred 
loose, and the old man got his walking- 
papers, and Mrs. Saddlebag has gone 
in for jigsa-ws. I thought you would 
like to know. 

There was a railway accident here a 
little time ago, a silly little thing— only 
two men killed ; and the papers are 
cracking on about it so, anybody would 
think that something had happened ! 
They Iiave arrested a sign alman or 
somebody, and are going to try him for 
manslaughter! Pop says they always 
do that over here, aud that Britishers’ 
ideas are quite different from ours. I 
guess they must be ! 


I went to a polo match last week and j 
Myrtle Dikkerson happened along, so 
I we had a crack, and she gave me ad her 
I news. She ’s in the worst kind of a fix 
because she’s got engaged to a con- 
tinental baron, and can’t speak a word 
of his language ! It ’s too bad, and I ’m 
real sorry for her ; but she ’s got a con- 
versation hook, and you know what a 
persevering girl she is. 

I must quit right now or I shall be 
late for the theater, so goodbye for the 
present. Shall see you again in the fall. 

Yoiu’s as before, Elmim. 


THE SCHOOL OF MODESTY. 

OjTLY one of the critical crieketers^in 
The Dally Mail remains; and he— our 
own J. T. Tyldesley — continues his mas- 
terly policy of self-effacement. Thus ; — 

Lancashire v. Kent. 

Lancashire were disappointing to-day, 
but the luck was against them. Every- 
one did his best, but there are times in 
a match when everything goes wrong* 

I had the good fortune to stop one or 
two nasty ones. Let ns hope to-morrow 
will be kinder to us. 

Score. 

A. H. Hornby, run out o 

Makepeace, h. Carr 2 

Tyldesley (J. T.), not out 251 

Sharp, h. Blythe 11 

K. G. Macleod, h. Carr 0 ; 

&c.f &c. 

Lancashire v, Surrey. 

It was indeed a good thing for Lanca- 
shire that Hitch was not on the wicket, | 
or who knows what might have happened I 
to some of our timbers ? As it was we 
did pretty well, and Mr. Maoleod’s 
innings was a marvel. So was Make- i 
peace’s and Mr. Hartley’s. We ought 
to win. 

Score, 

R H. Spooner, c. Strudwick, h. Lees... 9 

Makepeace, h. Thompson 4 

Tyldesley (J. T.), b. Lees 183 

Sharp, h. Thompson 4 

K. G . Macleod, not out 25 

A, H. Hornby, mii out 0 

C. R. Hartley, c. Stmdwick, b. Hitch . 20 
&c., &c. 

Lancashire v. Sussex. 

Owing to a variety of causes Lanca- 
shire ctime out to-day on top on the first 
innings. I never saw Sharp play better : 
his tuning was a treat to watch. Mr. 
Hornby also took the long handle to some 
purpose. No other innings calls for 
remark. 

Sco7^e, 

R. H. Spooner, b. A. E. Relf 8 

A. C. Maclaren, b. Cox 7 

Tyldesley (J. T.), not out 302 

Sharp, c. Smith, b.. Vine 51 

A. H. Hornby, b. A. E. Relf 31 

Makepeace, b. Cox G 

. &c., &c. 
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Budget upon populai- attention, the usual silly-season correspondents find themselves without employment ] 
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OUR VILLAGE CRICKET CLUB. 

Excited and confident Chorus. “HOW’S THAT?” Umpire. “I wasn’t looking—do it again. 


OPERATIC REALISM. 

Mr. Sanket Morrell, tlie great wiijve- 
sario, writes to us to call attention to| 
some remarks made by Mr. Charles 
Manners apt^opos of bis production ofj 
Blenzl at tlie Lyric Tbeatre. 

Mr. AIanners is reported as saying : — 

“I kave never attempted anjTking on so 
grand a scale before. Gladiators, Roman 
soldiers, and diplomats T^dll all be suitably 
arrayed. There will be five ambassadors and 
their suites in one of the scenes, and in the last 
Act the sacking of Rome will be depicted with 
realistic effects that reach the limit of safety. 
I shall have^ as many as 140 people on the 
stage at one time, and it will be no easy matter 
to find room for them all.” 

On this, IMr. Sankey Morrell comments 
as follows : “ Without wishing to insti- 
I tute any invidious comparisons, I wish 
to point out that at my forthcoming pro- 
duction of Carmen at the Agricultural 
Hall effects will be introduced which 
have never before been seen on any 
stage. The brigands in the Third Act 
have been imported from Catalonia at 
great expense, and their booty includes 
several dozen frozen Chinese pigs, 
twenty butts of dry ginger ale, besides 
a captive balloon and fifty strings of 
Spanish onions. In the last Act, by 
kind permission of Lord Carrington, 
several i-eal Irish bulls will be intro- 
duced ; the cigarett:S consumed by 


Carmen and her lady friends will be of 
the Sinn Fein brand, and the smoking 1 
of them will be depicted wdth realistic ' 
effects which reach the limit. The ' 
stage crowd will include Carthaginians, ' 
Basques, Celto - Iberians, Troglodytes i 
and Phagocytes, all of Avhom will be ' 
not merely suitably but sumptuously ; 
aiTayed. I may add, that by way of < 
testing the musical capacity of the i 
governing classes I have sent invita- 1 i 
tions to every peer in the realm to attend " 
the opening performance.” : 

HINTS TO HIS GRACE. 

[“ Thirdly, he (Sir Edward Grey) holds that 
some owners of property could earn something ! 
themselves I wish he had indicated in what | 
manner j hut as he seems to be kind enough to i 
consider my unpaid work more valuable to the ' 
public than anything I could earn, I am ab- 1 ^ 
solved from the necessity of considering what ■ 
remunerative employment I could undertake at 
the age of sixty-thi*ee which would bring in a 
siifScient income to be of any appreciable assist- ( 
ance to me in meeting increased taxation.” — ; 
The Bulte of KoHhumherland in “ The Thnesd'] ^ 

Sir Etavard Grev is silent. Let us 
try to supply some useful suggestions. 
That money is to be made in endless 
w^ays even by sexagenarians is beyond 
question. Nor is the age any bar to 
enterprise. Look at Count Zeppelin, 
well over seventy, but simply crammed 
with beans. Sixty-three is nothing. 


There are, to begin with, alw..ys the 
Music Halls. If the Duke cared to try 
his luck there he woxdd make a forUine. 
No need to do anything but walk on, 
describe his income and expenditure, 
say a few terse things against the 
Govermnent (always a popular line to 
follow ill the HaUs), and retire. He 
coidd, of course, if his artistic conscience 
demanded it, learn some small trick, 
a feat of juggling, a song, a dance, 
but it Avoxdd be a superfluity. The Duke 
alone would be the attraction. 

Great Sensation. 

Real Duke appears Nightly. 

YiCTni OF Budget on view. 

vSuch lines as these would fill any Hall. 

There ai'e other not less simple means 
of accpiiring wealth. There must he in 
London alone, even now in August, a 
thousand hostesses who would willingly 
contribute a handsome smn for the privi- 
lege of including the Duke in their next 
dinner-party. He coidd not go to aU, 
but he might put himself up to auction 
for, say, thirty evenings. The only 
effect would be that his income-tax would 
cost him more. 

There are company promoters also 
who would be very happy to arrange for 
the Duke^s alliance—or we are greatly 
mistaken. 
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CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOWIE; 

Ob, Little Abthuii’s Eoad to Knowledge. 

{Little AHhiu\ aged 12; Uncle John — Oai^lain John Landoert, 
late 2Sth Hussars — aged 44.) 

Little AhIiuv, What do you think of life, Uncle John ? 

Uncle J ohn. Oh, come, I say, Arty, that ’s a pretty stiff 
question. 

L, A, Is it, Uncle John ? I thought you would he able to 
tell mo something about it. You Ve lived a good long time, 
you know. 

O'. J. I hn not so sure about that, old man. Lots of people 
have lived much more. If you come to think of it, I ’m not 
so very long in the tooth. Your father thinks I ’in a sort of 
perpetual two-year-old — eh, what ? 

L. A, Does he, Uncle John? I’m sure that ’s very unjust 
of him. 

U. J. That ’s what I always say ; but it ’s a hard world, and 
it ’s no use complaining. 

L. A. But what do you think of life, Uncle John? 

U, J. Well, if you must know, I think it’s a doosid serious 
thing, especially when the bills come in. 

L- A. Bills, Uncle John? How do you mean? 

U. J . Ah, you ’ll find out some day. It ’s this way. Just | 
when you think you ’re going ahead like a streak of lightning j 
your tailor and your bootmaker and your haberdasher and 
the man at the flower-shop send you their blessed accounts, 
and, instead of having a nice pocketful of money, you find 
you ’ve got a bit less than nothing. It ’s cruel luck, but it ’s 
no good fighting against it, I ’ve done my best, but they ’ve 
always scored off me in the end. 

L. A, But you bought the things, didn’t you, Uncle John? 

17. J. Oh, I daresay I bought ’em all right; but paying 
for ’em ’s quite another pair of shoes, as you ’ll find. If this 
mouldy Go\^ernmeiit were any good they’d pass a law 
abolishing bills for ever. I ’d vote for ’em right enough if 
they ’d do that. ^ As it is, a poor beggar never gets a chance. 
Think of the things I might have done if it hadn’t been for 
bills. They’re the curse of a fellow’s life, and that’s the 
long and the short of it. 

L, A. But the other day. Uncle John, you said women 
vrere the cm*se of existence. I heard you say it, you know. 

U> J. Did you now? Well, you weren’t meant to hear it, 
anyhow. 

L. A. But what did you mean, Uncle John ? 

17. J. Meant what I said, 

L. A. But do you think women and ]:)ills are the same 
thing ? When you met Miss Hickson on Tuesday 

17. J . Ah, you ’ve just hit the difference there. I could 
meet^the women every time, bless their little hearts ; but as for 
meeting a bill it ’s death to me. Never could do it. Besides, 
no bill ever chucked a man--'Sticks to him like a leech, you 
know — but it comes to the same thing in the end, miseiy and 
all that. 


I C7. J. Like a book, did he ? I wish he ’d read my book on 
the last Newmarket Meeting. He ’d understand a thing or 
I two then. But what did your mother say ? 

L. A, Mamma said he mustn’t be loo hard on you, he must 
think how you were brought up. 

U. J. There ’s an unnatural girl for you, and my own 
sister, too. 

L. A. Oh, Uncle, you mustn’t say that. She does like 
your jokes, you know. You always make her laugh ; and I ’ve 
seen Papa laugh when you ’ve been playing the fool. 

17. J. Playing the what ? Come, I say, old man, that ’s 
hardly respectful, is it ? 

L. A. I’m sorry, Uncle John, but it was Papa who said it. 
He said that was your strong point. 

17. J. Well, it’s lucky I’ve got one. 

L. A. Yes, Uncle, it is. Then you do advise me to consider 
life a serious thing ? 

U. J. Certainly ; I ’ve said so before. 

L. A. Papa says the same thing, and so does Mamma, and 
so does Mabel. But you said yesterday that a chap who 
didn’t get a bit of fun out of life was no use to anybody. 

U, J. That’s right enough, too. 

L. A. But if it’s such a serious thing,, how am I to get 
any fun out of it ? 

17. J. Look at me. I manage to rub along all right. 

L. A. Ah, but you say that in your heart you ’re as 
desperate as they make ’em, and life ’s simply gloomy. I 
don’t see 

17. J. I daresay you don’t, but you can keep trying. Trot 
off now and have a bit of fun with Miss MacBrayne. She ’s 
I waiting for you with the English Grammar. 


L. A. But you don't seem very miserable, Uncle John. 

17. J. Don’t I, old man ? I daresay I manage to keep a 
laugh going, you know, but in my heart I ’m as desperate as 
they make ’em.' Mustn’t give the show away, though. Never 
say die. " ! 

L. A. But then you do think life is a verv serious thing. 
Unde? 

[7. J. Serious isn’t the word, my boy. It’s simply 
gloomy -that ’s what it is. 

L. A. But I wonder what Papa meant when he said you ’d 
never be brought to take a serious view of life? He said 
that to Mamma. ' 

C7. J, Oh, he said tluu, did lie? Well, yoiu father doesn’t 
uuderstand me, that ’s all. He never did and he never will. 

L, A. But he said he could read you like a hook. 


WHERE ANGELS FEAR TO TREAD. 

Day after day Hyde Park is strewn with repellent bodies, the more 
objectionable because not dead. They are so thick on the grass that 
one is forced to go near theiD^ and the sight leaves one sick for several 
hours. . . Their most evident marks are liquid gluttony and vicious 
exhaustion .” — Saturday Revieic.'} 

What kind of man, 0 Saturday RevieiVy 
Hast thou unearthed to sing thy wrath and thunder, 
That draws a smile, and then a frown or two, 

But most of all unutterable wonder ? 

I, reading with amazement, marvel much 
What kind of man possesses snch a touch. 

Is he some Pharisee of spotless worth, 

Devoutly thankful he is not as others, 

WhOj looking on these clods that foul the earth, 

Declines to see in them his fallen brothers, 

And feels his spiiit outraged wdien he sees 
^ 'J’hat he must breathe the selfsame air as these ? 

I Or is it youth that feeds his pen witli gall, 

‘ Great youth, that sees the world with perfect clarity, 

And, never doubting, gives their due to aU, 

Untainted by the vice of Christian charity ? 

Only the penetrating eye of youth 

Sees with such certainty where lies the truth. 

Or is this rage assumed ? Methinks I hear 
A tender-hearted greybeard softly sighing ; 

Upon his eyelid lurks a tell-tale teaV 
For this sad spindrift round about him lying ; 

Then, shamed of so mnch weakness, he conceals 
In these wild words the fact that he still feels. 


“Ml*. M , on behalf of the parishionei*s, then asked Canon B 

to accept the presentation, which took the fonn of a presentation.” — 
Cape Times, 

This saves a lot of bother. 
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A LIKE FROM THE WILDERNESS. 

My Thoughtful Friend,— I can never 
thank yon sufficiently for the picture- 
postcard of Lynton which the postman 
brought me this morning. As I said 
to the policeman on duty at Welling- 
ton Street to-day, The next best thing 
to being on the Devon coast with Miss 
: Middleton is to have her picture-post- 
; card of Lynton on your mantelpiece at 
I home.” He waved back a motor-bus, 

' and replied briefly, “ You shouldn’t say 
, your * mantelpiece ’ — ^Lady Grove doesn’t 
' like it.” “ I don’t like it myself,” I 
said, ‘‘but the landlord won’t do any- 
thing.” 

By way of return I am sending you 
thirteen picture-postcards of the House of 
Commons. I only wanted one, but the 
lady in the shop said it came cheaper if 
you took thirteen. I don’t believe it 
did. As far as I can make out, it came 
elevenpence dearer. Anyhow, note the 
pigeon on the extreme right as you 
face the picture; he is said to be Mr. 
hLldane’s favourite. 

It is no good your trying to make me 
jealous with your tales of high diving 
and sliipwrecks. We are having just as 
good fun in London. Sometimes we go 
for drives, and sometimes we wander 
down by the river ; and after tea we stroll 
into the park and teU. Colonial stmngers 
delightful stories about gold bricks. 
We often make as much as £200 a 
night in this way. As we pocket the 
cheque we add, “ Oh, by-the-bye, do you 
know that other very funny story about 
the Spanish Prisoner ? I muab tell you 
that.” And if they haven’t heard it 
before it means another £100. There is 
a simplicity about our visitors which is 
very touching. 

In the evening I console myself with 
a new game, which we will play together 
when you come back (if you are not too 
proud). This is how: you open an 
A. B. C. railway guide at random, and 
choose which of the twenty-odd places 
(m the two pages you will go to. Then 
the other person does the same; and 
then of course you tell him how much 
nicer your place is than his. (It doesn’t 
sound much, but neither would cricket 
if you tried to explain it in a letter.) 
You choose your place partly by the 
name, and partly by the county it ’s in, 
and the distance from London and the 
number of trains a day, and so on. It 
happens sometimes that you select a joUy- 
sounding place like Bayswater, and then 
find at the last moment that there are so 
many trains to it that it can’t be in the 
Lake District after all. So you have to 
be careful. I may tell you in confidence 
that the real snip winner on the Bays- 
water page is Bealings ; you can 
only get there once on Sundays. I 
should say it was on the sea, wouldn’t 


you? We could sail round Bealings 
Bluff and have tea at that little cottage 
by the coastgTiard station. And if you 
muat do yom* high dive, there is a place 
halfway down Bealings Ness Oh, 

jolly ’• 

Don’t go and get wx-ecked on a desert 
island without me, there ’s a dear. I spent 
a night on an uninhabited island once, 
but that was before I knew you. Oh, I 
did really — off the coast of Scotland. 
(“ Tales of my Dead Past.”) But there 
were no goats and no axes and ho 
nothing. Only me. I had a keg— I 
mean a flask of brandy, though, and a 
rifle. And I made a footprint in the 
sand overnight and really staggered 
back next morning at the size of it. It 
must have grown. But it rained a good 
deal, I remember, and I fell over a small 
cliff ill the misty dawn, and the flask 

leaked, and- 1 don’t know who works 

these things ; I may he wrong, but it 
didn’t seem to me to be quite entering 
into the spirit of the adventure. 

I saw a postman in spectacles yester- 
day for the first time in my life;* not 
that I ever particularly wanted to see 
one. Why should they lie so rare ? This 
one was a very good specimen, I should 
say. You never see them at' Lynton, do 
you ? Own up. After aU, you ’ve got 
the hills and the sea, and you can’t have 
everything. 

Can you stop the side-stroke for a 
moment to listen to me ? I need your 
advice. You ’re a young woman of tact 
and — and — well, tact, that ’s the word I 
want. 

A year ago I was asked to a wedding, 
andY resolved that — even if I was the 
only one— I would send a present to the 
bride. After a lot of thought I decided 
on an egg-boiler. These are very handy 
things, because when you have visitors 
you can say casually to them, “By the 
way, I was just thinking of having a 
lightly boiled egg — I wonder if you 
would care to join me ? ” And there is 
no business of ringing up the chef. 

WeU, I was out of London at the time, ' 
so I wrote to David, and told him that 
he was to buy and dispatch a wedding 
present for me. I said that I didn’t 
want to spend more than a million 
pounds, and that there was no need to 
spend less ; that in fact I had fixed upon 
a million pounds as the sum I could 
afford, and that he could please himself 
what he chose, but that I had rather 
thought of egg-boilers. 

By a curious chance David knew a 
man whose one idea in life was to make 
egg-hoilers by the thousand for the 
people in shops who try to sell them. As 
an old friend of David’s this man was 
prepared to let him luive a boiler upon 
wholesale and incredible terms. For a 
million pounds he would sell him a work 
of art for which the ordinary retail 


jeweller would charge no less than five 
million. How did that strike him ? 

It struck David so forcibly that he ' 
planked down the million, placed my 
card in the place where the methylated 
spirit goes, and forwarded it to the lady. 
Several days later, of course, I received 
a grateful letter from her, and some 
days after that I wi’ote David a similar 
one. There you would say the story 
should end ; but it doesn’t. For I 
have just received an invitation to the 
double wedding of the lady’s two sisters ; 
and the thing that worries me now is — 
idhat on earth can I give them 9 

You do see why, don’t you ? ^ It has 
either got to be egg-boilers again or it 
hasn’t. If it hasn’t, then it must be sugar- 
sifters, and David doesn’t know anybody 
who sells sugar-sifters. I still can’t afford 
more than a million pounds ; but this 
time it wiU only look like .a million, and 
Edith and Daisy will he sure to notice 
the difference. I never saw the egg- 
boiler, but from all accounts it was in 
solid gold throughout, with, perched on 
top, an emblematic hen, cut out of some 
still more precious metal — radium 
perhaps. What will they think, to have 
plated sifters palmed oft* on them? 
When Molly was the youngest ! 

But if we' go in for egg -boilers 
again, won’t the family think it 
rather funny? It doesn’t show much 
I originality ; the mind appears to work 
: in a groove. They may even fancy that 
i I have a kink somewhere. I see tliem 
introducing me to the company— the 
lapped forehead, and the warning 

whisper, "Ahem! egg-hoUers." 

Now then, give me your advice, and 
then go on swimming again. It’s 
David’s fault for being so grasping. 
You see that, of course. So I suggest 
that he should simply give his whole 
mind for the next month to the problem 
of finding a man who makes sugar- 
sifters. That he should then follow him 
to Brighton, push him off the pier, and 
rescue him . . . and so up to the ware 
house together. 

But stiU. more, of course, you see that 
in the beginning it arose from my 
being out of London. That is what I 
am trying to bring home to you. Poor 
girl, stuck miserably on the Devon 
coast — what trouble you may be laying 
up for yourself ! A. A. M. 


The Daily Mail is giving prominent 
announcement in its columns to the fact 
that it has issued a book that “ will not 
seE” It asks . 

“ Can any one explain to ns vrhy it is tliat 
The Daily Mail lias only sold 32,000 copies of 
this volume ? ” 

Our opinion is that this beggarly result 
is due to nothing hut lack of advertise- 
ment. 



THE CHANCELLOR OF THE FUTURE. 

[Tlie long sittings in tlie House of Commons leads The Mail to antici- 
pate a new kind of Cabinet Minister —one chosen first of all for his 
physical endurance.] 

Not his to lead a rapt, submissive retinue, 

Not his to hear his lavish praises sung, 

Not his to catch a whispered “ Sir, we Ve met in you 
The leader sought — ambitious, brave and young.’’ 

For him no hall where gather, simple witted, 

The slaves whose fierce devotion naught can cpuench : 

Such things he never knew who late has quitted 
The utmost private bench. 

And mum in haU, no man than he was mummer 
When duty bade him haunt the House he hated ; 

The Lobby, too, he dodged. Of no new-comer 
Is knowledge less, are fewer yarns related. 

Yet they who know their Redmonds (John and Willie R.) 
Their Balfoue, Geoege, and Geev, their mem’ries hunt, 

Wondering why his face too is not familiar 
Whose place is now in front. 

They whisper queries ; watch the abject terror 
With which his earliest question he surveys ; 

They see him rise, and note the childish en-or 
Which marks how small his lore of City ways . . . • 

Then one explains : “ He carCt keep hearers captive, 

Nor keep accounts, and yet, the truth to bi*eak, 

There ’s none to present needs who ’s more adaptive. 

For he can keep awake.” 

“ Here a splendid diimer was in waiting, and ceremony being brushed 
aside, everyone soon put hunger into the arena of forgetfulness.” — 
'Ballymena Olserven, 

Other things were put into the arena too, no doubt. 


THE GILDED INVASION. 

We hear that Mr. Voliiey Sprague, who recently crossed the ! 
Atlantic with a number of other prominent New Yorkers, has ! 
converted Wharf edale, where he rents the largest gi-ouse moors I 
in Yorkshire, into a perfect pamdise. The once unsightly 
ruin of Bolton Abbey has been transformed into a magnificent 
mansion of sixty storeys high, the top ten storeys being 
apportioned to the army of 500 beaters who accompany Mr. 
Sprague on the moors. Mi*. Harry Payne Whitney, it will be 
remembered, employs only 100 men in this capacity, and they 
are obliged to find their own lodging. Mr. Sprague’s beaters, 
on the other hand, have permanent quarters in the sky- 
scraping chateau of their munificent employer. Their wives 
are each presented weekly with a new pearl necklace and a 
Gainsborough hat, and their children are educated free at 
Eton and Roedean. 

At the unanimous request of aH the inhabitants this 
beautiful tract of country has now been renamed New 
Yorkshire, and (if the consent of a famous Soap king can he 
obtained) the Wharfe will be rechristened the New Hudson. 

Mr. Volney Sprague, whose wife is a daughter of the Egg 
king, Mr. Columbus Harridan, travelled from London to Leeds 
yesterday in a special bomb-proof, fluorescent, platinoid Pull- 
man car. During the journey Mrs. Sprague wore in rapid 
succession the tiaras of Semiram rs, Cleopatra, Messalina 
and Queen Elizabeth, which form an insignificant portion 
of her personal jewellery, and her guests were regaled with 
choice chansons by Madame Melba and Signor Caruso, 
accompanied by M. Paderewski. The cost of this railway 
concert alone is estimated at £100,000, The company 
also included Mr. Larry Pottinger, the Lard emperor; 
Mr. Ira D. Joram, th^ Tripe Tsar, and Mrs. Stanleyette 
Bangs, only daughter of Mr, Agrippa Bangs, the Onion 
archduke. 





EETOTALERS 


RUTHLESS RHYMES FOR 
HEARTLESS HOMES. 

TiIE EXGLlSH.^rA^^ 

I WAS playing golf tlie clay 
That the Oilmans laadecl. 

All our troops had run awa>' ; 

All our ships \vere stranded ; 

And the thought of EnglancVs shame 
Altogether spoilt my game. 


Aunt, a most delightful soul, 

But with little self-control, 

Grew unconsciona])ly waxy 
When run over by a taxi. 

She could not have made more fuss 
Had it been a motor-bus. 

Father. 

During dinner at the Ritz 
Father kept on having fits, 

And, which made my sorrow greater, 
I was left to tip the waiter. 


LONG-SHORE NOTES. 

Tir an article on ‘‘Little Creatures of 
the Seashore” in The Daily Mail of 
xAugust W* Beach Thomas states 

that “ the whelk is an easy and most 
amusing animal to obseiwe.” Personally, 
we have never had the good fortune to 
catch this British univalve in one of his 
lighter and more frivolous moods, having 
generally seen him and his brother Gas- 
teropod, the periwinkle or wilk, depressed 
by their humihating situation on a 
barrow, and awaiting pin-pricks up a 
side-street. We therefore refrained from 
pursuing his acquaintance. But with 
a title like Buccinum undatum, fami- 
liarised in North Britain by the loet 
name of “ Buckie,” no doubt he has his 
humorous points, not the least being a 
proboscis capable of boring tlirough 
other moILnscs’ shells and devouring the 
astonished inmates. 

Among the other entertainers who are 
enjoying a successful season this year 
around our coasts, we may mention the 
large influx of sharks, reported by the 


local papers as having quite a vogue. 
While absolutely innocent of man-slay- 
ing intent, they are responsible for de- 
lightful little interludes of sauve-qui- 
•pent in mixed bathing circles. 

The jeliy-fish also are on their mettle, 
especially in the Solent and along the 
Y'orkshire littoral, doubtless in the latter 
case with the idea of titillating an 
aquatic Cabinet Minister like Mr. Samuel. 

The blennies and gobies are appeal- 
ing this summer, as usual, to a more 
juvenile dientble, ' and rely chiefly on 
their absurd appellations for their draw- 
ing power. 

Among the more recent fauna of the 
sea-shore we cannot refrain from noticing 
the remarkable outbreak of “Gems,” 

“ Cadets,” and other sea-pierrots. They 
are to be found on the front at all states 
of the tide, and occasionally their wheezes 
and antics wiR beguile the wandering^ 
naturalist into a laugh. Children and 
unsophisticated observers are, at any | 
rate, delighted with such finds, which, 
on the whole, quite deserve to rank with 
whelks as fun-makers of the sea-side. 
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LEGISLATION BY PYJAMA. 

There are others besides the landowners of the country who are 2iade to “ sit up ” by tee Budget. 
(Mr. Winston ClinrcliiU was supposed to liave been discovered on the Treasury Bencli in pink pyjamas.) 


House of Commons, Monday, August 16. 
— ^At three o’clock this afternoon wild 
hope for a moment flushed the weary 
breasts of Members. As usual, Speaker 
took Chair at a quarter to three. Five 
minutes sufficed for devotions ; then came 
Questions. Only twenty on paper. Sure 
sign of failing energy. Of the score, 
only half-a-dozen put and answered. 
Then fell awesome pause. Speaker sat 
motionless in canopied Chair. The few 
Members present moved restlessly, here 
and there exchanging whispered obser- 
I vations. 

What had happened? What was 
coming to pass ? Was it possible that 
end of tether had been reached, limit of 
endurance overpast? Was the Session 
crumbling to pieces? Would it be all over 
before one of the Premier’s colleagues 
in the Cabinet could say, “ ’Eitery 
Asquith?” 

Keen eyes noted a matter, small in 
itself, but fruitful of suggestion. The 
Sergeant-at-Arms was wearing a pair of 


snow-white kid gloves — size too large, 
for convenience in heated weather. In 
criminal courts, when no cases are set 
down for trial, Judge is presented with 
white kid gloves. Was there point of 
analogy? Did the Sergeant-at-Arms’s 
unusual garniture import absence of 
material for work and therefore i^rompt 
dispersal ? 

As these matters were pondered, mes- 
senger hurriedly appraiched SERGEAJrr- 
at-.Arms and whispered in his ear. 
The gallant ex-6uardsman, of whom 
few to-day think as having served with 
his Colours in the Crimea, lightly 
loosening sword in scahhard, rose, 
inarched to door opening on Lobby, and 
stood on guard. Afar off sounded the 
ghostly cry, “ Black Eod ! ” Sergeant- 
at-Arjis closed and barred oaken door. 

Straightway was mystery fathomed. 
Black Eod was coming with message 
bidding the Commons attend in other 
House to hear Eoyal Assent given by 
Commission to certain Bills. We were 


simply wailing for the messenger. That 
was all. As the Speaker passed out in 
obedience to the summons, blank dis- 
appointment reigned in bosoms of late 
lighted by flash of hope. 

Business done , — Seely moved second 
reading of South Africa Union BiU in 
speech that distinctly raises growing 
reputation. Some show of opposition. 
Lupton loves not the Bill, nor Eyles of 
Bradford either. They do not, however, 
challenge division. Eead a second time 
nemine contmdicente. 

House of Lords , — ^Here is played a 
comedy almost divine in the superbness 
of its anachronism. The few privileged 
to look on see a brilliant patch of Plan- 
tagenet times pinned on to plain gi*ey | 
skirt of Twentieth century. | 

I Bl-VCK Rod has achieved his errand ; 

I has escorted Speaker and half-a-dozen 
Members representing tbe Commons to 
Bar of Lords. The Spkaker more or less 
humbly stands there ; Sergeaht-at-Arais 
'on bis left, Black Rod on his right, 
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beliindtlie Chaplain, distinguished amid 
a scanty group of Members. On the 
Woolsack, robed in scarlet gowns slashed 
with ermine, crowned with black cocked 
hats, are seated three figures which at 
first sight look like relics of Mrs. 
Jarleijs famed waxworks. They are in 
truth the Lords Commissioners appointed 
to give roval assent to long catalogue of 
BiUs. 

The wigged - and -- gowned Reading- 
Clerk presently standing halfway down 
the Table proclaims their individuality. 

Our most dear cousin and councillor, 
Robert Threshie, Lord I^reburn,” he 
recites, bending low till ahnost liis 
abashed forehead touches the unsjmipa- 
thetic floor. 

The cloaked figure in the centre, rais- 
ing thi*ee-cornered hat, reveals ifiiirap 
pleased countenance of Lord Chanceltor. 

“ Our most dear cousin and councillor, 
I^uord AiraoRP,” continues the Reading- 
Clerk, with another convulsive movement 
threatening to dislocate his spine. 

Figure to left uplifting three-cornered 
hat, we look upon the fair young counte- 
nance of ‘‘ Bobby ” Spencer, whose 
memory is kept green in the House of 
Commons he long adorned. 

“ Our most dear cousin and councillor 
Lord Denman.” 

Another creak in hack of tall gowned 
Clerk : a hat is lifted by another of the 
trio on the Woolsack, and behold! the 
martial visage of the Captain of the 
Honourable Corps of Gentlemen - at - 
Arms. 

Not a single Peer grac.s with his 
presence the waste of Opposition benches. 
On Ministerial Front Bench, all alone, 
picture oE heavenly resignation, sits 
Viscount WoLMiiRiiAMPTON, Lord Presi- 
dent of the Council. By his devotional 
figure rests on the bench an ordinary 
modern top hat which, designedly or l3y 
accident, lends sardonic touch of realism 
to picturesque scene. From bench be- 
hind, otherwise sole representative of 
our old nobility, Lord Blythe looks on. 
One thinks regretfully of how John 
Manneiis would have framed his immor- 
tal verse had he been inspired to write 
it on this fateful ocaision : — 

Let Laws and Learning front tlie keen-edged 
seytke ; 

But spare, 0 spare, our James, first Baron 
Blythe. 

Commission duly proclaimed, Read- 
ing Clerk safely assumes perpendicular. 
Chief Clerk leaves liis chair and stands 
midway at Table in line with colleague 
on t’other side. The Member for Sark 
is inclined to delight the more in this 
gentleman’s part of the performance. It 
was brief, and to certain extent mono- 
I tonous. But you should have seen and 
heard 1 

He got his cue when Reading Clerk 
recited titles of Bills for whicli royal 



“ The gallant ex-Guardsnuin marched to the 
door and stood on guard.” 

(The Sergeant-at-Arms, H. D. Erskine, Esq 
C.V.O) 

assent was sought. The list was read 
with Clerks facing Woolsack, view of 
their backs icily bestowed on Speaker 
at the Bar. As each Bill was named 
the Chief Clerk, turning halfway to- 


r 



“ Couldn’t see Pitzalan signalliug on his left.” 
(Mr. J. Fitzalan Hoi>e.) 


wards the Bar, threw over his right 
shoulder the humbly desired boon. 

“Le roy le veiilt'' he said, preserving 
the Norman French in which Plantaga- • 
net kings flung surly assent to pre- 
sumptuous Commons. 

Where the fine delicacy of the little 
part shone was in the sharpening of 
tone, the clipping of syllables, the less 
generous turn of head over shoulder, 
as assent was reiterated. ' Per contra^ 
there was throughout no scamping of 
the reverential bow towards the Wool- 
sack prefacing every citation of name 
of a Bid. 

End of long catalogue reached. Speaker 
and Commons, making reverence to the 
Woolsack, withdrew into outer world, 
where were electric trams, taxi-cabs, a 
network of telegraph Avires, and use of 
the telephone. 

Business done. — Lords, exhausted 
witlitheir labours, adjourn tillSOtli inst. 

House of Commons, Thursday S. 4^1 a.u. 
— Just up after another all-night sitting 
with Budget Bill. Mr. Caldweix, heed- 
less of Bob Cecil, in great form. Knocked 
over groups of amendments like nine- 
pins. Once, on the question lieing put 
that certain w'ordsbc inserted, Fitzalan, 
HoPE-ing lie didn’t intrude, rose to point 
of Order. Deputy-Chairman, adapting to 
Parliamentary exigencies historic trick 
of Nelson’s, put his telescope to his blind 
eye. Couldn’t see Fitzalan Hope signal- 
ling on his left. 

“The question is,” he hreatlilessly 
said, “ that these words be here added. 
Those of that opinion say ‘Aye,’ the 
contrary ‘ No.’ The ‘ Ayes ’ have it.” 

So motion was carried. No us^ saying 
anything more about it. 

Faber illmniiied debate with one of 
those phrases the vs'oi-ld AA^ld not 
willingly let die. On report of Resolu- 
tion providing for expenses of Valuation, 
he remarked that once the i^rinciple and 
machinery were established, all required 
was a turn of the screw. Ironical cheer 
from Ministerial benches. Quick as 
lightning, Faber turned on interrupters. 

“Ah,! ” said he, “ those cheers let the 
cat out of the bag,” 

Which was very careless of them. 

Business done. — Sitting eighteen 
hours, Cointnittee nearly finished Part I. 
of Budget Bill dealing with Taxation of 
Land. 


“ According to the ‘ World’s ’ informant, whoso 
name has not been, divulged, no foundation 
exists for the report that King Edward will 
intercede on behalf of Miss Elkins. It is re- 
presented that ho has shown such hostility to 
the match that Mrs. Elkins, Avho is now travel- 
ling in Europe with her daughter, has omitted 
from her itinerary all places which the British 
monarch might visit during their trip abroad.” 

Kew Yorh Herald. 

Even Royalty lias its special trials and 
troubles. 
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Hotel Visitor. “Ahe there ever any deer about here?” 

Gillie. “Well, there was yin, but the gentlemen were aye shootin’ and siiootin’ at it, 

AND I ’M THINKIN’ IT LEFT THE DEESTRIOT.” 


GETTING IN THE FIRST WORD. 

I KNEW it Yvoiild liappen. When I 
see a man riding on a bicycle with a 
bag of golf clubs on his back, I always 
expect the worst. When that man is 
myself, I am sure of it, and ride accord- 
I ingly. Indeed, the worst had happened 
j to me several times that day, but I was 
riding so slowly at the time that nothing 
resulted save a ripple of laughter among 
the rustic population. 

But with George it was different. His 
bag was large, his brake broken and his 
speed terrific. So I picked him out of 
the ditch at the bottom of the hill, bent 
the bicycle as straight as it would go, 
and explained to him how well I knew 
it Yvould happen. He thanked me fc»r 
the information and demanded a rough 
estimate of the damage. 

“The bruise OYTr the left eyebrow,” 1 
answered, “ I assess at one-and-sixpenee, 
but against that we must set the im- 
proved appearance of the nose. Internal 
examination may reY^eal that the appen- 
dix . . 

“I mean the damage to the bicycle,” 
he said shortly. 

1 “I think you are well rid of that,” I 
I advised. “You will forgive me for 
; saying this, but I, who have observed 
your conduct at the tiller, think that, 
excellent J:hough you are in other re- 
, spects, you are not a fit and proper 
; person to he a bicycle owner.” 

' “No?” he said reflectwely. “Per- 

I haps I am not. That is probably the 
! reason why I do not own a bicycle.” 

, “Come!” I said. “It is not as bad 
i as all that. Though Yve' cannot point to 
any definite part and say, ‘Here is a 
I back, there a front wdieel; here is a 
j handle-bar, there a saddle,’ what remains 
' is still a bicycle.” 

' “Maybe,” said George; “but not 
my bicycle. Perhaps you would not 
! mind taking the raw material home and 
explaining your theory to James. When 
he learns what it is, he wiR probably be 
interested.” 

“ So,” I said, “ it is James’s bicycle, is 
it ? The James whom I know is a hot- 
headed man, prone to complain. Come, 

' George, we must go straight home, rout 
out this James person, and start the 
abuse. ... It is very kind of you, but 
I think I can manage my own Ificycle 
1 best, and it is no trouble. Perhaps you 
I would not mind carrying my cliil")S ? ” 

I * * * * * 

I It was a tense moment wdien Yve met 
j James. For ourselves, Yve should have 
been glad to say nothing, but Yve felt 

i that Yve must monopolise the conversa- 
tion. James, on the other hand, wns 
obviously bubbling o\Tr YYUth remarks 
which he must not be allowed to make. 
So, “James,” said George sorrowfully, 
“ I am ashamed of you.” 


“ What,” cried James, turning to me, 
— “ what does he mean ? .1 . . 

“ George is annoyed with you,” I said, 
“ and I must admit that he has a right to 
be very annoyed. I like you very much, 
James, but was it not a little mean ? ” 
“Look here . . James shrieked. 

“ It isn’t right,” said George, with an 
unflinching eye fixed iipon James. “ You 
know it u not right, and no amount of 
Idustering on your part will carry it off. 
To leaY^e a bicycle about in that dan- 
gerous condition was little less than 
criminal. As it happens, nothing worse 
has resulted from your carelessness than 
a broken golf-chib or two (Yvhich I will 
allow you to replace at no great expense 
to yourself), a seY'ere shock to my nerues 
(which I overlook), and irreparable 
damage to my face (yvIiicIi Thomas 
assesses at fifty shillings). But suppose 
something serious had happened to me, 
suppose ... ah, no ! it is too horrible 
to think of • , . could you ever haY'e 
forgiven yom'self ? ” 

Again James Marted to sx>eak, hiit he 
got no further than the preliminary 


oath. “Surely you are not going to 
argue about it?” said George, with 
astonishment. “It is bad enough to 
possess such a bicycle, for that is almost 
suicide. But to leave it about in a 
prominent position, practically to invite 
me, who iieY^er did you an injurj", to risk 
my neck upon it in happy ignorance . . . 
James, aren't you a little ashamed ? ” 

“What do you mean,” got in James 
at last, “ by smashing my bicycle ? ” 

“James,” I said, “ that sounds to me 
a little weak.” 

“James,” said George, “I did not 
I expect you to apologise, but I did expect 
! you to show a little decent feeling. Oh, 
James 1 ” 

James appearing likely to get out of 
hand, George took my arm and turned 
from him. “ Let us le ive him,” said he, 
placing his other hand in front of his 
eyes. “ I cannot bear to think that this 
is my real brother James.” And to 
James as Yve moved off — “ You wiU find 
me in the billiard-room Yvhen you w^ant 
to ask my forgiveness. I am not angry 
with you, James, only a little pained.” ^ 
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XAl'IONAL DEFENCE IN 
NUT-SHELL. 


I 1 1 * CclJACt 

A lu MINGUS and epocli-making paper the A 1, 
was read last night at the Chandos 


CHARIVARIA. 

The new Army dirgible balloon is to 
be called }^o. 2 A. We are still awaiting 


Yes, bnt do the Eton masters nnderstand ' 
it as Mr. Redford imders ands it ? 

* He 
H: 

It is reported that when a lady asked ; 
Sir Herbert Tree the other day Avhether | 
he Avas for or against the Censor, tlie 


mana in our ov'er-seas armies aretxD oe , 

that coiilrontcd England at the inonient, the same as those obtaining here, and before the Cominitt 
he maintained, were the possibility of Colonial non-commissioned officers Avill make oat. 

loreipi im^abion and the insufficiency of shortly recede instructions to discard *** 

her home-grown corn siiply. In the the brief “ Slioulder Arms ! ’’ in faA^ir The Willesden i 


1* Vi ° f. T . iLLc uritJi oiiuuiuer Aims: in 

lace 01 these awiul crises he proposed to of “Shoulder Harms ! ” 
outline a scheme Avliieh would render h: h* 

Zfl'fT"-. from external dp- Reading in an accauml of the toir 


nut at a single blow. ' 

His suggestions were : — 

1. The re-affores 

tation of England 

with nut-groA-es. 

2. The substitu- 
tion of nut-meal for 
cereal foods as a 
shiple of national 

Nut only, lie ar- wm/ 
guecl, was the nut fMm 
the most sustaining, wMi 
hody-building, and mmm 
(if he might be al- WwL 
loAA^ed to say it) HH 
nutritious of all 
known comestibles, 
but the value of 
belts of hazel-trees, 
chestnuts, and the 
like as a source of 
national wealth and j m 
prosperity was 
almost unutterable, 

They Avould const!- mmm 
tiite firstly a forest 
of refreshing shade 
for tired townsmen, ^ ^ 
and, ^L-ondlj^ -a 
cover Irom Avhicli 


brief “ Shoulder Arms!’’ in faA’our The Willesden police hav'e issued a 
“Shoulder Harms! ” ^ warning against counterfeit hajf-croAAms 

* 4 :* and florins which are being largely cir- 

Reading in an accDiml of the training ciliated in the district. ’ The spurious 

T ^ Tk J- T»_ ■ It •- ' n • •, .• 


‘ a coins, it is said, are excellent imitations 






w jjyjjo uuau d cuma, lu lo oaiu, luc cjvv.<cijuLCjLi u iuiii)ciuj.ujii(5 

good tie was shot off hetAveen the Natal of the genuine ones. Incur opinion thi^ 
delegate and a »Swan Street lad,” a dear makes the crime far more reprehensible-. 

* H« 

_ jjj 

Ata recent atlile- 
meeting in 

' ‘ '' (T/m IJx- 

' /I ! p^ess tells us) the 

‘'j ' '' jn/fJ 'f/ programme in- 

I V'/^i 1..... 






I irsi Ec* ^ of tte oi 

lot tired tommm, cent liratmvo nuy 

and, secondlA^ a Msitor. “You didn’t ’arf pall oreaud, Jim. The chaps up at the tard ain’t done he : gatlieied. liolli 

cover from ■ [lie fact that dur- 

reS.X“1?±!3,Kf$' f ¥ll»« OS'ftoa <I» wiolto re. liberel Manbets oflntSmZ" I™ 
stm Enil indtwt? thinks It marvellous that keen Tvorking “ in shifts.” 

btm Jinglancl that the grand old ballad, no one was luu-t. * * • * V 

lieve wc conic giithcrhig nuts and nun/ * ti^/% i /* i?* * i m i 

S7'S sr 4 ’"■rf ■ r "'“■*« Sptre“:Sv3Si.,s 

nameef IC To wh.t b! spe>ch,mentioned that the hnmnpopn- proof the other day when, a sniaU child 

wodd tern tire DreXut^hnnlWtil f Australia now nimrhers nearly who had keen perusing an article on 

fcd to ii •>‘“>‘‘“8 flto* it’io Molt to ' ' V 

L, Hi tl. **»»• »». «!<> oloop Mt. Do Mo.ot»'8 new look i, to con- 


H! * 

.* 

Some idea of the 


h;r 7c derwids k,™ her wSn S to con- 

walnuts. In SusL he dvooi e oritf til 1 words, bnt each volume 
an armed nutmlity and reminded' hi wd^l ^^lU bear on the bank the guarantee, “It 


T ^ >vv.,v>urv.n LUKii' enormous nm 

ualiiuL. In couelnsion he advocated ority the temptation to sta 
an aimed nutrality and reminded his will be almost irresistible, 
hearers of the glorious motto of their * =n 

ass^iation “ Ex nlMlo fit nihilum ” Mr. Robeht Harcotot, ii 
^ , tlie pipeeediugs before tl 


Never Cdn Happen Again.^ 


The meeting was foUowed by a remst Nursing Times, “ is its taste. No good 

of *.ne ntto wod.ed dotS iK! SS S tgtt S?. S iTSe' of"E 31^1 

! nab the subject of insti-uetioii at Eton, duties of conscientious housewives. 
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44^,077 persons entered tlie Zoological 
Gardens from January 1 np to the end 
of July, and it speaks ^vell for the ex- 
cellent behaviour of the animals that no 
fewer than 442,077 persons also left the 
Gardens during the same j)eriod. 

* He 
Hi 

A lady’s hat caught fire in Fleet Street 
one day last week owing to a lighted 
match having been thrown from the 
top of an omnibus. Fortunately a 
passer-by drew the owner’s attention to 
the fact that a conflagration was pro- 
ceeding in a far-away corner of her head- 
gear in time to prevent the entire 
edifice being destroyed. 

He H: 

Hi 

The erection of the air-ship garage on 
Wormwood Scrubs is, we hear, causing 
considerable excitement among the in- 
mates of the neighbouring prison, all of 
whom take a more than ordinary interest 
in the problem of flight. 

He He 
Hi 

The East Preston guardians have 
sanctioned arrangements to enable the 
inmates of the workhouse to play golf 
in the grounds. It is rumoured that 
this step was taken at the instance of 
Mr. Lloyd-G FORGE with a view to recon- 
ciling the Dukes to the idea of their 
future homes. 


THOUGHTS ON HEARING A BAND, 

Sing, Muse, if so conventional a theme | 
May serve to rouse you from your | 
sunnner’s dream, 

By what mysterious influence a band 
The most unlikely creatures may com- 
mand. 

Sing not of nomad Teutons who ent amp 
Beneath the rays of some suburban lamp, ! 
Whose brazen instrimients emit a sound 
As cheerless as the post they circle 
round : ] 

Such is not music, and the notes they' 
. play 

Drive not men’s cares but men them- 
selves away. 

But rather, Muse, for illustration take 
A regimental band of British make, 

And then behold a miracle achieved, 
Which must be seen before it be 
believed ! 

The deafening drum, the penetrating 
fife, 

Awake the office boy to signs of life ; 
Observe him, as the distant sound he 
hears, 

Lay down the ruler and prick up his 
ears ; 

He scans the room with comprehensive 
glance, 

And in a moment, quick to seize his 
chance, 

Slips from Ids stool and hies him to the 
street, 



Curate {to Mrs. Budge, who has admneed crucherg for a local tea). “I TRUST, Mrs. Budge, 
EVERYTHING WAS RETURNED SAFELY?” 

Mrs. Budge. “Puffeckly, iSir, everyth ink -earring one spoon as come bagx short.” 


Propelled for once by not imwilllng feet. 
There, mingling with the crowd, he 
sweeps along, 

A joyous item in a joyous throng : 

No thoughts arise in his official mind 
Of duties left undone and left behind ; 
He marches on with spirits soaring higli, 
He cares not whither and he knows nut 
why. 

That is a feat by martial music wrought 
Which baffles reason and simpasses 
thought ; 

You, Muse, if you shoidd deem it worth 
your while 

To seek so crude a listener to beguile. 
However ravishing or sweet your strain, 
Might work on such material in vain. 
Orpheus himself, though credited with 
skill 

Suflicient to make rivers flow up-hill, 
Whose melodies, as many are aware, 


Produ(?ed the earliest type of dancing 
Ijear, 

In spite of all the art he could employ, 

{ Was never followed by an office boy I 


Tile Absent Treatment. 

From an advertisement in The British 
Weehlg>- 

“ ’Fn (piickly cure lieadache, for instance, all 
one inis to do is to drop one of the powders in 
a small cup of hot lea ~ or milk or water. In 
from two to live minutes tlie headache will 
<li ''appear.” 


“Yesterday there were thonsands of men 
who, a<loptujg an American style, discarded the 
superfluous and biiffoeiitiug -waiscoats and wore 
belts instead.” — Daily. Mail. 

On the otlier hand, quite a lot of people 
wox'e braces instead. 
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I was not aw£ire that you had made any. I suppose New 
miD Rnnif IWft-OFFICE Guinea was discovered before you went there. We have 

OUR BOOMNUi OI-Ml/t. TOrk like yours coming in every day.” Nor is it pleasant to 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) -jjg reminded, as the author very rightly does remind us, that . 

T T J- 1 1 1 ..1-,- i>or Tv'pre FMfDTP so has Ecfvnt Germany had taken advantage of the labour and seized the 

in her^S S the merring instine’fc of the casual fairest portion of New Guinea before Ae British Government 
tourist that gifted author has detected at a glance the mis- woke up and made a colony of what was le ft. 

chief underlving the administration of snch mediocrities as , . a i ^ 

Srd In The White Prophet (published by HEum- “Susannah and Several Others might serve as a generic 

r^trinT novel and delightfidfoi4 Ire proves by the simple tide for most of Madame ^^sis books.. For since 
wLh nFrGi'iPfiVinn tliGt Susannah's time Caroline and Mary and Louisa, and now 

rep invmcMe Ainelia (te™) W all fig.ured on the 

Yet shortly the twain shall meet,” bookstalls in the sweet simphcity of their Christia,n names. 


Susannah's time Gardline and Mary and Louisa, and now 
The Invincible Amelia (teiHUEu) have all figured on the 
bookstalls in the sweet simphcity of their Christian names. 




)) 

veM 






THE IMPRESSIONABLE BILL-STICKER. 


and by quotations from hvmns of both districts, amplified by A^nAm is as fresh and piquant as the rest of the sisterho(ri, 
socialistKJ sermons of liis own, he dismisses any difficulties and as tiaily feminine as the sfyle of affected by 

which might have been supposed to exist in the matter of her godmother. Only she should have been called the 
reliction. He has conceived the ideal Englishman in 07? arZes Incredible instead of the Invincible. I ^ont Relieve a 
Gordon LorcL an officer ready to argue at any length his dashing jonng Ih^eadnought cvmsev oi her build could have 
superior’s orders, and to obey them or not as may seem good sailed in such shallow waters and so close to the shore 
to his higher morality. This splendid fellow, acting as without running aground. As she resolutely declined to do 
deputv to the local prophet, and associating with a host of any honest work, and as she had nothing a year but her wits 

goSd, bad, and indigent characters, to live on, it takes all her own and 

much to be commended for the scru- , — ^ ® to supply 

pulous consistency of their goodness, Berwithenoughmoney-makmgadven- 

badness, and indifference, controls fate jjApwoU G tures to keep her fronr starving. In 

and the Consul-General with the few ® “ vm.N fact, they wo^d ignomimouriy fail to 

weU-chosen words, “It cannot, must not iox occa- 

not, shaU not be.” Thus, while soli- “1'%! sional timely cheques sent by her 

tary but corpulent tears roll down cast- :,b ^ humdrum but useful femnme rela- 

ii-on cheeks, and “sainted” mothers whenever her fortunes are at 

languish by easy stages, he brings =5^^ their lowest ebb. She would be more 

hir^seK, his love, Egypt and the world ’ 1 possible if she were an out-and-out 

to a prosperous convalescence. If Mr. C adventimess. As it is she is too good 
Cadje cannot claim to be inspired, he ^ M/ , for the job, and is like a poor privateer 

has certainly spared MmseH no pains. n W L continuaUy rimnmg alonpide 

The complications of his plot are in- /w merchantmen and then dechnmg 

finite, and his reproduction of the board them. So she passes a fairly 

Oriental atmosphere lacks none of the 4-3- exciting but distmcUy aprons exis^ 

detail and subtle suggestion of the Con- once, m company with various moneyed 

tinmtal Bradshaw. Lastlv, his filus- ' strangers whom she meets m traip ' 

trator has managed to iinpart to at THE IMPRESSIONABLE BILL-STICKER, and motor-cars and restaurants and 

least one page of this wonderful book —the steeets, always sailing under falp 

quite a tolerable resemblance to real life. colours, when' all the while there is a certain person in 

■ the Temple, with a “strong, nice hand,” who is only, too 

A dmir al MORESBY’S Ttoo Admirals (Murray), “a record of apious to take the tiller of her hfe^d steer her into the ^ 
life and service in the British Navy for a hundiud years,” is quiet havp of matrimony. But that m^me Auunesi does , 
a work of exceptional interest. The two admirals of the title allow him to do till the last page oi the book. 

are AcMral of the Fleet Sir Fairfax Moresby, and his 

son, the author, and between them they touch all the years cm THEODORE MARTIN 

of the period which is bounded by the Yietory and the 1816—1909 

Dreadnw^ht. Thus there are pag^ which i^e one long 

to read Marryat ^ ovct again for the^ke of being Let them praise tbe friend of Rulers, counsellor firm and 

beheve every w^ord. Ihere are yarns of the convoy of gold ^ 

from Mmra, with officials all feathering their 0 ^ nests, and Laud the art wherewith you echoed in our English tongue 
even Briti^ captains on the mke ; yarns of Chinese pirates Q^lden voices from the ages when the world was yonn|; 
and of Celestial cunmng ; of Japan in the days of the feudal jje it ours in grateful hoffiage to recall the lays 
mirnios, wiA warriors stffi_ clad in hlack bunushed chain ^ 

armour ; oi the first British ironclad ; of wrecks and wreck- i j . a • • 

age-looters on the coast of Ireland; of many more things, y^ars have passed since Aytoun joined your gay 

indeed, than I can mention. Admiral Moresby, ^ it will be crusade , ^ i 

remembered, has aheady published a book on his discoveries Doyle and Leech and Orowqui^ lending you their ald-r^ 
in New Guinea, and some considerable amount of space in ®^^fy years have passed since Fhairshon swore his famous 
the present volume is given to an account of his explorations n. 

ill the then unsurveyed waters of that part of the world. His of Oomersalez wondrously pursued ; 

achievements included the addition to the chart of many although our lives be moulded by a different rule, 
first-class harbours and navigable rivers, and upwards of a 1*^0 oap you deftly fashioned fits the modern fool, 
hundred islands, and the finding of a shorter route between Comrade of our ‘‘roaring forties,” in your pages still ’ ^ 
Australia and China. All this is good reading, but it is not From the midmost fount of laughter may we drink our fill — 
good to read that the Admiralty hydrographer, when be Watch you, Eabelais’ disciple, sunshine in your eyes, ’ . * 
received the report, remarked, “Discoveries, Captain Moresby* Shooting with an aim unerring folly as it flies. 


good, bad, and indifferent characters, 

much to be commended for the scru- p 
pulous consistency of their goodness, / 
badness, and indifference, controls fate 
and the Consul-General with the few j;!* 
well-chosen words, “It cannot, must p 
not, shall not be.” Thus, while soli- 
tary but corpulent tears roH down cast- 
ii'on cheeks, and “sainted” mothers ii 
languish by easy stages, he brings ' 
himself, his love, Egypt and the world 
to a prosperous convalescence. If Mr. 
Caine cannot claim to be inspired, he 
has certainly spared himself no pains. 

The complications of his plot are in- ^ 
finite, and his reproduction of the ' 
Oriental atmosphere lacks none of the 
detail and subtle suggestion of the Con- < 
tinental Bradshaw, Lastly, his iUus- ^ 
trator has managed to impart to at •] 
least one page of this wonderful book — 
quite a tolerable resemblance to real life 
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A LOHG-FELT WAKT. “f d? 

“I AM going to found a new agency,” tlie proper age for a girl to marry 
said Ponker, “tkatwiE supply ‘a long- at?’ 

felt want, and at tke same time offer | '' Ferdbiand (hrightenmg im^ccptihly) : 

gentlemanly and remunerative employ- 1 ‘ But is there a proper age ? Marriage 
ment to out-of-work dramatists, novelists, 1 is too often like a shop egg. Spoonin<y 
barristers with occasional spare time, j ends as soon as you become conscious 
and others. No outlay required, and ' of the yolk.’ 

no canvassing. ^ j Miranda (surprised at his ready 

“WeaU admire,” he continued, “theltoit); ‘I had no idea you were such a 
versatihty, the boundless fecundity of | cynic. Really I am half afraid of you. 
The Daily Mirrors dinner-table con-, Let ns talk of something else. Let us 
versationalist. But, in ’ the hands of . talk about the drama. Musical comedy 
persons of ordinary mental — 




'•awuX'A.'. ?'?' ■ il'j, \ i' . \w\\ 

■■ ' \\' li:'/! II ' Ji jjii Si ' A , 





calibre, might not the use 
even of his generous list of 
topics result in rather pedes- 
trian table-talk ? 

“ It will be the business of 
the young men employed by 
my syndicate to frame, every 
I morning, epigrams, verbal 
, ripostes, puns, fragments of 
light banter, to be used in 
i countering The Mimr man’s 
; topical remarks. These will 
I be supplied to the dining 
; public at ten shillings per 
half-dozen, or six specials 
(exclusive) for one guinea. 

“Now let us see how the 
! thing will work. 

I “Ferdinand is going out j 
' to dinner, and expects to I 
! meet Miranda, wiiom, for 
; reasons, he wishes to dazzle 
! with his brilliancy. Know- 
ing himself to be really 
rather h dull dog, he goes 
to the office of the syndi- 
cate, which opens at noon 
* sharp, and says : ‘ I want 
! half-a-dozen specials, please.’ 

1 “ ‘ Certainly,’ says the 

obliging shopman briskly, 

‘ what kind will you take ? 

We have them in several 
lines —7 cynical, broadly 
humorous, informative, or 
mixed.’ 

“He ruminates for a Bertie (m Picca(7%). ** I rather like town this time 
moment ; through the glass s£ems more sort of select.” 

door behind the counter he — ; ; 

can see the impromptu naanufacturers has held its own during the past season, 
hard at work. Miranda has rather has it not? Perhaps we have lost the 
piqued him of late, and at first he thinks taste for tragedy.’ 
he wiE go in foir the smartly cynical. ''Ferdinand (icithout turning a hair): 
But finaEy he hedges : ‘ Mixed, please/ ^ Precisely. On the modern stage the 

he says. The shopman gives him an main difference between Comedy^ and 

envelope, and he puts down a guinea Tragedy is tliat one ends with biEing 

and goes out. and cooing, and the other with killing 

“ During soup he has an unpleasant and booing,’ 
fear that Miranda is not going to play “ Miranda (with increased respect) : 
the game, and that his guinea wiU be ' ReaEy, that is rather apt. Have you— 
wasted. Their talk flags ; but then but no, it ’s not possible— have you, by 
Miranda has recourse to the diner-out’s chance, anj^hing new to say about the 
best friend, and something like the Budget?’ 

foEowing results : — "Ferdinand: ‘Certainly. The Budget 

" Miranda (indifferently) : ‘Were you is like a lobster; it sheds claws after 


fel 

p;:S€[ 










claws without losing its identity, and 
it finishes by getting red.’ ” 

(" She talked to the man on tlie other 
side of her after that,” said Ponker’s 
audience with quiet conviction. 

“Nothing of the sort,” said Ponker 
irritably, “she was electrified by his 
dehghtful vein of humoiir. But, to 
continue :) 

"Miranda: ‘Er— the holidays, now. 
Some people say we have too many 
holidays, — but don’t you think they help 
to prolong our youth ? ’ 

"Ferdinand: ‘Exactly. Less than a 

century ago, when a man 

reached fifty he began to 
I think about ‘ making bis 
sold,’ as the Irish say. Now 
he begins to think about 
learning golf.’ 

"Miranda (thinking ivhat 
a novelist the world has 
lost): ‘After aE, the race 
for wealth is so keen we 
must turn aside sometimes, 
or the pace would kiE us.’ 

"Ferdinand (mournfidly) : 
‘Ahl yes. The money 
market is too much with us. 
In the City of London Gog 
and Magog have given place 
to twin monsters of more 
portentous growth — Gam- 
mon and Mammon.’ 

"Miranda (ineeh with 
reverence for his ewiversa- 
tional powers): ‘Speaking 
generaEy, are we not all too 
eager to “get rich quick ” ? ’ 

“ Ferdinand : ' Hasty 

generalisations are seldom 
just; you may say that 
' bounders with fuE pockets 
are always vulgar, — but wliat 
about the kangaroo ? ’ 

“ Miranda (aside) : ' Good 
Heavens I and this is the 
man I twitted with his wnnt 

of smaE-talk ’ 

. “And so,” said Ponker, 
“whatever their pi'ecise rela- 
op YFAR— with one another may 

have been, be sure that 

Ferdinand has bettered his 

’ position — and all for one guinea.” 

I “ Yes,” replied Ponker’s captious 
critic, “ but having, like a spendthrift, 
used up his guinea’s worth, won’t there 
now be a sudden fading off — won’t she 
think him sulky or something ? 

“Then,” said Ponker sharply, “the 
remedy is easy. He should go in for 
two guineas’ worth.” 

“ When dinner came up I scratched my name 
on the dark paint very effectively with the ! 
knife (which is, 1 think, made of tin) ; and when 
I had finished * Annie Bell, Suffragette,* the 
point was entirely gone.” — Votes for Women. 

! WeE, weE, there never was much point. 




THE DOLL^S HOUSE. 

“ Why did you never writed to me on 
iny })iri‘day asked Margery. 

‘‘‘ Your icliat ? ’ I said in alarm. 
“Mybirfday." , 

“I have “I mean I'm going to. It s 
to-morrow, Thursday.’ ’ 

“ I jink it did be on Monday.” I 

‘‘ I know you were born on a Thursday, 
anyhow,” I argued, beginning to feel 
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I “ Good inoruing. What can I show off thi-ee-and-sixpence.” She opened the 


you, Sir?” . — 

“ Well, that’s just it. Now we are in brushes 


drawers. “ Hats, frocks, sunshade, shoes, 


the thick of it, you know. The truth is, 1 1 
if you must have it, that I want some time, 
—some clothes for a doll.” “ I 


I pulled myselt together— only just in 
ne. 

“ Don’t be silly,” I said. “ What do I 


Yes, Sir. Any particular garment ? ” want with a w’-ardrohe ? I told you that 
“ A very particular garment,” I said. Lady Elizabeth was about to he married ; 
“ One can’t he too particidar in referring naturally Viscount Bendish will do the 


anxious. 

“Mv 


said Margery 


“ One can’t lie too particidar in referring 
to it ” . 

“ What exactly do you require? We 
have everything here.” 

“To he absolutely accurate, I want a 


furnishing.” 

“ We have them aU in a trunk, if you 
would prefer that.” 

1 She took me away and showed me a 


forgettingthe poiaUU -in^hcays ^htgown witli pi^ ribbon for Udy trunk fuU of cloAes aU biggkdy-g- 


■*1 Ijlizahetll. 

“So it -wouid be Monday this year,” “A nightgown. Certain^.” She 
nut in Margery’s mother. “She was brought out several, and we selected one. 
so disappointed- it wasn’t like you to “Jove, that is ripping. You never 
fort^et.” ' ' stamp album like that, i mean, 


ledy," like my kit-hag when they give 
She me a week’s holiday. 

Dne. “That’s simply rotten,” I said. 

3 ver ‘ “ Then you ’ll have the other ? ” 
ean, “Well, I suppose ” I stopped 


' “There vou are. We may learn a perhaps I’d Two, thank you. ’ 

lesson evenfrom the youngest. Margie, “ And the next article? ” “I insure your— yora little niece 

dear” I went on, “I’m so sorry. What “ Well— er— I i-eally think that s all. Grand-daughter, I coi-rected. 
would you like’” ■ Something teas said of a flannel petti- “Would be delighted with it.” 

Mar<^ery fetched a chair, climbed up coat, I believe ; but I don’t know if that ’s “ After all,” I wavered, “ I did forget 
on'to“it, and, standing on tip-toe, possible.” her birthday was on Monday, didn’t I? 

whispered in my ear : . “Certainly, Sir. I will show you And I needn t take the doll, yon -say ? 

“ Some strorrrbries,” some.” “ We let you off three-and-sixpence, if 

“ Bother ” I said. ‘^Ob, no. What I meant was that yon don’t take the doll. Of course all the 

“I fought you was going to bring me tliis Lady Elizabeth goes to the Opera clothes are made to fit this particular 

some strorrrbries yesterday-to-morrow.” every night, and is— well, generally one, and if 

“Yes so did 1. I just missed it speaking, one of the nobs. So I should “ I gather that the brushes would fit 

somehow. Isn’t theie anything else?” hardly think that a flannel Oh, a?i?/ doll,” I said severely. “And your 

“Lady Betty,” said henmother, looking well, if you really Two, thank you.” man’s got my umbrella abeady , . . Oh 

at the swellest doll, “wants anew .“Shoes, stockings?” all right then— if you live.” 

nightie. I don’t know if you would “ Oh — er-- no. Unless you * **5 * * 

like to make her one.” ‘‘ We Lave some very pretty silk open- Down below, the Chief Proprletor 

“ She does want a new nightie with work stockings,” she said, and she smiled ; and as he handed me my receipt 

pink ribbon,” said Margie plaintively, brought them out. he ’made certain chalk marks on my 

“ and a ’lannel petticoat, and a ” “ Golly— I mean Right-o.” hack. They were slightly different 

I heaved a great sigh. If it bad only “ What about frocks ? ” ^ from the ones with which I entered, and 

been a bat or a stamp album. “ Oh, no, thanks. She’s got ibis one the interpretation of them was : — 

“Very w^ell,” I said, “if she wants she goes to the Opera in, you know, and “You’re rightabout the ‘ S:lly Ass,’ 
them I suppose she must have tliem.”^ that ’s a 1 she wants.” ^ ^ hut there’s no need to leave him two 

“ What does she do in the day-lime?” shillings for the journey home. The 

The Chief Proprietor (to judge from “I fink she does go to bed. Tliat’s cabman can always ca:l at the hank on 

his smile) of The DoU's House came Avhy I wanted the I say, those are the way.” A. A. M.: 

forward with a how. All these people awfully prett}. Perhaps, if you think ^ 

seem to know that when once they get , . . Yes, I’ll have them l3otb.” -n -at -d t xi j. xi 

me into their shop they can make me “Underclothes?” Mr, Punch^ J see that the 


thank you.” what you mean. So must I.” 

? ” “I’m sure your — ^your little niece ” 

liiiik that’s all. “ Grand-daughter,” I corrected, 
a flannel petti- “ Would he delighted with it.” 

’t know if that ’s “ After aU,” I wavered, “ I did forget 

her birthday was on Monday, didn’t I ? 
wall show you And I needn’t take the doll, you -say ? ” 
“ We let you off three-and-sixpence, if 


buy any old thing they like. 


, A CO, A AX XJltbVC UJX\jJLXi _ __ _ — ,1 . 

‘Underclothes’” Punch,—-! see that the 

‘ Under what ? ' Oh, look here, if once claim® of Epping Forest are vigorously 


must he some sort of Tramps’ Code in we begin talking about them Do upheld in some of }oui contemporaiies 

use amongst them ; I have 110 doubt that you really think so? Well, then,” Ii^ i the London 

® - - - - Pageant of 1910. So far as I can see 


I carry on my back a chalk mark frc»n sighed, “take it from me that Lady 


the last shop, meaning, “A Silly Ass — Elizabeth is just going to get married, unly one objection to th^ choice 

but you must leave him two shillings and wants two of ereryi/ii) 2 ^. Now then.” ~fhe proximity oi the spot. Distance 
for the cab home.” “In that case I have just the thing ^uncls enchantment to the view, and 

“A wet morning,” lie began. “ Allow for her.” while we are about it, why shomd not 

me to take your umbrella. What can She went away, and came back with a Pageant be held fu® heautiM 
we have the nleasure of sliowins^ vou? ” blessed wardrobe. Lookiiiir-srlass. cun- ?uenery of the Falkland Islands or St. 


me to take your umbrella. What can 
we have the pleasure of showing you ? ” 
t “I want,” I said, “a ni— er — some- 


She went away', and came back with a 
blessed wardrobe. Looking-glass, cup- 


I “I want,” I said, “a ni— er — some- hoard, chest -of- drawers, everything. Helena, lours, x\nti-Pagett, M.D. 

thing for a lady — that is to say, for a Wonderful. 

young doll.” “I suppose that costs » billions of “ For Sale, Bay Gelding, 15.2, with Doctor’s j 

“Dolls upstairs on the right.” pounds? ” I said in awe. Rubber Tyre Brougham. Doctor no farther use.” 

“ On the right, thank you. Oh, here “ Well, there is a doll that goes with A most callous way of referring to the 
we are. Good morning, madam.” it, and if you don’t take that, we let yoxi accident. 
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Unde (Jielping Harold to write to athletic outfitters for an air-gun). “ Axd now, now are you going to end up— -'1 ours AFFECTioNAXEL'i, Eii? 
Harold. “No. I know better than that: this is a business letter. I’m going to say, ‘Yours to hand.’” 


THE AHTIST. 

I MEET him in the daily walk 

That takes me through a London 
square — 

A man who writes his soul in chalk 
Upon the flagstoned thoroughfare. 

His art untrammelled is ; he knows 
None of the laws of may and mayn’t 

Which schools impose at will on those 
Who bow and worship Paint. 

His weapons lie exposed to view, 

All in a grimy cloth outspread — 

Yellow and brown, a green or two, 

Some blue, a double dose of red ; 

Deftly with these he paves your way 
To Nature (as his visions see ’t), 

As who should say, “ Behold I lay 
Earth’s beauties at j-our feet.” 

His works are few. I call to mind 
A ship at sea in parlous state, 

A sunset landscape — this is signed, 

A fish, say haddock, on a plate ; 

Others he shows upon his pitch, 

Slight in themselves, and yet his zeal 

Win these enrich with legends which 
Make infinite appeal. 

That portrait, for example. That 
At various times does duty for 


A criminal, a plutocrat, 

A Budget-framing Chancellor ; 

Bleriot, Duller, C. B. Fry, 

Sure as the turn of each one came 
To occupy the public eye, 

HiA'e lent that form a name. 

He ’s found, in short, Life’s key. To him, 
Viewing the world with lofty calm, 

A primrose by the river’s brim 
May be a poppy or a palm ; 

He ’s learned — nay, always he has known 
Art’s greatest truth, sublime, supreme. 
Cold as the stone he makes his own— 
Things are not what they seem. 

THE SUPER-BEASTS. 

It is on record that Mr. A. J . W edbe, 
on being bowled by an underhand ^ 
from Mordecai Sherwin, the Nottingham ’ 
wicket-keeper, remarked, on his return 
to the Pavilion, that it was like being 
run over by a donkey-cart. W'hat then 
does it feel like, after trying in vain for 
years and years to perform even the 
simplest fe.it of equilibrism, to stray 
into tbe Coliseum and find a sea-lion 
doing it with ease? Humiliation is not 
the word. Had one been asked at 


random, a few years ago, which was, of 
all the strange and varied animal 
kingdom, the least likely creature to be 
taught to balance billi.ird-eues on its 
nose, and play intelligently at ball, and 
catch clowns’ hats, and generally behave 
like Cinquevalli, one would probably, 
after mature thought, have said the 
sea-lion. Y^et here are sea-lions who do 
these things to perfection ; and having 
done them, roguishly lead the applause. 

Captain Feed Woodward’s sea-lions at 
the Coliseum are wonderful. They 
understand, they langh, they talk, they 
play, they are art’sts. They do ex- 
quisitely difficult things to perfection. ^ 

The lion may be the king of beasts in 
point of nobility and beauty ; the cat 
may comfort the old maid ; the donkey 
may di'aw the chaise of the feeble ; the 
suede may provide tlie gloves for the 
^hte; the otter may distil roses; the 
horse may be the friend of man; the 
dog may be faithful and protective ; t!ie 
elephant may be strong and serviceable ; 
tbe cow may give milk, and tbe sheep) 

. blankets and mutton ; but they are all 
fools beside the sea-lion. The sea-lion 
is the true super-beast, and Captain 
Fred Woodward should be made an O.M. 
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JOHN. 

He ’s a boy, 

And tliat ’s the long and (chiefly) the short of it, 
And the point of it and the wonderful sport of it ; 
A two-year-old with a taste for a toy, 

And two chubby fists to clutcli it and grasp it, 
And two fat arms to embrace it and clasp it ; 
And a short stout couple of sturdy legs 
As liard and as smooth as ostrich eggs ; 

And a Jolly round head, so fairly round 
You Cv3uld easily roll it, 

Or take it and bowl it 
"With never a bump along the ground. 

And, as to his cheeks, they ’re also fat — 

I’ve seen them in ancient prints like that, 

Where a wind-boy higli 
In a cloudy sky 

Is puffing away for all he ’s worth, 

Uprooting the trees 
With a reckless breeze, 

And strewing them over the patient earth, 

Or laising a storm to wreck the ships 

With the work of his lungs and cheeks and lips. 

Take a look at his eyes ; I put it to you, 

Were ever two eyes more tridy blue ? 

If you went and worried the whole world through 
You ’d never discover a bluer blue ; 

I doubt if you ’d find a blue so true 

In the coats and scarves of a Cambridge crew. 

And his hair 
Is as fair 
Asa pretty giiTs, 

But it ’s right for a boy with its crisp, short curls 
All a-gleam, as he struts about - 
With a laugh and a shout, 

To summon his sister-slaves to him 
For his joyous Majesty’s careless whim. 

But now, as, after a stand, he budges. 

And sets to work and solemnly trudges, 

Out from a hush there springs full tilt 
His four-legged playmate— and John is spilt. 

She ’s a young dog and a strong dog 
And a tall dog and a long dog, 

A Danish lady of high degree, 

Black coat, kind eye and a stride that ’s free. 

And out she came 
Like a hurst of flame, 

And John, 

As he trudged and strutted # 

Sturdily on, 

Was blindly butted. 

And, all his dignity spent and gone, 

On a patch of clover 
Was tumbled over, 

His two short legs having failed to score 
In a sudden match against Lufra’s four. 

But we picked him up 
And we brushed him down, 

And he rated the pup 
With a dreadful frown ; 

And then he laughed and he went and hugged her, 
Seized her tail in his fist and tugged her, ’ 

And so, mill a sister’s hand to guide him. 
Continued his march with the dog heslde him. 


And soon he waggles his way upstairs — 

He does it alone, though he finds it steep. 

He is stripped and gowned, and he says his prayers, 
And he condescends 
To admit his friends 
To a levee before he goes to sleep. 

He thrones it there 
With a battered bear 
And a tattered monkey to form bis Court, 

And, having come to the end of day, 

Conceives that this is the time for play 
And every possible kind of sport. 

But at last, tucked in for the hundredth time, 

He babbles a hit of nursery rhyme, 

And on the bed 
Droops his curly round head, 

Gives one long sigh of unalloyed content 
Over a day so well, so proudly spent, 

Resigned at last to Hsten and obey. 

And so begins to breathe his quiet night awav. 

R. C. L. 

MORE BOOKS THAT WILL NOT SELL. 

I. ' ■ ' / 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I also have written a hpok which for 
some unaccountable reason does not sell. It is not about 
Germany : any ass could understand a book about Gennany 
not selling ; it is a story of love and adventure, containing, 
in fact, every ingredient that the public wants, and yet it ; 
does not sell. The title is Passion in Mid-air (this shows I 
how up-to-date it is) and the publishers are Messrs. Bills and | 
Moon, and yet it doesn’t seU. Can you suggest a reason ? | 
I can’t ; but I will gladly give any one five pounds who will 
lift its circulation to 32,000 copies. Yours, &c., 

Orville Unrebd. 

IT. 

Dear Mil Punch,— T/jc Daily Mail seems to think it 
occupies an abnormal position in being unable to sell more 
than 32,000 copies of a book. But I can assure it that the 
experience is more common than it fancies. I, too, am with 
it. My last volume of poems, The Heart's Tuning-Jork, 
stopped well under that figure, and apparently cannot recom- 
mence its sales without the assistance of some violent cataclysm 
of nature, art or artifice. German statistics naturally make 
no claim on an Englishman; but here is a hook full of 
appeal to their sympathy and understanding. I adjure you 
to help me unload a few more copies. I will give away 
a copy of Mr. Lloyd-George’s Limehouse speech and a portrait 
of one of the Dares with each. Yours, etc., P. N. Nontit. 

III. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I have written a hook, copies of which 
were sent to the Prime Minister, the Archbishop of 
Canterbury, the Rev. R. J. Campbell, Mr. Imoyd- George 
Mr. Bernard Shaw, Mr. Eustace Miles and Lord Roberts' 
each of whom replied that he was greatly honoured to he the ' 
recipient and would lose no time in reading it— and yet it' 
does not sell. How to make it do so is my constant thQuo-ht' 
day and night. The hook, one would have thought, would' 
have gone like hot cakes, since it deals with the important 
question of chemical manure and the best means of making 
two blades of grass grow where only one grew before. Wliat 
could be moie valuable than that? And yet we hav^e sold' 
up to tJie present moment only tliirty-two copies. I await’ 
your sage counsel. Yom-s, &c. Scjedtatoe. ; 

IV. 

Me. Punch, I have written a hook which won’t sell 
and I can’t think of any reason except that it is not interestin<^^' 
enough. But surely that is ahsui-d. Yours, &c., Qoeeist. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

In spite of liis No Sarrender attitude 
ia the House of Commons Mr. Lloyd- 
George lias been contemplating flisht at 
Rheims. - 

* Si: 

And is the Government, after all, 
going to withdraw from its uncompro- 
mising attitude to the Beer Trade ? The 
abandonment of Mr. Burns’s Pure Milk 
Bill looks like a sop to the brewers. 

In connection with a right-of-way 
dispute at Newport a fence belonging 
to Colonel Lookwood, M.P., has been 
forcibly pulled down. This strikes us 
as being a peculiarly heartless outrage, 
for, in the case of a poUtician, a fence 
may be needed at any moment for 
sitting on. 

* * 

No wonder Mi*. Winston Churchill 
was always cheerful during the all- 
night .sittings. They were serving his 
purpose. He was training for the Kaiser’s 
Manoeuvres, at which he is to be one 
of a batch of distinguished guests, who, 
we are told, will not be allowed more 
than foxir hours’ sleep. 

* * 

4 : 

One result of the Imperial Defence 
Conference, we are informed, is that 
Canada and Australia and New Zealand 
are to have navies which wiU be local 
in ordinary circumstances, but liable 
to be called on by the Admiralty 
when Britain’s Command of the Sea is 
threatened. Locally, we take it, they 

may only fight in time of peace. 

‘ * * ^ 

* 

An airship is being built hurriedly 
for the Spanish Government, and the- 
Moors are said to be not a Httle proud' 
that theirs will prove to be the first war 
in which such a machine will be used. 
It will undoubtedly be an additional 
attraction, and excursions from the more 
distant parts of Morocco are already 
being arranged. 

1 

. The Pope has given the motor-car 
■^vhich was presented to him by certain 
American admirers to Cardinal Merry 
DEL Val. In future, we suspect, American 
admirers will mark their gifts “Not 
transferable.” 

Miss Helen Mathers thinks that the 
decline of the novel is due to a large 
extent to motor-cars. There is no doubt 
that a large class of readers has been 
ahnost entirely eliminated by these 
yehicles. We refer to those persons 
who used to read as they walked along 
the roadway. 



^ I 




Wicked Boy (ichose offer to ca 7 n*ii hag has been someichat abruptly refused ). “Then shall I 
’old your beard still, Guv’nor, while you lights yer pipe?” 


< “ The Censor is a plain man,” said Mr. 
,Walkley in his evidence before the 
Censorship Committee. We think it 


regrettable that this controversy cannot 

be carried on without personalities. 

* * 

* 

Lieutenant Shackleton, whose powers 
of endurance are well known, has been 
elected a vice-president of the Poetry 
llecital Society. 

^ * 

Signor Caruso appeared at Plymouth 
last week in a dress suit of golden-brown, 
and Signor Lecomte in one of purple, 
and the local Pierrots are complaining 

bitterly of the unexpected competition. 

♦ * 

The price of rubber, it is alleged, is 
being mtificiaUy inflated by the man- 
oeu\Tes of certain companies. If this 
be true, the niis-printer who referred to 
“the manipulations of the robber com- 
panies ” showed something like genius. 


Meanwhile we hear that a number of 
artists are seriously contemplating pool- 
ing ah their pieces of india-rubber and 
floating the same as a limited company. 

itf * 

* 

A Northumberland farmer was as- 
tonished to And, on reaching home the 
other day, that a bull which he had sold 
at a neighbouring market for eighteen 
guineas a few hours previously was back 
in its shed. And yet people say that 
Agriculture cannot be made to pay. 

^ * 

* I 

ART GOWNS 
EOR ATHLETIC GIRLS 

announces a contemporary. This wiU 
scarcely be an innovation. Most of the 
Art Gowns that we have seen look the 
very thing for sack races. 
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“HOLD.” 

I KNOW, wliere Hani23sliire fronts the 
Wight, 

A little elmrch, where “ after strife ” 
Reposes Guy de Blanquely, Knight, 

By Alison his wife, — 

I know their features’ graven lines 
In tiine-stained inarhle monotone, 
While crouched before their feet re- 
clines 

Their little dog of stone ! 

I look where Blaiiquely Castle stiU 
Frowns o’er the oak wood’s summer 
state, 

(The maker of a patent pill 
Has purchased it of late), 

And then through Fancy’s open door 
1 backward turn to days of old, 

And see Sir Guy— a bachelor 
Who owns a dog called ‘‘Hold” ! 

I see him take the Toimiey’s chance, 
And ui-ge his coal-bkck charger on 
To an arbitrament by lance 
For lovely Alison ; 

I mark the onset, see him hurl 
From broidered saddle to the dirt 
His rival, that ignoble Earl — 
Black-hearted Massingbert 1 

Then Alison, wdth down-dropped eyes, 
Where happy tears bedim the blue, 
Bestows a valuable prize 
And adds her hand thereto ; 

My lord, his surcoat streaked by sand, 
Remounts, low muttering curses 
hot, 

And with a base-born, hireling band 
He plans a dastard plot ! 

* * * * 

’Tis night— Sir Guy has sunk to sleep, 
The castle keep is hushed and 
still, — 

See, up the spiral stairway creej), 

To work his wdcked wdU, 

Lord Massingbert of odious fame, 

Soft followed by his cut-throat 
staff ; — 

Ah, ‘^Hold” has justifiecl his name 
And pinned his lordship’s calf ! 

A growl, an oath, then torches flare ; 

Out rings a sentry’s startled shont ; 
The guard are racing for the stair, 
Half-dressed, Sir Guy rims out ; 

On high his glittering blade he waves, 
He gives foul Massingbert the point, 
He carves the hired assassin knaves 
Joint fi'om plebeian joint ! 

***** 

The Knight is dead— his sword is rust, 
But in his day I ’m certain Hold ” 
Wore, as his master’s badge of trust, 

A collarette of gold : 

And stiU I like to fancy that, 

Somewhere beyond the Styx’s bound, 
Sir Guy’s tall phantom stoops to pat 
His little phantom hound ! 


FEEDING THE LONDONER. ! 

I. 

“ James,” said George, “ our common 
friend Thomas tells me that there is a 
big Furnishing Establishment in the 
West End which gives a free lunch to 
its better-class customers. I have in- 
duced our common enemy, Henry, to 
believe that he wants a new carpet for 
his study, and I have undertaken to pur- 
chase it for him.' I am bound to confess 
that he did not appear too wiUiug to 
assent, but I kept him quiet by telling | 
him tliat he could always return the| 
carpet if he didn^'t like it.” 

“ Thomas has mentioned the shop to 
me, too,” I said. He told me that he 
started with a chaii* and went on order- 
ing cushions till the Superintendent 
invited him to lunch. Then he stopped 
ordering cushions and countermanded 
I the chair. He’ would not, however, give 
me the name.” 

“ He did not want to teU me either, 
for he is essentiaEy greedy. But I 
doubted his word with such persistent 
derision that he had to teU it me in the 
end. I further elicited from him the 
information that they placed an ample 
wine-list before him,' but tliat tlie prices 
were so obviously marked on it as to 
lead him to suspect that that part of the 
meal was less hospitality than a commer- 
cial transaction. So he ordered a small 
lager, and found out in the end that they 
stood alcohol too. He says that the 
thought of what he missed spoilt his 
day’s pleasure. Let us go and purchase 
this carpet and have a pleasant meal 
together, not omitting to benefit by 
Thomas’s experience with the cbinks.” 

II. 

We arrived at the shop at about one 
o’clock, feeling that at that time one gets 
the best light for carpet choosing. 

“We have come,” said George to the 
Superintendent, “ to bny a great deal of 
furniture — carpets, rugs, mats, more 
mats, rugs and carpets. Then of course 
we shall want some rugs. If you are 
prepared to undertake an enormous 
order, let us begin with the carpets. . . , 
What is the time, James?” 

I looked at my watch. “ Hello ! ” I 
said, “would you believe that it is very 
nearly, if not actually, lunch-time ? I 
had no idea it was so late.” 

“ Time for lunch ? ” said George. “ W ell 
I never!” and we both tinned to the 
Superintendent appealingly. 

“I catch your meaning, gentlemen,” 
he said, with conspicuous inaccuracy. 
Then to an uninfluential assistant, “ Show 
these gentlemen some carpets at once. 
They are in a hurry to get away.” 

This first failure cast a little gloom 
over the carpeting, and we were both 
determined not to see anything we liked 


until we were certain about the meal. 
When we discovered farther that tbe 
assistant was a new hand and was not • 
even aware of the existence of a 
restaurant on the - premises; we felt 
that this would never do. So George 
started looking over another pile of 
carpets, while I wandered off in search 
of the Superintendent. 

“Mr. Superintendent,” said I, “we 
find that this' is a bigger job than we 
thought. Your assistant is a good fellow, 
but I doubt if be is experienced enough 
to deal with an order of this magnitude. 
So I thought I would come back to you. 
We liave plenty of time now, as we are 
too late for our luncheon party in the j 
City, and shall have to get a snack where ' 
Ave can.” The Superintendent made no 
movement. “Look here, suppose I 
and my friend got our lunch now and 
we all went along afterwards and dealt ; 
with this colossal order of Ours, when 
you are less busy ? ” 

“ Just as you please, Sir,” said he. 

“What? ’’said I. 

“I said, ‘Just as you please, Sir,’ ” he 
answered. ' ^ 

I gave him time, and then continued: — 

“ You don’t happen to know of a con- 
venient place on the spot where we. 
could get a bite?” 

“If you go out of the front door and 
tuin to the left . . .’’he began. • 

“ Come,” I said, candid for the first 
time in my life, “ I have told you that 
ours is going to be the most enormous 
order you have ever had. I understood 
you provided a little refreshment for 
your better-class customers ? ” 

“We usei to,” he said. “Now we 
have abolished the restaurant and leave 
our customers to pay for their own food, 
ourselves making a corresponding de- 
duction from the price of the goods 
purchased.” 

' III. 

When it had been agreed beyond all 
chance of misunderstanding that each 
paid for what he ate, George and I 
lunched simply at an A.B.C. shop. I 
suppose Henry scored in the long run, 
without knowing it, for I have no doubt 
that he returned the carpet that we 
chose for him without troubling to look 
at it twice. 


“The argmnent would he that the Lapps 
were to eat blubber, the English beef, tbe 
Italians figs and daisies, and the Cingalese rice, 
each^ group by virtue of its geogi-aphical 
position .” — The Dally Mail. 

Now we know why Antonio went away. 

Mr. W. W. Ashley, M.P. (the famous 
philanthropist) on tbe Budget : — 

“The next time they heard a Minister de- 
nouncing the Lords, let them ask him who it 
was he dined with the night before.” 

The dinner wouldn’t have been as bad 
as that, though. 




Septembeb 1 , 1909 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 






THE DANGEROUS LIFE. 

[“ live dangerously.”— N ietzsche.] 
There are wlio love tlie levels 
Of Brooklands coarse. There are 
Who, like demented devils, 

Devour the track of tar. 

They find the chance of spilling 
So gloriously thrilling, 

Tliey love the pace that ’s killing 
To driver and to car. 

There are who do not shudder 
To man the submarine 
And turn the fearless rudder 
To Ocean’s deepest green. 

Down, down their ship is taken 
With snorts that well might waken 
The ever-slmnbering Kraken 
No mortal eye hath seen. 

There are who fain would follow 
Young Icarus and fly 
More swiftly than the swallow 
Across the summer sky ; 

And though the breezes blow them 
Away to sea and show them 
The Channel far below them 
They gaze with fearless eye. 

But if the brass be tlireefold 
About the breasts of these, 


How many times must we fold 
Our valiant hearts with ae'si 
For though wo Cockneys try not 
Frail submarines, and fly not, 

The wonder is we die not. 

Such risks our marrow freeze. 

There ’s nothing in the Strand which 
With safety may be done : 

SuiDpose we take a sandwich 
And glass of milk at one, 

Who knows what weird bacillus 
May enter in to fill us 
With tubercle or kill us 
Before the set of sun ? 

When motor-cars are skidding 
With all their wonted zest 
We bravely do the bidding 
Of Nietzsche with the best ; 

When taxis, flying feister 
Than whirlwinds, bring disas er 
And need of sticking-plaster, 

We follow his behest. 

Then microbes by the billions 
In tube-lifts may be found 
To catch us toiling millions 
Who travel under ground. 

Your so-called brave have none done 
The things we ’ve every one done — 

’ Tis we pale sons of London 
That live the riskM round. 


THe Grammar of the Air. 

A GOOD deal of Aero-Anglo-French vvas 
ejaculated last week around the fhte at 
Rheims, and the vocabulary of aviaticn 
still seems somewhat in a state of flux. 

A short and satisfactory word for the 
motion of aviators in flight is wanting. 
We would suggest a ready-made one in 
the verb ai?-oir=“ to hve” or “av,” 
This is conveniently bilingual, and 
would come in handy for the Inter- 
national Meeting at Wembley. Most 
Britishers know as far as “ avez-voiis ” in 
French, and this would now stand for 
“Do you pioceed through the air in a 
flying-machine ? ” or words to that effect. 

“ En avant ! j 'ave ! ” (not j 'ai) would be 
the bird-man’s utterance at the start, 
equivalent to the golfer’s cry of “ Fore ! ” 
while “Avast! ” and “Avaunt ! ” might 
also be brought into use. We offer tlxis 
linguistic hint to the various Aeronautic , 
Clubs and Leagues. It has classical autlio- ’ 
i*ity in the gladiatoi s’ cry of “Are, Ccesar.’’^ 

Ml*. Kerri MAN - Labor, in his book, 
Brlt07i8 through Negro S^eetaeles^ says 
“ The white man is really whiter than j 
he looks.” This is very true. Take 
oui* colliers, for instance. 
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Bmhient Ai’hat. “I u glad to sfiii;, Sru MtaxiMiLL, that you have a LriTLE work of mine in your corridor.” 
Bloated Plutocrat. “ On \ive I ? ” 


RUTHLESS RHYMES FOR 
HEARTLESS HOMES. 

Uncle. 

Uncle, whose inventive brains 
Kept evolving aeroplanes, 

Fell (from an enormous lieiglit) 

On my garden lawn, last niglit. 
Flying is a fatal sport ; 

Uncle wrecked the tennis-court. 

Mabel. 

Mabel’s chronic inflammation 
Led at length to amputation. ' 

Oh, her cries were loud and deep I 
I cocld scarcely get to sleep. 

Inconvenience. 

I collided with some trippers, 

^ 111 my swift De Dion Bouton ; ' 
Squashed them out as flat as kippers, 
Left t hem ‘ ‘a u ss i mort que mouton,^^ 
What a nuisance trippers are I 
I must now repaint the car. 

Waste. 

I had written to Aunt Maud, 

Who was on a trip abroad, 

When I heard she ’d died of cramp, 
J ust too late to save the stamp. 


SHOPPING. 

[Zu the near future — 'perhaps.'] 

Oukomer. Er— I want a monoplane. 

Shop-tvalher. ' Certainly, Sir. Step this 
way, please. Mr. Jones, forward I Monos 
for this gentleman. 

^ Shop Assistant. Monoplanes, Sir ? Yes- 
sir. Made up or to fly yourself? To 
fly yourself ? Yes, most gentlemen pre- 
fer them, ' This is the very latest shape 
in “ Bleriots.” Perfect fit guaranteed — 
especially the first time you use it. 

C. Does it float in water ? 

S. A. Float? Oh, no, Sir; it’s not 
I meant to float. It will never be neces- 
sary. You ’re thinking of the ‘‘ Latham,” 
I expect. We have a very cheap line in 
'‘Lathams,” if you would care to 

C. No thanks, I ’ll take the “ Bleriot.” 

S. A. Thank you, Sir. That will be 
two ninety-nine nineteen eight — sale 
price. Sign, please! Will you fly it 
now or shall we send it ? 

G. Oh, I’ll fly it now, I think, that 
is if 

S. A. It is ready for instant wear, Sir, 
and we can have it on the roof in five 


minutes.' Can I show you anything else 

this morning ? Dirigibies, biplanes 

G. Nothing more, thank yon. 

8 . A. Nice little thing in Zeppelins 

here, Sir, for the children ; sale price 

G. No, thank you. 

8 . A. We have some great bargains 
in slightly shop-soiled British Army 

Aeroplanes 

G. No, thank you. 

S. A. Thank you, Sir. Lovely flying 
weather, isn’t it? .Your change— four- 
pence. Good morning. 

C. Good morning.' [Exit to roof. 


1 Express Telegrams in Brief.” 

Hoji-Leix-Akli has been appointed the young 
Shah of Persia’s instructor in political science.” 

For the chief news of interest this week 
we are indebted to The Express. Guess 
who has been appointed to instruct the 
young Shah of Persia in political science? 
Hoji-Len-Akh I ^ 

“ The Master reported tliat Mr. Agnew, Local 
Government Board Inspector, visited the work- 
house, and that one of the pigs died .” — Irish 
Daily Telegraph. 

Y'et they say that joy never kills. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Exthaoted FBOa the Duht of Tobt, M.P. 
House of Commons, Monday, August 23. 
— Sauntering tlirongk a country fair, 
did you ever come across well-set-up 



REPiiESESTraa the War Office, Ageiculthre, 
AND THE Treasury. 

** The Vice-Cliarabeiiaiii stepped to the front.’’ 
(Mr. J. M, F, Fuller.) 


by telegraph, ‘‘a soft gvej hat and a 
light overcoat ’’—studying the science 
of aviation. 

“With a Budget like mine, never 
know where yon may be, Toby, dear 
boy,” Lloyb-George said, wringing iny 
paw on eve of departure. (He was, I 
remember, di-essed in rather large check 
suit, witli blue necktie, tweed cap, tan 
leather boots, over which one caught a 
gleam of purple sock, and an umbrella.) 
“If things come to the worst with the 
Dukes, it will be a great thing to have 
an aeroplane in your hack -yard, into 
which you step and disappear over the 
hills and far away.” 

It was in respect of this triple flood of 
questions that Vice-Chlvmberlain stepped 
to front. In turn he answered for War 
Office, Agriculture, and the Treasury. 
The three balls, so to speak, revolving 
round each other in the ambient air 
with surety, swiftness, precision, were 
■watched by Members with rapt atten- 
tion. Fitzai..-\n Hope had spent an hour 
in his study evolving intricate question 
designed to show that LloyekGeorge 
blundered hopelessly in calculation of 
the yield, during current financial year, 
of increase on spirit duties. Put it 'v\nth 
assurance that it would bowl over the 
hapless deputy. 

“The answer to all the questions is 
in the affiiinative,” said the Vice-Cham- 
berlain, bowing to the interrogator 
and showing instinctive tendency to 
retire a few paces backward as upon 
occasion he does at CWrt, an impulse 
checked by unrelenting bench at back 
of his legs. 

Nothing could he neater. Fitzaun 
Hope gasped for breath. Expecting 


to find representative of Treasury 
collapse Tuider his coniindruin, was 
not prepared with another. Help came 
from unexpected quarter. Up gat Peter 



Mr. Jinimy Caldwell as Lord Roheit Cecil 
hoped to see him. 

(The Deputy Chainnaii of Coruniittoes) 

White from Nationalist camp belo-w 
Gangway, and this is what he said : — 

“ If duty is only paid on 24,000,000 gallons 
during the present financial year that will he 
only half of what was paid last year, and al- 
though 3s. 9(?. is paid on this, 11s. will he lost 
on the other 24,000,000 that will not he taken 
out of bond. Will not that be a loss of 
revenue? ” 


smartly-dressed chap in tights, engaged, 
inter alia, in keeping three halls in the 
air at the same time ? If you chanced 
to he in House this afternoon — and there 
was plenty of room — ^yon would have 
seen J. M, Fuller, Junior Lord of the 
Treasiuy, Vice - Chamberlain H.M.’s 
Household, doing analogous trick -v^dth 
grace, ease and certainty that suggested 
long practice. 

Apparently been stampede of Cabinet 
Ministers. Treasury Bench empty save 
for presence of Home Secretary, Chiep 
Secretary for Ireland, Under Secretary 
Board of Trade, and the Vice-Chamber- 
lain. Front Opposition Bench, not to 
be outdone in game of abstention, repre- 
sented solely by Walter Long and George 
Wyndelvm, the latter allured by prospect 
of fresh conversation on new Irish Land 
BiU. Fair number of Questions on 
Paper, some addressed to Secretary of 
State for War, representative of Board 
OF Agriculture, and Chancellor of the 
E xcmiQUER. The last at the moment at 
Rheims — “He was wearing,” one of the 
morning papers breatldessly announced 



Detected (by Sark) m playful 
little manoeuvre.” 

(^Tim Healy.) 


This sort of thing, suddenly spiaing on 
a man, would knock down anyone but 
a A’^ice-Cliamberlain. Of course Fuller 
knew no more about the subject than did 
the Mace on the Table. Written answers 
were placed in his hand on behalf of 
absent Ministers. Not his to wonder 
why. All he had undertaken to do was 
to read them. As much as he had been 
able to do up to now was to keep the 
three ckisses in proper order. Very 
nearly read oxit War Office reply about 
new Howitzers when some one interested 
in Agriculture was wanting to know 
particulars relating to Dead Meat Trade. 
For a moment seemed done for. Only 
for a moment. 

“ Perhaps,” he said, “ the hon. gentle- 
man will allow me to make enquiries ; ” 
and straightway he sat down. 

Business done.— With help of Closure, 
Irish Land Bill rattled considerable way 
through Committee. 

Tuesday . — Tim He^ily turned up in 
one of his rare meteoric flights. Finds 
himself standing with back to wall, his 
countrymen above and below the Gang- 
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wav oacli other lor the love of Presently, Prayers over, Labby, witli 

Ireland, united only in their impulse to smiling countenance, strode in and took 
gird at him. Seems rather to like it. his place beside his accomplice. Mr. 
Generally manages to give as much as Gedge forthwith rounded on him. The 
he gets, an honest habit appreciated by House chuckled, Speaker administered 
House. grave reproof, but there followed no in- 

Lynx eye of Member for S.uik detected termission of tenancy of the corner seat. 
Tim" this afternoon in playf id little business dona.— Irish Land Bill in 
manreuvre. As evei-yone knows tickets Committee still merrdy closured, 
seeimng particular seat tor a sitting are 

obtainable only at i^rayer time. For Thursday . — Lord Robert Cecil has 
obvious reasons, Tim doesn’t attend on some moments of pained reflection on 
ministration of the Chaplain, whom Mr. Caldwtsll’s conduct in the Chair, 
everyone is glad to see back on sei’vice Ten days ago he felt constrained to give 
temporarily interrupted by a grievous notice of a motion formally calling atten- 
sorrow. But he has an affection for tion to it. This arose upon alleged 
corner seat on third bench below Gang- omission of Chairman to cry aloud, 
way. It places him in proximity to his ' “ Clear the Lobby,” before finally putting 
dearest friends. John Dillon sits on 

his left, immediately behind him, John 

Redmond. Unless he inserts in recep- f 
fade at hack of bench, card hearing ' 

his name, it is open to any Member ■ . -v - j • 

in his temporary absence to displace 
him. 

What Sark saw this afternoon was 
Tim, entering just after Questions 
were embarked upon, turn round, and 
in casual manner drop in its place 
the prized ticket. Then he faced ■ 

Deputy-Speaker with countenance of 
almost supernal interest, assured 
that he was safely seated for the night, 
none daring to 'make him afraid. 

Incident recalls episode in a Par- 
liament dead with the last century. 

Liberals were at that time in Oppo- 
sition. Labby— known to-day in his 
adopted home at Florence as Signor 
Labbi — taking an active part in 
Parhamentary proceedings, estab- 
lished a freehold in corner seat 
below Gangway to left of Speaker, 

a place ever connected with the bud- l „ . 

ding fame of Grandolph. There was 
no doubt about the legitimacy of his , 

holding. There, to he seen of aU “‘/TYv * 

men, was his honoured name set ^ ^ 

forth on white ticket placed in back of the question. House looked forward 
seat.^ But Labby, though living in close with keen expectation to seeing Jimmy 
proximity to W’^estminster Abbey, was standing at tlie Bar in a white sheet, 
never in his seat at Prayers. How did peradventure with a candle in his hand, 


he manage it ? 


what time Lord Robert enlarged on his 


Sidney Gedge, happily then still with shortcomings, 
us, never-failing attendant on Divine Nothing came of the threat. Encour- 
Service, had his suspicions. His ordi- aged by’* impunity, Jiaimy has been at it 
nary seat was above Gangway, in faith- again in even aggravatepd form. Debate 
fill proximity to his pastors and masters on an amendment having gone forward for 
on the Treasury Bench. On a day he considerable time, Chairman proceeded 
quietly shifted Ixis quarters to a bench to put question. At same moment Lord 
below Gangway immediately opposite Robert rose with intent to continue 
that fr‘om AA^hich IMember for Northamp- debate. 

TON used to make mischief. The seat “Mr. Caldwell,” he called out in a 
was at the moment tenantless. Bending voice that travels far. 
his head in reA’erent attitude whilst the Jimmy, however, not looking up from 
Chaplain read prayers, through the open the paper, continued to recite the ameiid- 
fingers of hand held before his face, raent, put the question and declared the 
Mr. Gedge distinctly saw Charles Dilke Noes had it. House cleared for Division, 
drop a ticket into receptacle at back of Lord Robert in due form put on bis hat 
Labby’s seat. and sternly reminded the CmviRMAN that 


he had risen to speak before the amend- 
ment AAUS put. 

‘*I did not obsairve the noble lord,” 
said JiMiiY, glancing sideways at the top 
corner seat above Gangway. 

Lord Robert gasped. For anyone to 
fail to obserA^e liim when drawn to his 
full height of 6 feet 2, his Amice up- 
lifted in angered reiteration, seemed to 
verge on the impossible. But you can’t 
flatly contradict the personal assertion 
of a Member, much less a Deputy-Ciiair- 
man. So Lord Robert sat silent, staring 
at Jimmy as if he were some new incom- 
prehensible product of Nature. 

Business done. — ^Irish Land Bill still 
in Committee. 

AN EXPLANATION. 

J [A doctor has recommended flirting as a 
' tonic for dyspeptic and bilious people. 

1 When two young people commence a flirt- 
j ation, he argues, they become animated and 
gay. Their hearts beat quicker and the 
, blood circulates more freely. Thus the 
sluggish action of the liver is quickened 
by the increased blood supply.] 

Nay, Phyllis! I ’Am uevev intended 
to wed ; 

. A course I consider so stupid 
Has not for a moment come into my 
head, 

‘ I don’t care a cuss about Cupid. ' 

• . I call on you often, I talk with you 

I much, 

, I salute you av ith amorous greetings , 

I But now let me hasten to tell you that 
such 

Are purely medicinal meetings. 

! We prattle together, exchanging our 

I Auews, - ■ 

j But Amws do not enter the question ; 

I Love-making is merely a physic I use 
To quicken a doubtful digestion. 
Your charming society freely dispels 
A bump which Avere otherwise 
chronic; 

In short, dear, platonic flirtation excels 
All other descriptions of tonic. 

Did anyone offer me you as a wife, 

I fear I should laugh at the ghmr ; 

I think of you, not as the “ star of my 
life,” 

But merely a stir to my Ihmr. 

Yet do not imagine I ’m treating you iU, 
But rather rejoice at the notion 
That I haAm esteemed you as good as a 
piU 

And ranked you as high as a potion. 

“ The annual regatta, which was held on the 
10th inst., was, to a great extent, spoiled by 
want of wind. In all the events the courses 
had to be shortened. It is to be regretted that 
the genuinely sporting efforts of this club have 
met with so poor a response this year.” — The 
Yachtmnan. 

It really does look sometimes as though 
the Aveather wasn't trying. 





WHEN THE DUKES CA.ME BACK. 

In 1924 there was not a solitary 
•duke or millionaire left in the country. 
Capital had gone. There was no money 
save Chiozza Money, and this foreign 
currency was considerably depreciated. 
The United States had absorbed eveiy 
duke. By a spe jial constitutional amend- 
ment dukes of foreign birth were allowed 
to become President. The Duke of W est- 
MiNSTERwas just completing his second 
term. The Duke of Norfolk, who.'e ad- 
mirable management of Tammany Hall 
was the envy of all native-born politicians; 
had just secured the Democratic nomina- 
tion for Presidency. He had delivered an 
ultimatum in a letter to a leading sena- 
tor. An obscure politician named Roose- 
velt had striven for a special income- 
tax oh dukes, but had been defeated 
by the Duke of Portlaih), who instantly 
discharged his thirteenth butler, and 
intimated that he 'was prepared to take 
even stronger steps. 

In England the great leaders of the 
Conservative Party, Mr. Joynson-Hicks 
and Mr. Victor Grayson, had striven in 
vain to overthrow the Keir Harbie 
Government. The Government had the 
steady support of aU the Old Age Pen- 
■ sioners, and as this included every one 


over forty, opposition was futile. Even 
a resolution of censure on Viscount 
Byles, the Viceroy of India, for giving 
precedence at his levees to (coloured) 
bomb-throwers, had been defeated by 
624 votes to 10. But one day, as Par- 
liament was discussing an important 
Government measure for giving free 
meals to al married or engaged couples, 
an armed mob appeared in the Lobby. 
The Press photographers, feiiilletoiiis's, 
and short story writers of England had 
risen eii masse, 

Mr. Silas K. Hocking and Count 
William le Queux (of the Principality 
of Monaco) placed their demands before 
the trembling House 

“Whereas we the petitioners have 
derived our livelihood in the past solely 
from dukes and millionaires; And where- 
as some tens of thousands of British 
subjects liave in the past earned an 
honest living by seUing to the papers 
such snap-shots as ‘ The Duke of Norfolk 
smiles,’ ‘The Duke of Bedford puts up 
an umbrella,’ ‘ The Duke of Leeds tells 
a friend a good story.’ And wher^s 
the industry of feiiilleton-writing (which 
hitherto employed on The Daily Mail 
and its allied papers alone one thousand 
tax-payers) has become extinct owing to 
the public’s lack of familiarity with 


dukes and millionaires --the essential 
ra'w materials of the feiiilleton ; And 
whereas two million writers of short 
stories are driven to seek their material 
ill the slum, the kail-jnrd, and Upper 
Tooting; Therefore we the petitioners 
demand that all protective taxes on their 
raw material, dukes and millionaires, be 
, instantly removed. And in the event of 
\\ur honourable House failing to comply 
with this demand then the members of 
the House will be forcibly restrained 
whilst the petitioners’ representatives 
read aloud typical feuilletons of their 
own production.” 

There was a shriek of horror from the 
frightened* House. Mr. Crooks, the 
Secretary for War, fainted. Then the 
forms of the House were unanimously 
suspended and the veteran Premier in- 
troduced a Bill providing that dukes 
and millionaires should be exempt from 
all taxation and become Old Age Pen- 
sioners from birth: 

Two days later every illustrated paper 
in England contained a snap-shot, “ The 
Duke of Norfolk paying his taxiplane 
driver at Liverpool aerogage,” and The 
Daily Mail announced a new feiiilleton 
by tlie author of Lepers in Purple, entitled 
T^rue Hearts in Tiaras, England was 
herself again. 
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A MORNING DIP. 

She tripped down tlie sand 
For a dip in the briny, 

And cautiously scanned 
The breakers at hand ; 

Her costume was grand, 

Her temerity tiny. '' 

She tripped down the sand 
For a dip in the briny. 

Tlie water was blue, 

And so was tlie maiden, 

Her nervousness grew, 

She WTXS shivering too 
As she bobbed her way through 
The rollers spray-laden. 

The water looked blue ^ 

And so did the maiden. 

Her machine she midaid, 

And se.u*ched for it blindly ; 
To doorways she strayed. 
Recoiling dismayed, 

For their inmates conveyed 
Their repioaehes unkindly. 
Her macliine she mislaid. 

And searched for it blindlv. 

But she found it, of course. 

And took hours over dressing, 
While the unbathed, in force . 
On the steps, became hoarse 
(’Twas their only re*ouice) 

In — the converse of blessing. 
But she found it, of course, 

And took hours over dressing. 


THE BENEFIT OF UTERATURE. 

At Noilh Walsham on Saturday 
the 21st ult. two lads were chained 
with stealing “a hottle of brandy, a . 
bottle of Chartreuse, a ])ox of Sure 
Shot cigars, a box of Tortoise-shell 
cigarettes, seven boxes of Colonel 
Bogey cigarettes, a box containing 10 
packets of Colonel Bogey cigarettes, 
a bieyole wrench, 10. packets 'of q’ 
Player s cigarettes, six packets of — 
Woodbines, and nine cigars, value in 
all £1 2s. Gd,’^ from a hotel at Bacton. 
The prisoners, one of whoni explained 
that they had been reading “ a book 
called Baffles 'which appears to have 
turned our heads,” were dealt with 
under the Probation Act and were bound 
over in their own recognisances of £50, 
and their father s surety for a like 
amount, to come up for judgment if 
called upon within twelve months. 

Several eminent novelists have written 
to us to contrast the effect of the novel 
in question with that on the ingenuous 
minds of the readers of their own 
henelieial fictions. 

Mr. Halk Ayne, the author of The 
Great Blath Loss, informs us that 
two Egyptian Nationalists have been so 
moved by the perusal of his romance 
that, hearing of a recent regrettable 


robbery at Pastors Hotel at Cairo, in 

which the thieves carried off a dozen OUR MERRY MUSICIANS, 
of champagne, six bottles of Benedic- No surer indication of the advance in 
tine, 2000 gold-tipped cigarettes, 100 public musical taste could be afforded, 
Magnifico Pomposo cigars, valued at as T/ie DaiZty Mali justly points out in a 
£22, or exactly 20 times the amount of recenthssue, than the popularity achieved- 
the goods 'abstracted by the readers of at the Promenade Concerts by the Valse 
Baffles, they asked and obtained per- Triste of the Finnish composer, Sibelius. 
mission to recompense the proprietor To quote from our contemporary : “It 
for his loss. “Heave aU unprejudiced is, indeed, sad and ghostly, written as a 
readers,” Mr. Halk Ayne modestly adds, part of the incidental music to a drama, | 
“ to draw the obvious inference.” ‘ Death,’ by Arvid Jarnefelt *(brother-in- j 

, Miss Carrie Morehi writes to state that law of Sibelius). A sick and. sleeping ! 
none _ of her readers have ever been mother suddenly awakens to the sound | 
prompted by the study of her works to of soft music, which devebps . into a 
any confusion between mmm and tuim. waltz refrain. She waves her hands in 
1 i . time to the music, and strange vision- 
ary couples appear and dance to the 
weird valse rhythm. Then a knock 
jl ' conies at the door ; the mother utters* 

1 1 i Death stands on the threshold.” | 

I'* Although the Yalse Triste may not ; 

questionable distinction of 
/ \ ■;] " g * n\, being whistled everywhere,iT/iB Da ii?/ 

! li confidently predicts dliat it will 

) c O// become veiy popular with orchestral 
\W societies, especially those having a 

I ^ limited bait efficient band. 

campaign against unseasonable levity 
II is being carried on by native^ as well 

III III 1 I ^ * symphonic poem 'which Mr. 

H ^ |[.t lli Schubert , Coffin has undertaken to 

coihpose -foi the . Keiisal Green 
festival. The scenario of this exhil- 
moreeaii, is as follows. A 
, 1 i patient suffering from the sequelae of 

\ ^ acute influenza- is lying prostrate on 

^ ^ ^ burglars, who, after garotting 

y // ' their victim, dance a Yalse mdcahre 

^ • round^the bed. This number cannot 

MORE BUDGET DEBATES. fail 'to ' commend itself to orchestral 




WIm 


- y y ' 

MORE BUDGET DEBATES. 


“Ytjs, but you jest put yourself in the Book so^ipfi^s in the subiirbs, especially 
Westminster’s place.” during an epidemic of housebreaking.. 

^ ^ Again, Mr. Cyril Keltie, noted for 

On^ the contrary they have led to the] his cadaverous charm, has been com-: 
diffusion of a spirit of such boundless missioned by the Woking Choral Society 
benevolence that, as recently pulilished to compose a cantata illustrating the hor-;. 
wills testify, various charitable institu- rors of premature burial. The orchestra 
tions have directly benefited to the extent is muted throughout, and the ordinary 
of many thousands of pounds. instruments wifi, be supplemented by. 

^ Meanwhile the Scotland Yard authori- a group of four oboes d 'orrore, two 
ties are seriously, considering the im- screech owls and a banshee,' and the 
portance either of enroUing extra police conductor’s desk at the first perfoniiT 
during the forthcoming run of Arsene ance will be placed c n the') top of: 
Lupin, or arranging for some dramatic a sarcophagus specially consfructed for 


antidote to that further attractive ex- the occasion. • ’ M * > 

ploitatioii of the gentleman thief. Finally we are rejoiced to hear, that 

g=~ ■ ■ -■=■ ■! Messrs. Bury and Tombs, the famous 

“Mr. C. E. M., Parish Chm-oh and Burgh musical entrepreneurs, have ai-ranged a 
Organist, resumes liis Professional dull s on ^1 Eothal Chamber Music Concert s. 


Wednesday, 1st September. 


The full programmes wih be announced' 


“Mr. W. H., Organist and Choirmaster, in due course, but we understand that' i 
oonuneiiees his Professional Duties on Tuesday, they will include a charming cycle of 
1st Sepiember. - PoH Olasgcw Bapms. Death-bed Ditties and a set of Skeleton-, 

1 Thus there is no clashing. Army Quadrilles. ' - 
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OLD JOKES EOR NEW. 

As I cliinlied the stairs to the editor's 
office I recalled my last night in London, 
when I sat with pen and paper before 
' me, racking my brains for a subject on 
which to write, and cursing the roar of 
motor-buses that came in at the window. 
(The roar came in.) I do not remember 
the name of the country, or how I got 
there ; but I was far from the land of 
my birth, in a place where the prospect 
^ of a fi-esli start filled me with hope. 

1 was assuring the editor that I could 
do all the things the London editors had 
mistakenly decided that I could not do, 
when he interrupted me : 

** Whaiwe want is something fresh,” 
he said, “ new treatment, novel points of 
view, bright ideas, and ” — with a wave 
of the hand — and so on.” 

“ Exactly, just my line,” I said, 

“ Take my ‘ Wit and Humour ’ page, 
for instance. It ’s so difficult to, get out 
of the old ruts, away Jboin tlie old 
stories ” 

“I know — the curate’s egg, and the 
rest of ’em,” I said. 

*‘The curate’s egg? I don’t under- 
stand.” 

I mean the story — the story of the 
curate’s egg, you luiow; ‘parts of it 
excellent,’ you remember.” 

*‘No, never heard it. Is it a good 
one ? ” he asked. So I told it to him. 
He laughed loud and long, slapped his 
leg, and summoned his assistant, to 
whom he repeated it. I began to won- 
der whether 1 was dreaming. However, 
I was encouraged to try again, and I 
recoimted the incident of the man who 
attempted suicide on the metals of a 
slow line, and died of staiwation before 
a train came, following witli the tale of 
the nervous page-boy at the Bishop’s 
bed-room door. They were convulsecl. 

“ Young man,” said the editor, wiping 
away his tears, " I ’ll pay five pounds for 
a column of stories like those.” 

“Done!” I said. “And could you 
do with a couple of thousand on the 
Mother-in-law ? ” 

“No, Sir; humour’s your line. Y'ou 
stick to humour.” 

“ But she la humorous,” I replied. 

“Not in this country,” he declared 
grimly. So I told him a mother-in-law 
story. His face lit with the light of a 
new discovery, and he ordered two 
coliunns, adding that the boys would 
enjoy reading it. It required great 
restraint on my part to reserve the Scot 
I for a future suggestion. 

I had reached a land where the old 
jokes were unknown. Could a humorist 
hope for anything better even in his 
dreams? As I rushed back to my lodg- 
ings I had visions of wealth and fame. I 
wrote easily and rapidly, page after page ; 
then I sat back to read what I had written. 





“Naxny, na comk to Max, Mu'i? lout bis flace jx bed!* 


But as I read the writing faded away, 
the roar of motor-buses came through 
the open window, and the paper before 
me changed into the same clean sheet 
that I had meant to write on before I 
fell asleep and emigrated. 

A BALLAD OF THE SCOT. 

I LAY among the heath and ling. 

Close as a rabbit ’neath a root, 

For I had faced that fearsome thing, 

A Scottish tenants-shoot ! 

The beaters bawled, the birds were raised, 
i And, heartened by his country’s wine, 
Each vassal venomously blazed 
All up and down the line ! 

The drive came volleying to an end ; 

I crawled from out my shelter place ; 

I heard a grey-beard greet a friend — 

0 woeful was his face I 

The friend he turned him in his butt, 
Quoth he, “ Whit ails ye, Alick Baird ? ’ ’ 
“ 0 wae is me, for I hae put 
Twa pellets iu the Laird ! 


“ 0 weary fa’ the morn’s ill work, 

0 weary fa’ this weepon feU, 

To think an Elder o’ the kirk 
Maun tinker up Himsel’ I ” 

Out spake his friend ; “ Axva’ wi’ ye ; 

Nae maitter that for sic a roar, 

Y*e ’ve shot the Laird, ye ’re telliiT me, 
But, fegs, it micht be waur ! 

“ Thank Heeven that it hadna’ been 
Yin o’ they feckless beater loons ; 

The Laird ’s Himsel’, — a scarted wean 
Had cost ye twa half-croons ! ” 

The Elder raised his drooping head ; 

He dropped the dour and tragic mask, 
And, “ Aiblins ye ’ll be richt ! ” he said, 
And took the proffered flask. 


“ Iiicmiabent . desires exchange. Country - 
parish, very healthy position. Excellent train 
service. Station.”— T/it? lieeord. 

It is a great idea to have a station 
as well as an excellent train service ; 
the difficulty of disembarking vanishes 
altogether. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

If novel-readers ever go out on strike and break windows, 
one of tlieir first demands, I tliink, will be, that couples wlio 
played together during cliildhood must be happily united in 
the* last page : it is one of the natural rights of romantic 
sentiment. The principle is rather flagrantly violated in 
Diana Dethroned (Lane), by W. M. Letts, for the two young 
people who romped about at the beginning of the book have 
only got as far as an engagement, when the arrival of an 
unexpected wdfe, supposed to have been burnt in Paris, and 
belonging to Bdbin Daynanfs recently discarded past, upsets 
their apple-cart. The lady dies, but not before Phoebe 
LanJicster has bestowed her hand on a rather uninteresting 
cousin who takes morphia and comes from Australia. The 
author s mythology is not a little puzzling, for Phoebe, or 

“Diana/’ although passionately de 

voted to horse and hound, is to some : — “ 

degree identified with Ceres, being 
supposed to reach the full perfection 
; of her womanhood after having 
been married for five or six years. 

Historically, no doubt, certain local 
Dianas could be identified with the 
Syrian Astarte, if one wished to do 
it, but where the title of a book 
‘ is concerned it is surely fairer to stick 
to the instructions in the Gradus. 

I am the more concerned to make 
this criticism because the first part 
of the story is, I think, much the 
l^est (the writer is particularly happy 
in her sketches of children and 
animals, and when dealing with gar- 
den and wood), and I rather lost 
interest in Phoebe Lankester after her 
marriage. Perhaps “ Diana Mater- 
familias” would have been a fairer 
indication of what the reader had to ' 
expect. 


worthy of their present form. Surely there were devices by 
which such a writer could have kept the interest of his longer 
tale for the space required to sell it at six shillings; at 
present the make-weight is a little obvious. 

That Mr. Edward Noble knows 
The ropes, and other things marine, 

Lords of the Sea (from ]\1 ethuen) shows, 

Like former books of his I ’ve seen ; 

But what this one makes clear as day, 

And what the earlier ones did not, 

Is that he also knows the way 
To frame a very powerful plot. 

Mainly his purpose is to paint 
The ugly side of life at sea — 

Fierce competition, with the taint 
Of P. P. L’s and barratry. 

He does it well, though not so much 

” — ■ By truth to things as they exist. 

As by the very human touch 
He gives to the protagonist. 


n o NLO O M l 
DER GROM 

RAiTiWA^SI 




Ml*. Howard Pease, who has written 
With the Warden of the Marches 
(Constable), is at least master of the 
art of chapter-heading. “ Of the 


Londoner (proud of the 


yi xue the eoiarry). ‘‘Theu 

Commg of the Stranger, “Of the ^ee! Absolutely simple!' 

Rescue of Elfrida, and the like, is — 

how he distinguishes them, and to one who remembers 
the glorious Ainsworth thrill there is much virtue in that 
“of.*' Truth, however, compels me to add that the stor\’’ 
itself falls a little short of the promise thus implied. It 
! only fills half the book, and without Pease’s pictiu*esque 
style, and hk store of boi’derland knowdedge to quicken it, 
would^ be decidedly commonplace. I suppose no heroine in 
historical fiction ever yet swore a blood-feud against the 
house of her father’s foes without promptly thereafter 
falling in love wdth its chief. Anyway that is what Elfrida 
did, and when the gallant Blnyon, having rescued her 
in the most approved style fi'om the clutches of false 
Cdennell, turned out to be one of her hereditary enemies, 
she evinced a siuprise which I confess I was xmable to 
share. Naturally there w’as nothing then for Elfrida 
but to dress herself in doublet and hose, ride to w^arn 
her lover of the feud, and fall gracefully into his arms. 
All of which she did, so promptly indeed as to leave Mr. Pease 
wdth more than a hundred pages of his book to fiU up. He 
achieves this by the aid of some short stories, which give 
me the impression of being early work, and not particularly 


I propose a vote of sympathy wdth 
the heroine of Fiona (Murray) because 
her charm has been eclipsed by the 
obtrusiveness of her creator. It is a 
pity and more than a pity, for if Lady 
Is^ARiER OF Magdala would realise that 
a novel is not a fitting place for the 
airing of countless prejudices her 
w*ork would be really delightful. In 
this book, however, she is out to tilt, 
and one feels at last that a; rescue- 
party ought to be formed to save 
Fiona froiji such a very wicked 
^ / Pharisaical world. The desire to 
", pillory snobbishness is commendable 
^ enough, but I cannot help thinking 
I that Mr. Venables (a member of the 
great hanking house of Venables, 
Venables, Venables and Pickington) 
is more of a caricature than a 
character. I can believe a good 

I (Jeal of Mr. Venables ; I can believe 

Tule system, to friends niottled clieek, his creaking 

e’s the whole thing, you boots, his huge soft hands and his 
' ■ self-importance ; but I cannot believe 

1 that, with £0 portentous an outward 

curve to his w’’aistcoat, he w’-ould spoil his social aspirations 
by wearing his thumbs in the armholes of that garment. 
Chapter IX. could be aptly named “ A Straight Talk wdth 
Smart Society,” and I hope devoutly that tMs mysterious 
set will be more improved than amused by it. Lady Napier, 
needless to say, is in deadly earnest and whoUy on the side 
of the angels, but in her wish to make the world a better 
place she is in danger of treating her characters unfairly, and , 
— ^w'hat is worse — of boring her readers. 


“Hospital Sergeant Royal Marines, seeks Situation to take charge 
of doctor's surgery and accounts, or any place of tiiith .” — Northern 
Daily Echo. 1 

He is evidently tired of teUing things to the Marines. 


From the report of a cricket match in The Glasgow Rerald : — 
' “ W. White, thrown out 93.” 

It is no part of the scorer’s duty to comment on a bowler’s 
action. 
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TOIL. 


PLEASURE. 


CHARIVARIA. 

Mr. Lloyd-GeoPvGe’s Development Bill 
provides tlie machineiy for tlie con- 
struction of motor roads witli no speed 
limits. Clearly another bid for votes, 
addressed this time to the Medical and 
Undertaking Professions. 

The “War Office is about to issue a 
number of landscape targets to assist in 
the training of recruits and young 
soldiers. This opening of a new field 
for painters is welcomed in Art circles, 
and it is said that a certain Royal 
Academician whose landscapes are often 
a butt for the critics has abeady brought | 
himself before the notice of the military 
authorities. * 

The IvATSER has done much to en- 
courage aviation, but when Count 
Zeppeliit reached Berlin he kissed him 
on both ch?oks. 

* 

* 

A subscriber to The Daily Mail has 
been complaining of the way in which 
his favourite journal has been booming 
the aeroplanes, which he believes will 
prove a curse to mankind. We under- 


stand it to be a fact that it was only after 
long and careful consideration that our 
contemporary decided to give its patron- 
age to the new method of locomotion, 
instead of letting it die of obscurity. 


So few persons liave a good word for 
the rook that we are pleased to find a 
well-known w’riter vrhitewashing that 
much maligned bird. Mr. Hamilton 
Fyfe, in recounting his impressions of 
the aerial ^veek at Rheims, remarks : — 
“ The Antoinette, coming up tow'ards one 
high against the horizon, suggests an 
eagle sailing on vast white wungs—or a 
rook, perhaps, since eagles are not 

white.” :ic 5is 

* 

A representative of The Mirror has 
been interviewing the proprietor of a 
registry-office on the subject of com- 
plaints by servants. “ Servants in 
general,” we are told, ‘^alwmys consider 
themselves much aggrieved in being 
called by their first names, old as the 
practice is, preferring the use of the 
surname.” Our experience of menials 
named Ermyntrude, Gwladys, and 
Daphne is the other way round. 


The new American Tariff imposes a i 
duty of 20 per cent, on violin rosin, and 
Kubelik and Marie Hall, who had 
already entered into contracts with 
Yankee managers, are said to be faced 
w ith ruin. 

* 

Judge Woodward, of Kew York, holds 
the opinion that, while American people 
many years ago were probably over 
boastful, the pendulum has now swung 
the other way, and the average American 
is too modest in asserting the glories of 
liis native land. But this wms said before 
the Stars and Stripes had been run up ^ 
at the Xorth Pole. i 

The Kaiser Wilhehn der Grosse, on 
her way across the Atlantic, cut clean 
through a large wdiale lying asleep on 
the top of the waiter. For some time 
past, we believe, the problem of the 
reckless sailing of the big liners— or 
‘"sea-hogs,” as they are called — lias 
been receiving attention in whale circles, 
but has not yet been satisfactorily solved. 

^ * 

More decadence 1 A shop in one of 
onr best streets is boldly advertising 
“ Rishions for the Fall ” 
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THE NEW CORDON BLEU. 

To Dr. Cook, of the North Pole. 

If you can swear upon your soul 
Tliat, having passed the icy seas, 

You have unearthed the long-lost Pole 
(And, though your tale sounds like a wheeze 
Told to Marines by giddy middies, 

I must not doubt its hona fides ) ; — 

If it is true that you achieved 
The dash across those dismal floes 
In isolation unrelieved 
Except by stuffy Eskimos, 

Let me, although a mere land-lubber, 

Anoint your head with oil of blubber. 

On you the general gaze is bent ; 

Our feelings even grow obtuse 
About that other world-event, 

The football-gladiators’ “ truce ; 

A deed like yours seems, after all, 

More vital than a game of baU, 

And most we marvel how you nursed 
So long in secret such a sprint ; 

I should have thought it would have burst 
Out through your pores in sudden print ; 

Is there a case of such restraint 
In Yankee records ? No, there ain’t. 

Even The Mail was months behind 
The date of your accomplished fact, 

Nor should I be surprised to find 
Its Polar Correspondent sacked. 

Who missed yoxi in the Arctic night 
Through an amazing oversight. 

Meanwhile it weighs you in the scale, 

It puts you through the critic’s sieve, 

And finds The Meio York Herald’s tale 
‘‘An Unconvincing Naerative,” 

In rival type it almost looked 

As if the whole account was Cooked ! 

Yes, there are sceptic eyes to face, 

Men who will cry, “ You talk about 
Your Eskimos whc joined the chase ? 

AVeU, let us see ’em ; trot ’em out ! ” 

And others, “ If you reached the goal, 

"Where ’s the result ? Produce your Pole ! 

Myself, I liked that first report, 

Laconic as a rifle’s crack, 

Which showed (without details of sport) 

You ’d done the journey— Pole and back. 
Fulfilling your tremendous mission 
“ While on a Polar expedition.” 

In that last line there is the ring 

Of Truth that proves your word is good ; 

Some might assert they found the thing 
While skating in the neighbourhood ; 

But you located its position 
“ While on a Polar expedition,” 

Well, there have been great Cooks before, 
Voyagers famed beyond eclipse — 

James who discovered many a shore, 

And Thomas who invented trips, 

Nor can there be, in my poor view, 

“ Too many Cooks ” like them and you. 0. S. 


CROSS-EXAMINATIONS FOR THE HOME; 

Or, Little Aethue’s Eoad to Ej^towledge. 

(Little Arthur, aged 12 ; Papa, aged 48.) 

Little Arthur. Papa ! 

Papa. Yes, my hoy. 

L. A. May I ask you a question ? 

Papa. Yes, yes. What is it ? 

L. A. Are you a very plain man, Papa ? 

Papa. Am I a Well, I’m dashed! What on earth 

do you mean ? It’s remarkably good of you to take such an 
interest in my looks. I don’t suppose I ’m better or worse 
than most other men as far as that goes. 

L. A. Oh, Papa, I didn’t mean your looks. I ’ve never 
thought about them. Besides, Mamma said we mustn’t 
judge people by their looks. She said an ugly face often 
concealed a heart of gold ; and I ’m sure we all know 

Papa. I daresay, I daresay. You all know I ’ve got a heart 
of gold. Was that what yon were going to say ? 

L. A. Yes, Papa, something like that. But, of course, I 

didn’t mean that you ’d got an ug I shouldn’t dream of 

saying such a thing as that. 

Papa. Well, we won’t pursue that subject, if you don’t 
mind. 

L. A. No, Papa; but I wasn't thinking of that subject at 
all when we started. 

Papa. What were you thinking about, then ? You asked 
me if I was a very plain man. 

j L. A. Y'es, Papa, I did. I heard you tell M. Lagrange 
yesterday that you were only a plain Englislxman ; and I ’ve 
heard you say the same thing to other people lots of times. 

Papa, Oh, that ’s what you ’re after, is it ? 

L, A, Yes, Papa, that ’s what I ’m after. And M. Lagrange 
said, ^‘Quant'd, moi, je ne suis qdun pauvre Frano^ais, 
and you said it didn’t matter and he wasn’t to mind, 
or something of that sort — so I thought I ’d ask you what 
you meant by being a plain Englishman. 

Papa, Come, there ’s nothing so very difflcult about that. 
Anybody can see with half an eye what that means. It 
means a man who ’s outspoken and downright, a man who 
.means what he says and says what he means, a man who — 
who ’s an Englishman, in short. 

L. A. Then are all Englishmen like that, Papa ? 

Papa. It ’s a national characteristic. 

L. A. Yes, Papa, but Mr. Mortimer is an Englishman, I 
isn’t he, Papa ? | 

Papa. Certainly he is -a very good old English family, ‘ 
the Mortimers. 

L. A. But Mamma said the other day she never quite knew 
what Mr. Mortimer was up to — he never seemed to say what 
he redly meant ; and you said she had hit him off to a T, and 
that you couldn’t stand a man who had always got something 
behind what he said and was always laying traps for you. 
Y’ou said there were too many men like that. 

Papa. Yes, that ’s true enough. 

L. A. But then, if Mi*. Mortimer ’s an Enghshman, Papa, 
and if he never says what he reaUy means, he isn’t a plain 
Englishman, is he? 

Papa, I never said he was. 

L. A. No, Papa ; but if there are too many hke him 

Papa, Foreigners, my boy. 

L. A. But, Papa, you don’t know many foreigners. You 
only know Mr. Bliiikenstein and Mr. Schmitz and M. Lagrange, 
and they ’re only three, and I ’m sure they say what they 
mean, don’t they ? 

Papa, What ’s Miss MacBrayne doing ? Why aren’t you 
having lessons with her ? 

L. A. She’s got a holiday, Papa. She’s celebrating the 
battle of Bannockburn with some Scotch friends in London. 
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ZV/pa. The battle of what ? 

L, A. The battle of Baimockbum, Papa, where the Scotch 
beat the English. She says the Scotch always 

Papa. I don’t want to hear what Miss MacBravne says 
about the Scotch. What were we talking about ? 

L. A. 1 was going to say, Papa, that, as you only know 
three foreigners and as they’re all plain men, you must 
have been thinlcing about Englishmen when you said there 
were too many like Mr. Mortimer. 

Papa. Well, I wasn’t. 

L. A. Weren’t you, Papa ? Then I wonder what kind of 
people you icere thinking about ? 

Papa. You can go on wondering. 

L. A. Yes, Papa. But you do think Englishmen are better 
than foreigners, don’t you ? 

Papa. Of course I do. So does every sensible man. 

L. A. But isn’t M. Lagrange a sensible man, Papa ? | 

Papa. Oh, sensible enough, I daresay. 

L. A. Well, he doesn’t think Englishmen are better than 
Frenchmen. He says France is at the head of civilisation. 

Papa. Does he? Well, she isn’t. 

L. A. No, Papa. And he says Frenchmen have won just 
as many battles as Englishmen— I think he said many more ; 
and he said French poets 

Papa.. What on earth do I care what he said about French 
poets? You needn’t take every word he says for Gospel 
truth. After all, he ’s a Frenclmian. 

L. A, Yes, Papa, that’s just what he said about us. 


Papa. Said we were Frenclmen ? 

L. A. No, Papa. He said, after all, we were Englishmen, 
and we couldn’t be expected to look at these things fairly. 

Papa. I see I shall have to give Lagrange a bit of my 
mind if he goes on talking to you like that. 

L. A. Oh, I don’t mind, Papa. I’m a plain Englislmian. 

Papa. Are you? Well, you can rim of! into the garden 
and be a plain Englishman there. 


The Dally Mall has been approaching certain great 
explorers with the question, ‘'What proof would you ask 
from Dr, Cook that he had reached the Pole?” and the ^ 
following is Sir Martin Conway’s decisive reply 

“ The stiitement of a reputable explorer, backed by a consistent story 
and supported by suck observations as cireiimstances made practicable, 
would be accepted by tke scientific world, if tke stoiy were found on 
examination to ‘ bang together,’ as proof tkat tke explorer had reached 
the point he claims to have reached.” 

After reading this definite pronouncement we have no longer 
hesitation in saying that Dr. Cook has either been telling 
the truth or else a lie. 

Mrs. Ramsay Macdonald is reported by The CJironicle to 
have said that women should not be prevented from 
becoming Fellows of the “ Royal Ohemisal Society,” Can 
this be an off-shoot of the Anti-Corset League ? 
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AN ENGLISH CRICKETER’S LOVE LETTERS. 

The following correspondence was 
thrust in our letter-box last week with 
the demand that it should be printed in 
our next issue. We have not the least 
doubt that it is unauthentic— or pre- 
mature, at any rate ; but at the same 
time it certainly seems to convey the 
atmosphere of the authorised letters. It 
may be of course that our contributor 
has only got hold of the rough drafts. 

Dec. 21, 1908. 

My Dexr Crawford, — merry Christ- 
mas to you. I hope you are keeping fit 
for next season ; we must try to beat the 
xVustralians. Can you possibly drop in 
to tea to-mon’ow ? 

Yours affectionately, 

Alversione. 

July, 1909. 

My Dfjir Crawtord, — We are all 
horrified at your conduct in refusing at 
the last moment to play against the 
Australians, when you had promised 
Leveson-Gower to do so. Unless you 
can* see your way to making a public 
apology to the Committee, in the presence 
of Apted and the other groundsmen, it 
will be our painful duty never to let you 
have the Saturday half-holiday again. 

Yours very truly, 

Alverstone. 

My Dear Lord Alverstone , — AR I said 
was that I wouldn’t accept the responsi- 
bility of captaining a team wliich con- 
sisted entirely of ILirrison, Platt and 
Ducat. Ko reason was given to me why 
the others weren’t asked, and I think I 
ought to at least have been consulted, 
seeing that it was entirely owing to my 
captaincy that -we won the last match. 
A lot of people look upon me as a sort 
of professional, instead of being a very 
young man with an experience and 
knowledge of the game unrivalled even 
by W. G. Grace. 

Yom*s sincerely, 

John N. Crawford. 

My Dear Profu^io — mean Crawford, 
— My instructions ai'e to the effect that, 
anyhow, you are quite old enough to ; 
know why all the Surrey professionals 
except three are in disgrace ; if you didn’t 
know, you ought to liave guessed. The 
fact that they are playing to-day against 
Middlesex has nothing to do with it. If 
the wucket had been soft some of them 
would have boeii left out. Will you 
apologise ? Yours faithfully, 

Ar.VERSTONE. 

My Dear Lord Alverstone, — It is 
awfully nice of you to write me such 
jolly letters. The official captain, wliich 
I won’t suUy my pen with his name, only 
told me that Hobbs wasn’t good enough 
for Surrey, and never said anything about 
the others. Under the circumstances I 


don’t see why I should apologise to him 
or anybody — except Hoble. 

Yours sincerely, 

John N. Crawford. 

My Dear Jack:,— Awfully sorry I 
hadn’t time to nod to you when I saw 
you to-day, but the Committee have 
ordered me to cut you. I will write 
you a nice long letter when I get home. 

Yours ever, 

H. D. G. Leveson-Gower. 

My Dear Jack, — ^I am amazed, re- 
volted and disgusted at your conduct. 
To think that you should refer to me in 
this way in your letters to Lord Alviiir- 
STONE, when you know how good I have 
always been to you ! You bad boy I I 
shall tell Strudwick how wicked you 
have been. Under the circumstances I 
shall have to cancel your season ticket 
to the White City — and Kiralfy quite 
agrees with me in this. It is also 
obviously impossible that we should 
both go with the M.C.C. team to South 
Africa, and so I have asked the South 
Africans to choose which one of us they 
would rather played against them in 
Test Matches. They have unanimously 
chosen me. Yours ever, 

H. D. G. Leveson-Gower, 

Dear Cr.vwford, — At a meeting of 
Surrey stockbrokers it was decided that 
the following resolution be sent to you : — 

“That in view of youug Crawford’s 
refusal to play against the Australians, 
and the bad style and construction of 
his letters to Lord Alverstone, he be 
asked never to play cricket again. And 
a jolly good riddance.” 

Yours sincerely, 

W. Fxnduy. 

Dear Findlay, — ^Why I should be 
practically branded as a criminal for 
refusing to take the field eight short, 
when you might at least have thanked 
me for past services, I ’in sure I don’t 
know. Anyhow, I hope that others wiU 
do the same. 

Yours for the last time, 

John N. Crawford. 


The Manchester Evening News on the 
Brighton walk : — 

“ Edwards has made great strides this sea- 
son, and if his improvement has been main- 
tained dui'iug the last few weeks the distance 
between Payne and himself should he consi- 
derably lessened.” 

He certainly couldn’t do better than to 
keep on with his great strides. 


Dogget’s Cap and Jersey. 

“The entry for Jersey’s eclipsed anything 
known before, no fewer than 147 names being 
included in the catalogue. Mr. Pocock vras 
not able to go himself.”— -Yojth Wilts Herald. 

A pity that he couldn’t have had a shot 
for the jersey— he might have won it. 


CONCERNING THE CAUSES OF THINGS. 

L— Kissing. » < 

I KISSED Him : — 

Because he told me he was an orphan. : 
Because he looked so unhappy. 

Because he gave me a bull-pup. 

Because Elizabeth kissed him. 

Because it was Bank Holiday. 

Because he was going away for ever. 
Because he came back for ever. 

Because he had such nice curly hair. 
Because he was an anti-vivisectionist. 
Because he joined the Territorials. 
Because he didn’t like Dorothy’s hat. 
Because the light went out. 

Because he dared me to. 

Because he ’d been bitten by a lion in 
Somaliland. 

Because he made a hundred, not out. 
Because he was a sailor. 

Because ; well, just because. 

I kissed Her: — 

Because she said no man had ever 
kissed her. 

Because she was so kind to her mother. 
Because our Christian names began 
with the same letter. 

Because we both loved Marie Corelli. 
Because she had red hair. 

Because it was the first chance I’d had. 
Because it was the last chance I ’d get. 
Because she was so sensible. 

Because I always had kissed the girls 
in that family. 

Because it was the first time I ’d seen 
her with her hair up. 

Because it was the first time I ’d seen 
her with her hair down. 

Because she had a dimple. 

Because she dared me to. 

Because she began to cry. 

IBecause I heard someone coming. 
Because I couldn’t hear anyone coming. 
Because ; well, on general principles. 

n. — ^M arriage. 

I married Him : — 

Because he said I was the only girl ho 
had ever loved. 

Because he was a vegetarian, a total- 
abstainer, and a non-smoker. " ' ' 
Because I didn’t want Beatrice to get 
him. 

Because I was tired of living at home. 
Because he thought he understood 
women. 

Because I thought I understood men. 
Because he didn’t know what I was 
aiming at, until it was too late. 
Because he was a clerk in the War 
Office. 

Because I wanted to reform liim. 
Because my people forbade me to. 
Because he had a thousand a year. ! 
Because I thought he’d be easy to 
manage. 

Because he was the first man that 
proposed to me. 
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Because liis Lrotlier was already, 
married. 

^ Because lie read Alfred Austin’s poems 
so beautifully. 

Because he looked so romantic. 

Because I was thirty-four.* . • 

Because; well, I often ask niyseK 
• why I did it ' ^ ^ 

I married Her : — . . , ‘ 

Because she was the first white* girl I 

• met after three years in Ziduland. 
Because I loved her. 

Because I didn’t meet her mother 
before we were married. 

Because she had five^thousand a year. 
Because she was the, daughter" of a 
Cabinet Minister. . I 

Because I picojosed to her one night 

on the river: ^ 

Because she, didn’t talk silly rot about 

* Art and Music. ' - ' ‘ 

Because she was such a jolly good sort. 
Because I wanted to settle down. 
Because 'I wanted to settle up.' 

Be-cause a fellow cau’t help liim&eK 
with that kind of girl. 

Because I thought she understood me. 
Because I‘ thought ,I understood’ her. 
Because she was beautiful. 

Because Kate jilted me. 

Because I wanted to put that ass 
Blankley’s nose out of joint. • 
Because she told me she wasn’t of a 
jealous disposition. - 
Because'; well,' hang it all, I really 
don’t know why I did. 


, LOCOMOTIVE drama: " ^ 

We are delighted . to . hear that the 
example set by M. Maeterlinck* in his 
recent prddtietion of* ilfacfet/i *is to be 
emulated in the operations of the new 
Locomotive Theatre, Ltd., which will 
shortly open with an extensive classical 
and ropiantic repertory. . ' 

It will be remembered that- at the 
Abbey* of, St. Wandrille at Gandebeo-en- 
Caux the tragedy was ‘‘ lived rather 
than acted, the witches dancing in the 
moonlight round real cauldrons, the 
spectators who followed the/actors 'from 
point to point having to travel a^ mile or 
two ill pursuit of the dramatis 'persoiice. 
The ^ directors o£ the ‘Locomotive 
Theatre, realising’ to what ah^ extent 
exercise conduces to the* well-being of 
the spectators, have arranged that in 
every one of their productions the various 
scenes shall "be represented in the actual 
places indicated by the authors. \ 
Arrangements have accordingly* b'een 
-'made, ior .ij. production of Macbeth in 
Scotland, where, with the aid of motor- 
cars, dirigible 'balloons and other means 
of rapid transport, the audience will be 
able to cover several hundred miles 
d.uring*'the progress of the drama, tra- 
velling from Forres to FMe and the 





' i . 

** What are you boko m id orchard ? ” 

“If you please, I' just* came to see ip you 


WOULD LEND ME A FEW APPLET 


Engiisli border with the* utmost rapidity 
and convenience. - . 

The claims of reahsm will berigorously 
consulted in a -variety of ways./- Not only 
will real cauldrons be provided ; -but real 
brindled' cats, ^hed^epigs and "other ani- 
mals will takfe^part-in the witches’ orgies. 
The cast will include the Earl of Cawdor, 
who^ has kiiidly placed his castle at the 
disposal of Hie company; the ghost of 
. and other apparitions will be 
supplied ‘by the ^Society of ‘Fsychical 
l^searcli, ■ and Sir- James - CiucnTON- 
Browne will officiate as the ,Scbtch 
Doctor. ' ^ ^ 1 

'. Arrangements m*e also, being made 
for- the production of 6tlielld on similar 
lines.; / As ' students of the - immortal 
bard are Wl'aware, the First Act takes 
place in V enice, \HliIe- the scene for the 
rest, of the play is laid at a seaport in 
Cyprus. Negotiations are accordingly 
on foot with the Italian Government and 
the ,Col4nial Office with u view to fuL 
filling the dramatist's mteJntions, hut it 


has not yet been decided whether the 
transference shall be* effected by the 
North German Lloyd steamers or a fleet 
of .dirigible "balloons. *Tho cast is hot 
yet complete, but, it is hoped to secure | 
El Roghi to impersonate, tHo. Moor, the 
Duke of the ABRUZZf the Duke of Yemce^ 
and Miss Elkins iJesdemona, , 

“ hi auotlier instance tliey tlwew tlie cyrter’s 
load about in IThStreet, iniharneswHl the horse, 
and pnt tli^ animal back in the shuftb ta li lirbt.” — 
Daily Dispatch. 

This is reported as being an ‘‘amusing 
feature pf the , picketing operations.’’ 
Next time they n>ust put Jh? animal 
back head first and be really funny, 

m ^ ^ 

“ The trained eye knows how to distinguish 
the plop„of a wat^r rat as it drops off the bank 
and disau^^ars from sight from the sound made 
by a fish rising under iiie ba^.” / ' / 

, i ' The Stcljfpriahiri SentineL 

Ct Chapter XXI., p. S14, of that anony- 
jhous masterpiece, Plops I have Seeyi^ 
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A TRUE STORY. 

The Author feels quite justified in 
\ publishing the following correspondencej 
I if only to show up to the Editor (as being 
the only man not directly implicated) the 
detestable character of a person wlio has 
hitherto traded upon a false reputation 
for fair and honest judgment. 

* The Author to the Man in the Street, 

Delvr Sm,— I beg to inform you that 
I intend to tell you a story concerning 
The Classification of John^ and wish 
particularly to call your attention to the 
fact that it is a true story. 

Yours faitlifuily, The Author. 

The Man in the Street to the Author, 
ZOth Aiig., 1909. 

De-VR Sir, — am in receipt of your 
letter of what (in the careless omission 
of a date) I assume to be the 29th inst., 
the contents of which are duly noted. 
In reply I have to infonn you that^ I 
have no interest whatsoever in the affair, 
and that it is a matter of complete in- 
difference to me whether the story con- 
cerning The Glassification of Jo/inisa 
tme one or a mere fabrication. 

Yours truly, 

The Man in the Street. 

The Author to the Man In the Street, 
31st Aug,j 1909. 

Dear Sir, — ^Yours of the 30th inst. to 
hand. I must confess that I am sur- 
prised at the attitude you adopt. I 
cannot recollect a previous instance in 
which I have met with such an unblush- 
ing confession of indifference to the 
truth. However, I may at once state 
that I adhere to my intention of telling 
you the story conceiving The Glassifica- 
tion of John^ and that no amount of 
prevarication on your part shall deter 
me from my purpose. In your reply 
please refer to '' J. 1909 (T. S.)” 

Yours truly, The Author. 

The Man in the Street to the Author, 
1st Sept, 1909. 

J. 1909 (T. S.). 

Dear Sib, — ^In spite of the fact that 
you most improperly failed to lick the 
flap of the envelope containing yonr 
impertinent communication of the 31st 
ult.; I am in receipt of the same, and 
have handed it, together with your other 
letter, to my solicitors. Anything further 
you may have to write on the matter, 
you will kindly address to them. 

Yours truly, 

The Man in the Street. 

The Author to the Solicitors of the 
Man in the Street, 

2nd Sept, 1909. 

Dear Sirs, — After a long and fruitless 
correspondence with the Man in the 
Street, I am now refen*ed by him to you. 
Briefly to recapitulate the circumstances, 


I have the fixed determination of telling 
to someone (I do not care to wdioni) a i 
story concerning The Glassification ^ oj ] 
John, particularly emphasising the fact , 
that the story is a tme story. I under- < 
stand that you wiU accept service of the 1 
same, and shall be glad to hear from i 
you at your eaily convenience. 

Yours truly, The Author. i 

The Solicitors to the Author, 

Zrd Sept, 1909. 

Be Glassification of John, 

De^ui Sm , — We are in receipt of your . 
letter of yesterday’s date, but are at a 
loss to understand its contents. We 
make a point, in the interests of our 
clients, of being in receipt of letters, 
but being at a loss to understand their 
contents. This is of course without 
prejudice. Yours truly, 

The &LIC1TORS. 

The Author to the Solicitors, 

(Don’t Know.) 

Dear Sirs, — ^I am flabbergasted at 
the attitude yon choose to adopt. In 
the face of such discourteous treatment 
I shall say no more, but proceed to tell 
the story, merely changing the name of 
the hero to satisfy the general lust for 
falsehood. Yours truly, 

The Author. 

[1 Enclosure.] 

The Classification of William. 

W’iUiani, though not himself of an 
adventurous nature, was ever ready to 
oblige. When first his brother asked 
him to come out to West Africa and 
look for lions, William answered with 
considerable accuracy that he did not 
think that he had lost any. Later, in 
order to avoid argument, he consented 
to go, and together they set off to West 
Africa, or, if there are no lions in West 
Africa, then to East Africa. 

An-ived there, they equipped them- 
selves with rifles, food and a negro 
servant apiece, and started forth in their | 
search for ungotten lions. Very soon, 
however, William and his negro got 
lost in the desert. Possibly there are 
no deserts in East Africa, in which case 
this all took place in any country you 
like where there are lions, negroes and 
deserts, but no signposts. Anyhow, 
they w'andered about for some weeks 
together, managing to subsist by some 
, means best known to themselves. There 
were discomforts and little awkward- 
nesses in the situation, but they managed 
to scrape along all right until the negro 
took it into his head to run amok. His 
idea of running amok was to dance 
round William with a long, naked knife. 

William, roused to argument at last, 
disputed the propriety of this, and told 
i his negro servant to go away and be 
! quiet, but the latter merely replied 
irrelevantly: — “If yon had not been a 
, good master to me I would murder you.” 


“ Go away,” said William ; and, think- 
ing the matter was at an end, “Don’t 
make a fool of yourself.” - 
, The negro ceased his dancing sud- 
denly, and regarded William with a 
fixed eye. “I am not so sure,” he said 
slowly, making a humorous grimace, 

“ that you have been a good master to 
me.” 

The Solicitors to the Author, 

6th Sept., 1909. 

DejVR Sir, — Referring to The Classi- 
fication of John (alias William), we 
withhold comment until we have com- | 
municated with our client upon the 
matter. Meanwhile we may say that it 
reminds us of a little incident wdiich 
happened to ourselves only the other 
day. We will -widte you to-morrow with 
full details. 

Yours truly, This Solicih^rs. 

- The Author to the Solicitors, 

Dear Sms, — This correspondence must 
now cease. Yours firmly, 

The Author. 


THE SUN AND THE SINGER. | 

The sky is absolutely bald, 

No cloudlets spoil its iridescence, 

The heat wave has begun to melt 
The butter, and is being felt 
By persons having what is called 
A presence. 

This is the day when those who choose 
To make the god of sport their fetish 
Are found on golf-links and on 
lawns, 

With laces of the tint of prawns, 
And growing ever, as they ooze. 

More pettish. 

But not the bard, whose tuneful shell 
Is evermore ApoUo’s servant : 

He shall not roam the fields and prod 
Alluvial strata from the sod 
Until his liide becomes too — well, 

Too fervent. 

He shall not wave (to suit your whim) 
The ineffectual tennis racket. 

Nor leave to some indignant fair, 
Who muffs it with a mute despair. 
The lob that came too high for him 
To whack it. 

Here on the lawn I mean to sit 
While you indulge your gambols 
yonder ; 

Roofed by a tent of waving boughs, 
My handkerchief across my brows, 
And murmur to the Muse a bit, 

And ponder. 

Thus I believe those pastoral men, 
Watching their tender goatlets eat 
thyme, 

The bards of old were wont to lie 
And weave their songs, — and so 
willt 

If one of you will wake me when 
It ’s tea-time. 
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THE IDLER. 

' I AM a keen motorist, I have got no 
nerves; tliey were all destroyed years 
ago. lamvery fond of driving; indeed, 
I spend the best part of my day driving 
the largest car that is at present made. 
You may be very proud of your own 
car, but it is not nearly so large as 
mine. When I say that I can take six- 
teen people inside and eighteen on the 
top, you will see that this is no vain 
boast. 

I have come to look upon myself as a 
fairly busy man. True, I do not start 
work much before eight and rarely con- 
tinue after midnight, but while I am at 
it I have one or two little matters of 
some importance to attend to constantly. 
At a rough computation I should say that 
I have seven hands. I have never actu- 
ally seen more than two of these, but I 
knowthat lean managemy steering-wheel, 
my gears, my lubrication, my hand-brake 
and my throttle all at the same time, 
and yet have one hand to spare to wave 
at intending passengers and another for 
my cigarette. But then, of course, the 
steering is not really difiScult. All I 
have to do is to realise at the very first 
that it is impossible to get my little lot 


through, and to hope for the best. Now 
and then there does seem to be a spare 
foot or two of unoccupied space in the 
road, but that is generally filled by half- 
a-dozen taxicabs before I get there. 

Bless you, I am quite used to these 
taxicabs, for there are always three 
pressing me on my right, three on my 
left, two nipping across in front of me, 
and six running into me behind. Very 
hkely lots of them go underneath me, 
and I should not he surprised to learn 
that one or two jump over me. 

I get plenty of time for quiet medita- 
tion, because the passengers always take 
great care to give me enough oppor- 
tunities for stopping. They feel that 
the hills tire me, so they generally 
arrange to get on and ofit when I am 
halfway up. I appreciate the kindness 
with which they determine among them- 
selves that no two of them get off at the 
same time, li this seems likely to occur, 
one of them stays behind, waits till I 
have got four or five yards further, and 
then makes me stop again. These little 
occasions I use for philosophic contem- 
plation. The chief object that I con- 
template philosophically is ^ a ruined 
engine, the position from which I do so 
being usually on my back in the road. 


But there is always the motor -hus above 
me to keep the sun off. Of course I 
lo. e money on these delays, hut one 
cannot have one’s holidays for nothing. 

So much for myself. If you would ! 
only condescend, I should be delighted : 
to see you any time you cared to come 
for a little jaunt on my motor. Choose 
a really wet day, stop me as suddenly as ■ 
you can, and then watch me skidding, 
if we are lucky in our day, I and my 
’bus will be carried iirto a private car- 
riage di'iving on the wrong side of the 
road. The coachman will abuse me and 
the occupant of the carriage will abuse 
me. Then we shall all gather round 
and have a chat with a policanan, who 
also will abuse me. You, of course, 
wdli abuse me too, and (if yon don’t 
mind my giving you a little hint about 
the etiquette of these occasions) you 
will be doing the proper thing if yon 
tell the policeman, and see that he takes 
it down in his notebook, that it was 
entirely my fault. 


“Lord Lansdownie, speaking at Caine last 
night, denounced the Bridget .” — The Pioneer^ 

One hears ail sorts of stories about this 
lady. 
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15 ^'^ — , 'Z|YA*^^» I A^T?— I'^ST* ^ 

District Visitor . “Good morning, Mrs. Perkins. I hope you are coming to the Unionist Association Garden Party at Sir 
Arcxiibalo’s this afternoon, to hear odr candidate speak?” ’ ' . 

Jfra. Pa-him. “Well, ko; tol see, Mom, my NEJOHBOcn, Mrs. ’Orm^s she belongs to that, so I joined the Liberal Goternmeht, 

SO WE CAN LOOK ARTER OAE ANOTHER’S BABIES WHILE T’OTHEB’S AT MEETINGS.” 


There in an evening hoar of bats and baljn, 

THE TRUTHFUL ANGLER. , When all the swoUen flood was flotsam-ridden, 

7 . Tr . ^ I towed him to his meritorious doom, 

(A C onfesswn to Ins Uost.) j ^ undergroom 

Xo, it was not with cunning, not with guile, Had garnered over-night from (I presume) 

Not with the ‘‘ far-flung battle line ” of ‘‘ Zulus,” The midden. 

Threshing the stream for many a weary mile, j n ^ j ^ i.- a 

A^aving my arm like one that hath a screw loose, — Heavy he came and bloated to his end, 

Not thus that, while the midges murmiirM sheer dead lump to pull, and not a skilled haul, 

Their mournful incantations round my head, Like some stout City merchant who must 

I took this monster from his ancient bed (After the speeches and the wine have thrilled ail) 

Of cool ooze. His way to villadom, from where he sat, 

Doing his duty by the turtle fat, 

He did not leap all panther to the lure, Helping to feast some high-souled hero at 

Eush at the hint of steel like Wall Street buyers, The Guildhall. 

Struggle for ages ere I had him sure, • • -i \ -d i. t i 

And seek to foul me underneath the briars ; (Hmnenc simile.) But ere I close 

Jones would have told vou that or some such myth, ® li’’ 

So would a hundred of “his craft and kith ; Of this stout rodsmau as compared with those 

But I am Washihgtok, where Jones and Smith lif from early March to late October ; 

Aa-e liars. Though, had I not observed (with some chagrin) 

That Jack, your son, was standing near the scene, 
No, with a leaded line, deliberate, calm, My story too had very likely been 

Standing behind a hush as I was bidden. Less sober. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 



“Baxbury probed the depths of bare historical lore to find parallel to President of the Local Government Board.” 

(Rt. Hon. Joiin Burns, as seen by Sir Frederick Banbury.) 


House of Commons, Mojiday, A ugust 30, 
— A nigbt of discursive conversation, 
punctuated by tlie Closiu*e. Housing 
and Town Planning Bill comes np for 
Coimnittee. Emis to seventy-three 
clauses and six schedules. House 
allotted two days for Coimnittee stage. 
Seems on face of it inadequate- Fact is 
last year Grand Committee, microcosm 
of Honse, sat for weeks shaping the ends 
of measure rough-hewn by Local Govern- 
ment Board. What’s the use of a 
Grand Committee if, after this, House is 
to go all through the work again ? 

Opposition small but expansive. In 
Division Ijobby mustered thirty-six. 
Clogged paper with amendments. Met 
Bill on threshold of Committee with no 
fewer than ten Instructions. Had a single 
one been in order, the whole sitting 
might have been appropriated for dis- 
cussing it. Speakei^, Closure incarnate, 
made short work of the gToux). It was 
the old story of the Ten Little Niggers. 
Nine ruled out on point of Order “ and 
then there was one.” This also the 
ruthless Spe.\ker smothered ; and,” he 
added, “ all the Instructions being out of 
order, I will now leave the Chair.” 

Which he forthwith did, spending a 
pleasant evening in his library with 
Pu'TO, whilst Committee wrestled with 


Frederick Baxbury, who, in absence of 
Prince Arthur, undertook to lead Oppo- 
sition. 

He probed the depths of rare historical 
lore to find parallel to President of Local 
Governaient Board. Came to conclu- 
sion that he was “a kind of Julius 
C-ESAR.” John Burns, blushing modestly, 
disclaimed honour thrust upon Iiim. 

Walter Guinness made excellent start. 
Seconding amendment for omission of 
Clause 1, which compulsorily endows 
Local Authorities with power to deal with 
unhealthy areas, he remarked : 

‘'I£ this clause be adopted, Local 
Authorities will put up houses without 
assurance that they can make both ends 
meet.” 

John Bright once talked about impos- 
sibility of turning his back on himself. 
An easy achievement compared with 
problem here suggested. As Me-Mber 
FOR Sark points out, it is only during 
earthquakes that both ends of a house 
ever meet. 

Hardest case of all Dickson-Poyndeh’s. 
On Clause 30 conversation drifted into 
comparison between sanitary arrange- 
ments of continental cities aud London. 
At end of hour’s talk D.-P. interposed, 

I think, Mr. EnMorr,” he Haid, ad- 
dressing the Chair, it is time to come 


back to England from Paris and 
Berlin.” 

The moment he had landed, so to speak, 
on his native shore, prepared to enjoy its 
many privileges — to speak by the card 
having worked off the first sentence of 
what promised to be lengthy and inter- 
esting speech, Chairman rose and put 
the question. D.-P. abruptly subsided. 

Banbury, making further study of the 
President of Local Government Board, 
desires to supplement his previous 
similitude. John Burns is not only 
‘‘a kind of Julius Cjesar” ; in his 
(Banbury’s) opinion, he further resembles 
a Star Chamber President or (alterna- 
tively) an anonymous personage attached 
to the Court of Lons XVI. 

More blushes from J. B. Has long 
been accustomed to being called names. 
Acknowledges that no effort in that 
direction equals fertility of resources of 
Member for the City. 

Business done, — Between 3.30 and 
11.30 fiftj'-two clauses of Housing and 
Town Planning Bill passed through 
Conmiittee. 

Tuesday . — Never since Dogberry de- 
livered his charge to the watch patrolling 
the streets of Messina has thei^e been 
nearer parallel to the situation than is 
found in the case of the outraged House 
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Flu Slippo Sltppi at work. 

“ He would like to kiio\7 wketlier tlie Cliancellor of tlie Escliequei* aud tlie^ President of tlie 
Board of Trade had reached those imapproachahle heights of public luoralitj'' in which they 
could use language which, though it seemed absurd and almost hypocritical in the case of 
ordinary men, became natural and excusable in the mouths of these political saint s'"* 


of Commons and the peccant Duke of 
Norfolk. Some weeks have elapsed 
since His Grace wrote encouraging mis- 
sive to** My dear Profiimo,” Unionist 
candidate for the Higlx Peak. In it 
Swift MacNeill’s quick eye detected 
breach of Privilege, Is there not 
solemnly passed at the opening of every 
Session an order forbidding Peers to 
interfere in Parliamentary Elections ? 

Long experience lias shown that in- 
evitable result of flaunting Breach of 
Privilege flag is to place Commons in 
ridiculous position. As sometimes hap- 
pens, action of august assembly was in 
this case directed at level of wisdom 
of least discreet Member. Committee 
of Privileges appointed, with Prime 
Minis'fer in Chair, to consider the alleged 
naughtiness of Norfolk. Decided to 


Invite His Grace to make any observations 
that might occur to him. Hinted at 
desirability of his attendance in person. 
Duke wrote polite note to say he couldn’t 
conceive what information the Committee 
required beyond what was common pro- 
perty. As to w'alking into their parlour, 
he presumed application would have to 
be made to the House of Lords. 

This afternoon enquiry addressed to 
Treasury Bench elicits reply that 
Premier is not yet in position to present 
report on case. 

Here the matter stands, and here 
comes the quotation fi*om Dogherry's 
discourse, with a single verbal variation 
suited to the political times : — 

Dogberry , — ^This is your charge. Tou 
are to bid any man stand in the Prince’s 
' name. 


2 Watch,— 'Sow if a’ will not stand ? 
Dogberry. — Why, then, take no note , 
of him but let him go, and presently ■ 
call the rest of the Watch together and 
thank God you are rid of a Duke. 

Business done. — Another night in 
Committee on Town Planning Bill. 
With the regularity proverbially attri- I 
buted to clockwork, blade of guillotine ] 
fell at seven and again at 10.30. At 
latter hour 156 amendments chopped 
off. Soon after midnight Bill through 
Committee. 

Thursday. — ^It would not be true to 
speak of Captain Craig’s martial spirit 
as being subdued. It is certainly 
saddened by recent extiuordinary pro- 
cedure of Post Office. House has . 
already by frequent questioning been 
made familiar with fact that accom- 
modation for His Majesty’s Post Office 
in GoUinstown is located in a pigsty. 
Later information has reached the I 
Captain which seriously aggravates the 
situation. Submitted it to House to-day | 
in form of further question addressed to 
Postmaster-Gejteral. 

** Can the right hon. gentleman state,” 
the gallant Captain asked, fixing the 1 
hapless Minister with glowing eye, ** if I 
the pigsty has a chimney ? ” 

As everyone knows, this convenience | 
is coimnon to pigsties in Ireland. In 
the West there frequently are in addition, 
Sark tells me, a fireplace, fire-irons, and, 
in some cases, settles within the spacious ' 
chimney upon which “the gintleman 
who pays the rlnt” may on winter even- 
ings repose and mentally review the 
events of the day. If Captain CRAio-has 
been well informed — and on these matters | 
he has established an enviable character 
for accuracy — the pigsty at Collinstown, 
wherein His Majesty’s mails are received | 
and distributed, bas not even a chimney. 

Painful to see Postmaster-General ] 
shuffling with the question. At the ^ 
end of conversation, animated on the j 
gallant Captain’s part, House was left in ^ 
doubt as to whether the pigsty has or j 
has not a chimney. Captain Craig may ; 
be relied upon to remove uncertainty. 
In his hands it has become the Irish I 
Question. Sydney Buxton may just as 
well, sooner rather than later, make up 
his mind frankly to answer it. 

Business done. — Lochaber — I mean | 
the Budget Bill, once more. 


“It waF? generally recognised* in aviation 
circles last week that either the claims of 
Wembley Park nmst be sacrificed to Blackpool 
or that Wembley Park must give way to 
Blackpool.’ ’ — Da ily D Ispatch, 

It is a knotty question which will, we ] 
hope, be decided without blood. 


A thought for to day : — 

“Miss B. Fish looked nice in cream.* 
Blaclipool Herald. 
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THE DONKEYS’ PAGEANT. 

By kind permission of the Earl 
of Mokelinmpton, K.T., the Donkeys’ 
Pageant, wliick has been so eagerly 
anticipated, will be held in his grounds 
next week. The author of the book is 
kli-. L. Ascelles. 

Tableau I. — ErcLio inventing his 
famous side-splitting Pons Asiiiorum. 

Tableau II. — The Old Kent Road. 
Grand procession of costers and their 
donahs, each with his little moke. Selec- 
tions from his repertoire by Mr. Gus 
Elex", including a new song wilt ten for 
the occasion, beginning — 

0 I tell you ’e ’s a treasure, 

Is tliat artful little ass, 

Vie call ’im Neddychadnez'/ar 
Cos he 's such a king at gratis. 

You should see ’im in the bai rei* 

On an Au^ist ’oliday, 

Trots to Ejiping like an arrer, 

Beats St. Martin all the way 

But when he starts a-braying you should ’ear 
’im — well, I ’m blowed, 

You can ’ear’ini from the Garding right away 
to Mile End Road. 

I dunno wot ’e does it for, I dunno v^ot it means, 
But it stands the onions’ ’air on end and 
petrifies the greens. 

And so on. 

Tableau III. — The Hallie League 
Restaurant. Congress of rootarians, 
seedarians, messarians, cabbagarians and 
other reformers at a thistle soup orgy. 

Tableau IV. — ^The invention of the 
Donkey-Engine. This intensely inter- 
esting episode will be graphically im- 
personated by the entire staff of the 
Asmeeum, 

Tableau V. — ^The apotheosis. Bottom 
the weaver in his ass’s head sings '"The 
Vicar of Bray,^' surrounded by all the 
famous asses of history, from the Golden 
Ass of Atuleius to Sir . 


TWO FABLES 
T. — Tins Stopped Clock. 

Once upon a time there was a dis- 
credited politician whose nostrums no 
: longer took anyone in. And being 
thrown out of office he wandered about, 

' seeking, like many men before him, 

, for comfort and consolation among 
: his inferiors. These, however, failing 
him, he passed on to the lower animals, 
and from them to the inanimate, until 
; he came one clay to a clock which, the 
works having been removed, consisted 
only of a case, a face, and two hands. 

' “Ha,” said the politician, as he stood 
before it, “at hist I have found some- 
thing beyond question and argument 
more useless than myself. For you, my 
frieud,^ are done. I, at any x*ate, still 
have life and movement. I can speak 
and act ; 1 have a function still to 
perform in the world ; whereas you are 
I a mockery and a sham.” 



HINTS TO BEGINNERS. 

Ip, having rented a deer forest, you are continually STORM-STAYED, IT PASSES THE TIME 
AND IS A GOOD MENTAL EXERCISE TO CALCUL.\TE EXACTLY' HOW MUCH THE AMUSEMENT IS COSTING 
YOU PER MINUTE. 


“Kindly,” the clock replied, “refrain 
from associating me Yvith yourself. I 
decline the comparison. Lifeless I may 
be, but not useless. For two separate 
moments every day I am absolutely 
right, and for some minutes approxi- 
mately right ; whereas you, Sir, are, 
have been, and Yvill be, consistently 
I wrong.” 

n.-— T he Sage. 

A City was once l>esieged by a large 
and powerful army, and the inhabitants 
were reduced to severe straits and starva- 
tion. At length they Yvere saved by an 
aged man vYiio discoY'cred a secret method 
of converting wood and stone into food 
by soaking it in a fluid of his own inven- 
tion. So they ate up their houses and 
left only the walls of the city, and in 
course of time they wererelieY'ed by rein- 
forcements. Then the eliief men of the 
city seized the aged man and charged 
him with the destruction of their houses 


and puhlic buildings, and demanded of 
him that he should tell them what they 
should do to restore their prosperity. 
“Contimie,” said he, “the use of the 
magical fluid, and devour now also the 
walls of your city. Then you need have 
no fear of conquering armies^ because 
there Yvill be no city for them to attack.” 


The very Paxthest North. 

‘‘ Dr. Cook’s telegram to M. Lecointe states 
definitely that lie reached the North Pole on the 
date mentioned above, and that ho discovered 
land to the northward .” — Daily Telegraph. 

We should like to hearwhat ExrKrsHOOK 
thinks of the country north of the North 
Pole. 


Advt, in The Birmingham Pod : — 

*‘The Committee earnestly appeal to the 
public for increased Subscriptions, so that the 
Subscription List may be greatly increased.” 

Y'ou see the idea ? 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ MlD-ClLmEL.” 

I AM not sure tliiit Sir Arthur Wikg 
PiiusRO is quite innocent of false pretences 
intlie matter of tlie title of liis new play. 
Mid-Cliannel niiglit liave meant so mucli. 
It might have meant collisions in a 
fog, . collapsing swimmeis, submerged 
Lathams, or at least a touch of mal-de- 
mev, but it meant none of these things ; 
any more than the PoFr I-aurea'fe meant 
them when he composed his batch of 
sonnets on the same marine neighbour- 
hood. What the author meant was 



Comfort in Miu-Ciiannel, 
TIicodoro Blundell . . Mr. Lyn Uarding. 


that halfway between Folkestone and 
Boulogne there is a shoal where even in 
weather of the most halcyon the waters 
are ruffled. It is an allegory. It illus- 
trates a certain type of marriage. - Sir 
Wing has noticed that after a couple 
have been manned about fourteen years 
or so, and all bas hitherto been sniooth 
sailing, there comes a period when the 
water’s of conjugal union are troubled 
and the two feel a bit sick of one another. 
Get over this period, by sitting tight 
or holding on patiently to the nearest 
fixed object, and you will soon be in 
quiet water again, with a clear run 
before you on a calm course of progres- 
sive jubilees. On the other hand, jump 
overboard and you will regret it, for at 
the best you may lose your hat and are 
sure to get youi* other clothes wet, and 
at the worst you will be drowned, for 
the shoal is not so shallow that you can 
stand on the floor of it with any comfort, 
All this takes a lot of explanation in 
a play, and the only flaw in the smooth- 
ness of the author’s construction was 
when he stopped Peter Motiram in the 
middle of an exit and dragged him back 


by the liair for the express purpose of 
throwing off a solution of the titular 
allegory. Mr. Lowke, who played the con- 
genial part of Peter (a friend of both 
parties) with a vei’y perfect felicity, had 
in his repertoire a large assortment of 
excellent advice, part earnest, part 
banter, including several hallowed 
platitudes, on whose antiquity the 
autlior was the first to remark ; but 
when lie had to work off this homily on 
the title for general future reference I 
nearly mistook him for a prig and a 
bore. 

Before leaving the Mid-Channel theory, 
which doesn’t quite hold water when 
you look at it closely, let me say that 
the lady ultimately throws liex’self over- 
hoard. I am glad that Sir Wiko had 
the coiu’age to make her do this, for an 
early scene made it clear, and the lurid 
course of subsequent events made it 
clearer still, that even if she and her 
■ husband had weathered the shoal there 
would have been some dreadfully choppy 
j water waiting for them between there 
and Boulogne. 

The play must rank with the author’s 
best. Its dialogue did not err on the 
side of terseness, hut it was so brilliantly 
rendered, and nearly always so natuiul 
in its fluency, that our attention never 
faltered. Less interest was to be got 
out of the fate of the three leading 
characters (two, if not more of them, 
seemed tainted with a rather superfluous 
vulgarity), but the sneaking tenderness 
which husband and wife retained for 
one another in the coui'se of their sepa- 
ration and mutual infidelities made us 
hope forlornly, against our better judg- 
ment, that they might patch up their 
quarrel. Still, I am afraid I was not as 
much “ purified by pity ” as I should 
like to have been, for the estranged 
pair were hardly worth it, and I could 
not get myself to worry properly about 
the girl whose lover was nearly sacrificed 
to the married woman. Somehow she 
failed to contribute her right share to 
the irony of things. 

MissfcENE Yanbrugh was almost better 
tbaii herself, especially in the quick play ! 
of light and shade in the eai’lier scenes, 
when there was more chance for the 
contrast of emotions. 

Mr. Lyn Harding, as the husband, was 
not supposed to be too refined for the 
Stock Exchange, but there was no need 
for him to look so much, like a profes- 
sional bruiser. Nowand then he was 
perhaps a little lacking in finesse, and 
hovered on the verge of melodrama ; but 
it was a good performance in a vein not 
quite his own. 

Mr. Maturin, as the lover, a part whicli 
was just a little beyond him, was too 
angular, but lie also did some good 
things. Miss Nina Sevening was the 
en-ing Mrs. Anyierly^ and had one very 


nice speech: — sure I don’t want 
to get into the Divorce Court again. I 
hate the hole.” But she is not built 
for an adventuress. 

As for Lena, the lady’s-maid, I must 
suppose that she said and did what Sir 
Arthur meant her to,^ but most of it 
looked and sounded very' improbable. 
I speak without peculiar knowledge, 
having never made more than one care- 
ful study of this type ; but I suspect that 
my inexperience is shared by the author. 

To whom, and to his interpreters, and 
to Mr. George Alexander, who schooled 
them, my best compliments on 'a fine 
piece of work. 0. 8. 

'' Arsene Lupin.” 

lirshie Lupin was a very bad boy. In 
the Fourth Act we are told that he 
began his career of crime at quite an 
early age by stealing sugar and jam. 
It must have been quite an early age, for 



JSentiment Among Thieves. i 

Arscnc. “Soiiia, you have stolen my heart.” i 
Sonia, “ Well, what "^else was there to take? I 
you should have worn a tie-pin.” 

Sonia Miss Alexandra Carlisle, 

Due de CliarmeracG Mr. Gerald dtj Maurier. 

I have read e'sewliere that when only 
six he stole a diamond necklace, and (as 
the vulgar say) popped the stones.* Yet 
do not judge him harshly. Remember 
that he had the artist's love for the 
beautiful, the politician’s desire that 
wealth should be properly distributed. 

Arsene, masquerading as the Due de 
Cliarmeraee, was betrothed to Germaine 
GournayMartin, but fell in love witb her 
hired companion, Sonia. Sonia, as it 
happened, was also a thief ; but again I 
must ask you to reserve your judgment, 
'Sonia, with the necessity for living 
staring her in tbe face, had had the 
choice of selling her honour or some- 
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body else’s jer^els, and rightly cliose 
the latter. That was a long time ago ; 

: but even as recently as the First Act she 
I took Qermaim^s pearls. The reasons she 
i gave the Due in the next Act for her 
conduct were unconvincing; still more 
unconvincing her assurance that she had 
stolen nothing since she loved him ; at 
best she would only have had time to 
pinch his watch. Yet there can be no 
doubt that both he and she were good 
at heart, and that thieving is a fine 
profession. 

Having swept away the moral diffi- 
culty we may now settle down to enjoy 
tho play. The first two Acts are merely 
to prepare you for the last two, when the 
great duel of wits, revolvers, handcufis, 
and bombs takes place between Arsene 
Lupin, the world-famous gentleman 
thief, and Guereliard, the world-famous 
detective. In the First Act, for instance, 
some quite ordinary thieves come on 
with the object of deceiving you as to 
the identity of the real burglar. It had 
that effect on the small boy behind me, 
for I overheard him betting that it was 
Anastase, It didn’t deceive me ; I 
knew it was Gerald Du Uvurier, Mr. 
Du Ml\urjER was playing the part of the 
Due ch Oharmeraee ? — then the Due was 
Arshie Lupin. 

But the Third and Fourth Acts are 
properly thrilling. Revolvers are pulled 


out, handcuffs are burst open (I didn’t 
know that this was done much. Neither, 
by the way, did Guereliard — ^I never saw a 
man so surprised), bombs are threatened, 
and secret passages disclosed. Through 
it all go Mr. Du Maurier and Mr. Dennis 
Eadie as cool as you please ; and when in 
the end Arsene escapes in Guereliard' s 
own motor with Sonia (Miss Alexandra 
Carlisle) at his side the cheering is 
terrific. “ By Raflies, a proper pair of 
villains.” 

Only it is a mistake to try to white- 
wash your villains. M. 

GREAT INTERNATIONAL POLITE- 
NESS TOURNAMENT. 

We are glad to be able to announce 
that, as a result of the recent corre- 
spondence on the subject in The Daily 
Error and other leading journals, 
arrangements are now on foot for a 
grand International Politeness Congress 
and Tournament, which will be held 
in London some time dui*ing the next 
summer. 

From a rough prospectus which has 
been kindly foTOarded to us by the 
promoters, we gather that a series 
of searching tests will be instituted, 
amongst wliich we may specially notice 
the '*Post Office Ordeal” and a contest 
in courtesy between booking-officeclerks. 


Another very interesting and oppor- 
tune competition will be restricted to 
Radical and Socialist Politicians. A real 
live Duke, of the most atrocious character, 
will be placed on a platform wearing the 
insignia of his order, and the competitors 
will be called upon to vie wnth each 
other ill a contest of delicate eulogy, 
Mr. Lloyd -George and Mi\ Winston 
Churchill have kindly consented to act 
as adjudicators. 

The Corn - stampers’ Test will also 
impose a severe strain on the equanimity 
of the contestants, who will only be 
allowed to wear sand-shoes, while the 
stamping will he done by specially se- 
lected operators weighing not less than 
17 stone and equipped with hobnailed 
boots of several horse-power. 

Prizes will also be given to the most 
tactful Tax-coUector, the perfect police- 
man, the most benevolent ’bus-conductor, 
and medals for gentleness to j ostlers and 
courtesy to cats. 


Cries for a speech from some of tlie 
Australians were raised; but the Colonials 
preferred to remain modestly in the back- 
ground; the crowd would not be satisfied, 
however, until Mr. Gregory and Mr. Bardsley 
had come forward and howled tJieir aeknow- 
iedgements .'’— Daily News, 

We understand that they bowled them 
with a strong swerve from the leg. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Fwich's Staff of Learned Glerlis,) 

It is some time since Mr. Basil Lubbock puUislied Bound 
the Horn before the Mast, a book wbicli was welcomed imme- 
diately as the work of one of those rare authors, such as 
Mr. Joseph Cokrad and Mr. Frakk T. Bullek, who mix their 
colours with real sea-water, as distinct from those who merely 
drop a pinch of salt into the paint-pot. With Deep Sea 
Warriors (Methuex) Mr. Lubbock justifies his earlier welcome. 
It is the log of an English officer who for a wager ships as a 
seaman and spends his furlough on a voyage from India to 
the Cape. He poses as a novice, with just that amount of 
nautical e.vpenence wdiich belongs to the enthusiastic amateur 
yachtsman, but every page proclaims the man to whom the 
call of the sea is irresistible. Mr. Lubbock, of course, writes 
from personal experience of the life which he has himself 
gone out of his ^vay to adopt. Much of the interest of the 
namtive lies in the author’s portrayal of sea life in its effects 
on a number of widely different' types of character. He 
describes a sliijp 
which has a reputa- 
tion for bad luck and 
worse food. Such a 
sliip attracts for the 
most part seamen 
who cannot pick and 
choose, and the crew 
is consequently a 
very mixed company. 

The captain is an 
opium - smoker, the 
first mate a Yankee, 
hard as nails, yet 
with tender spots 
ill places; and the 
rest are, in the 
mate’s w'ords, “half 
babes, half savages,” 
among whom the 
hardest hitter gets 
fewest knocks. The 
book is a record of 
their doings, and a 
record so vivid that 

to read it is almost as good as to live through it. 
for a landsman, I ’m not sure that it isn’t better. 


In Fancy O'Brien (from Chapmax axd Hall) 

Miss Ella MacMahox has written 
A tale which is like to be wormwood and gaU 
(More or less) to the average Briton. 

A youth of Old Ireland exhibits a bent 
As a bounder unblushing and thorough — 
Result, in the main, of a holiday spent 
In Blackpool’s salubrious borough. 

His thoughts and his doings are sordid, and end 
In a climax that ’s fitting, though gory — 

A sombre recital in spite of the blend 
Of Hibernian wit with the story. 


Take a liberal amount of love and a small quantity of licence, 
serve with Court sauce, add a flaA^ouring of Royalty and season 
to taste, ^this seems to be the usual recipe for the making of 
historical novels. But if there is little scope for originality in 
this kind of fiction, the maker of the historical dish can still find 
his opportunity in the mixing of his ingredients, and with 


Mr. Haaiiltox Drummoxd’s treatment of Shoes of Gold (Paul) 
it is impossible to be captious. Monsieur de Samtoncje, the 
penniless nephew of a rich, parsimonious uncle, fared ill at 
the Court of Louis XV. Too poor to dress himself be- 
comingly, he was the butt of Versailles, Avliere “the one 
unforgiA-able sin Avas to be ridiculous.” Despatched, how- 
eA"er, to Russia on Avhat I will — ^by stretching the truth to its 
limits — dignify with the name of a diplomatic mission, and 
dressed no longer in tatters, he filled a position which, 
although extremely precarious, was infinitely preferable to 
bis former post. Ordinary stuff, no doubt, but it is very 
well seiwecl. The minds of men are exercised as well as 
their muscles, and the moA-einent of the story is not accom- 
panied everlastingly by the music of clashing Aveapons. 
Indeed, Mr. Drummoxd has so nice a sense of style and his 
reflections upon life are so sane, that I think he is wasting 
his time in dealing with Court intrigues. 

Excuse me, Mr. Richard ILuish, but may I just haA-e a 
word with you about The Girl in the Blue Dress (Loxg)? 
I don’t know Avhether you have read her ; anyhow, you haA^e 

written her, and tliat 
is good enough for 
me. In the first 
plac?, is not the shoit 
story used too much 
nowadays as a make- 
shift for OA-erworked 
noA-elists, rather than 
as a medium of a 
peculiar art ? In the 
second place, if you 
don't mind my say- 
ing so (and oVen if 
} ou do), are you not 
growing a little too 
free Avith your stolen 
necklaces and your 
apt coincidences? 
In the third place, 
howeA^er, is there not 
a sufficient combina- 
tion of excitement 
and quiet humour in 
these stories to justify 
me in recommend- 
ing them to ardent magazine readers as being of at least 
as good a quality as anything they Avill find in the current 
illustrated monthlies? There is, indeed, and I make the 
recommendation. But farther than that I cannot go. No, 
not an inch. Good morning, Mr. Marsh. * 


The Daily Chronicle has conceived the idea, brilliant in 
its novelty, of publishing a parody on Fitzgerald’s Aversion of 
Omar, It is entitled “ The Budgai’at of I’m a-Ivhrying.” 
This remarkable Avord-play (for the striking similarity between 
tbe sounds of Omar Khayyam and I’m a-Khrying can escape 
no sensitiA’'© ear) still leav'’es us unchanged in our opinion that 
The Daily Chronicle's humour is at its best when unintentional. 


From Aberdour Notes in the Fife Free Press 

'‘Excehent weather conditions favoured the 52 iid annual re^^atta 
held at Aberdour on Saturday, and there was a large exodus of visitors.” 
The regatta doesn’t seem to haA^e been A^ery popular ; unless 
perhaps, “ exodus ” is a mistake for “ Numbers.” ' 


“ I do not claim to possess the key to the problem of life and thonsht 
or the secret of evolution.”— M. Brieux in The Daily Mail 

The modesty of our great men is proverbial. 



Indeed, 
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“Pole readied. Roosevelt safe,” 
cabled Ooinmander Peaey. Big Game ia 
Africa seems to have got wind of this 
new triiiniph of the American flag, and 
to he treating the ex-President with 
increa-ed respect. 

H: * 

* 

Last week a party of Suffragettes 
scaled the walls at Lympne Castle, 
Hythe, where Mr. Asquith was residing, 
broke the windows, and did other 
damage. Yet Mr. Asquith stiU refuses 
to give them the vote. This surely is 

sheer obstinacy. ,j. * 

* 

Mr. Bikhell describes the Budget as 
“a tooth-extracting machine.” We can- 
not help thinking that some members of 
the Government are using an excessive 

amount of gas. ^ ^ 

* 

Air. Alfred Mond, M.P., says that he 
feels it almost a disgrace to belong to a 
class — ^the rich — who take such short- 
sighted, selfish views of our national, 
communal needs. Cheer up, Mr. Mond. 
It won’t be for long. The next Socialist 
Government will do its best to relieve 

vou of the source of your bitter shame. 

♦ * 

4c 

Proof is at last forthcoming of the 
statement that the rate at which Ger- 
many could have her Dreadnoughts ready 
for action has been grossly exaggerated. 
The Westfalen has found it impossible 
to make the passage down the Weser 
from the construction yard to the open 
sea, and will be obliged to remain in 
dock for fully four weeks until the next 

spring tides. ^ 

* 

As the result of diplomatic representa- 
tions Mulai Hafid is to treat the Pre- 
tender with greater leniency, and it is 
rumoured that, instead of being hanged, 
drawn, and quartered, the distinguished 
prisoner will only be drawn and quar- 
tered. ^ 

* 

Tobacco, it is said, is gradually being 
ousted by svyeets. We fancy, however, 
that it will be some little time before it 
win be a common sight to see men about 
town walking down Pall Mall with a 
sugar-stick in the mouth instead of a 
cigarette. » 

He 

“The male sex, as a whole, shows far 
less independence about clothing itself 
than the female,” says The Lady, “ Even 
in the matter of colour men bow slavishly 
to the fashion.’ ’ Black men, for instance, 
are rather out of fashion Just now. 

He He 
H: 

The People^ s Friend advocates thatj 
motorists should now and then give 
pedestrians a lift, as a means of abating 
prejudice against motor-cars. And yet 






/.Ik., i-l 




















^ * 










Servant (ic7io has heen sent to chastise a stray cal for stalking chickens), “ I — cuuldn’t— 
OATOH ’IM— Mum— FUR THE NEARER I— GOT TO ’iJH— THE FURTHER *E GOT AWAY.” 


our experience is that it is just those 
persons who have been picked off their 
feet by a car who become the most rabid 
opponents of this method of locomotion. 

“Brain work,” says The Faintly Doc- 
tor, “should be forbidden after dinner.” 
A well-known author, who never wTites 
except in the evening, has long antici- 
pated this advice. 

The house-surgeon was surveying the 
newly arrived out-patient. One eye was 
bandaged and the other ^ blackened, 
there were ugly scars on his forehead, 
and a piece was missing from his left 
ear. “Bhd a fair knocking about?” 


remarked the house surgeon. The 
sufferer’s face lighted up. “T’other 
bloke ’s a Ain-patient,” he said. 

Extract from a pathetic letter in a 
country paper : — 

Ever since 1 have known starlings, 1 have 
noticed that their habits seem to have dete- 
riorated.” 

The society of the writer seems to luive 
been too much for them. 

From an Edinburgh paper’s report of 
a shooting-match : 

“ At limcheoa time the floyal Scots led by 
19 i:)ints.” 

We can only faintly imagine what they 
led by at the end of luncheon. 
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THE BATTLE OF THE POLE. 

To Dr. Cook okce mm . 

Last week tlie world was at your beck ; 

We saw you feted, mobbed and fed ; 

’Twas roses, roses round your neck, 

And Copenhagen off its head, 

And Princes putting bumpers down. 

To mark their sense of your renown. 

To-day the baked meats are off, 

The streams of medals cease to flow. 

And maffickers remain to scoff, 

Saying, “ We always told you so ; ” 

And just because Commander Peary 
Adds to yout claims an awkward query. 

He too, it seems, surveyed the place, 

And, though he made a careful search 
For tubes and footprints, found no trace 
Of you about the Pole (or perch) ; 

Indeed he hints our Arctic flier 
Is little better than a liar. 

’Twas he who fared through glacial fogs 
And nailed “ Old Glory ” to the Pole ; 

You merely went and pinched his dogs 
And took a trifling northward stroU ; 

(I fear Etukishook and Co. 

Have been and given away the show). 

So far from having reached the spot 
Where he put in a recent call, 

He says you never even got 
Anywhere near the scene at aU ; 

That 's his account ; it only shows 
How leaky are the Eskimos. 

He wires to Mrs. P. to say, 

“I have him nailed” (another dou !) 

Omitting in his kindly way 
To mention what he ’d nailed you to ; 

It cost his generous heart a pang 
To use this piece of Polar slang. 

For me, I leave, with great content, 

The task of telling black from white 
To partisan arbitrament — 

The Cookster and the Pear^te : 

Let them decide— it’s their dispute — 

Which gets the bulge and which the boot. 

At worst it means a civil feud — 

This lot alleging you have lied, 

While that, becoming almost rude, 

Heaves carrion at the other side, 

And calls your rival record-breaker 
A fetid tough, a champion faker. 

Meanwhile at home we well may thank 
Our stars that it did not occur 
To one of you to be a Yank, • 

And one by birth a Britisher ; 

U. S. would now be arming for 
A long and bloody Polar War. 0. S. 


“ Miss Sylvia Paukhurst, Suffragist, was struck off Division 3, at 
Chelsea, which contains the Local Government list, on the ground that 
she had removed from Cheyne^walk .” — Daily Paper. 

Sylvia, this day I will disfranchise thee,” as Shakspearb 
very nearly said in Tiro Qentlenien of Verona^ AetlH., Scene 1. 


THE IDEAL DENTIST. 

P*The idea behind the construction of the ideal dentist’s surgery 
shown at the International Exhibition of the Society of Extractors and 
Adapters of Teeth, now being held at the Horticultural Hall, 
Westminster, is to charm the senses of a patient, and to keep out 
of sight anything that would suggest a dentist’s operating-ioom. 
Tasteful pictures hang upon the art-papered walls; footsteps are 
deadened by a thick pile carpet ; hnely inlaid furniture fills the room, 
with a luxurious easy-chair in the centre. Every instniment is hidden. 
The paraphernalia of the profession repose in a mirrored cabinet, which 
opens noiselessly. . . . The usual drilling machine is absent. In its 
place is a suspended silvered globe, from which hangs a flexible tube, 
which is worked by an electric motor secreted in the wall, with even 
die switch hidden. No customary dentist’s basin is there, but a bowl 
like a pedestal rose-bowl. Even the anaesthetic bag appears disgnised 
as a large silk handkerchief .” — Daily Mail.'] 

Which is all quite charming, so far as the ideal operating- 
room is concerned. But if the Ideal Dentist is to live up to 
his surroundings he will surely require some appropriate i 
small talk for professional purposes. 

Mr. Punch begs to submit some specimen sentences which : 
he trusts will be found suitable to any ordinary requirements. 
He makes no charge for them. ^ • 

How do you do, my dear Sir ? Most friendly of you to 
look in on me like this. . . . You find me quite alone, as 
you see. . . . No, I am not particularly busy — at present . . . 

This is what I call my ‘ Snuggery.’ . . . You are very 
kind ; I have done my best to make it a really pleasant 
apartment. ... 

*^A ‘New Art’ wall-paper, you observe. The pattern is 
perhaps just a trifle wriggly, but it grows on you. I see you 
are struck by that view of the ‘ Dent du Midi.’ Magnifi- 
cently drawn, is it not ? . . . Yes, I have attempted it myself 
many a time with a pick, though I must confess that hitherto 
it has resisted- all my assaults. ... On the whole Icon- 
I sider the Losfang more accessible, while the Milclizahn is, of 
! course, the merest child’s play. But evidently you are not 
an enthusiast. ... 

“That cabinet ? Yes, it is an antique. Beautifully inlaid 
with ivory and steel. . . . Inside it? Oh, well^ nothing 
pai’ticular, hric-h-hrac of sorts. . . , I shall hope to have 
the pleasure of showing you one or two of them before you 
go. . . • No, I shouldn’t call myself a connoisseuTy precisely. 
If I have a hobby, it ’s collecting objects in ancient ivory — 
if you know what I mean. ' • 1 . No, it is not difficult to get 
hold of them— if you are anything of an expert. 

“ Pardon me, that is not a basin. I should rather describe 
it as a ‘Hose-bowl,’ supported, as you perceive, on an 
ornamental pedestal of — ^let me see, now, is it Jasper 9 No, 
I’m Bloodstone^ of course. . . . Perforated,- is it? 

Why, bless me, now I come to look at it, so it is I I wonder 
why. 

“ Do sit down. I am sure you must need a rest. This is 
not a chair which 1 am in the habit of occupying myself, but 
still I trust you will find it fairly comfortable. 

“ Believe me, I fully understand that you have come here 
on serious business, not merely to gossip. You have only to 
open your mouth, my dear Sir, and you will find me aU 
attention. . . . 

“ Why have I attached an electric searchlight to my fore- 
head? Well, really, I hardly know. Habit, I suppose. 
From no idle curiosity, I assure you. Nor yet conceit, 
though you must admit that it is a decorative form of head- 
dress. And you would hardly believe how it amuses the 
children ! 

“H’m — dear me— tut-tut-tut ! Excuse me a moment. 

. . . No, I am merely going through my cabinet of 
curios. . . . Isn’t this one charming? Such a delicate 
feeling in it ! 

“ Eh ? That little silvered globe suspended there ? Ah, I 
thought that would appeal to you. ‘ Cinque-cento ’ work, 




:le Asquith. 








tliat is— engraved with a classical subject in low relief, ‘ Cad- 
imis sowing the dragon’s teeth.’ Singular fancy, is it not ? 
Wonder what on earth put it into the artist fellow’s head. . , . 
Allow me to bring it a little closer. . . . Really, I think you 
must be mistaken. It can't be causing you any really acute 
discomfort, because it ’s quite impossible to see the switch 
that turns on the motor. . . • Drilling a hole in your front 
tooth, is it ? You don’t say so ! How very odd ! But these 
things tvill happen occasionally — and after all, my dear Sir, 
what you lose in ivory you will gain in gold. We Adapters 
of Teeth are the modern alchemists, if you’ll excuse the 
^ flight of fancy. . . . Pray consider yourseli at perfect Hberty 
I to sing out if you feel so inclined. . . . You cannot out-sing 
niy canary. 

And now let me recommend you to take one more look at 
the Rose-bowl. ... 

^‘Ha! here we come to the— ah — fons et origo malL Do 
you know, my dear Sir, I ’m afraid I must ask you to leave 
this entirely in my hands. . . . Let me introduce you to my 
medical assistant. You will find him excellent company. . . . 
Whtxt is he showing you? Oh, merely a silk handker- 
chief. The design is quite artistic, is it not? What 
people used to call ‘ esthetic,’ do you think ? You may 
be perfectly right — still I should have said myself that it 
was quite the reverse. But deliciously perfumed. Try it — 
just one sniff. ... 

“ I will detain you no longer, my dear Sir. I have enjoyed 
our little tke-h-Ute immensely. . . . Pray don’t tlmik of it 1 
I am more than repaid already by the pleasure of your 

society. . . . However, of course, if you Forgive me, 

not three guineas— /ow?\ You are doubtless unaware^ of it, I 
but in the first stage of recovery from the anaesthetic you 
blacked my medical assistant’s eye and knocked me flat 
under the Elizabethan buffet. . . . Oh, not at all. Don’t 
mention it. We were only too delighted to obsen^e any 
symptoms of returning animation. . . . GoocZ-bye. Y^ou 
mustn’t let so long a time pass before you pay me your next 
visit. And do notice the umbrella-stand on your way out — 
pure fourteenth-century Gothic ! ” F. A. 


ARCTIC ITEMS. 

(From “ The North Pole Daily Frost,") 

Tourist. — The tourist season opened early this year, our 
first visitor arriving on April 6. It wiR be remembered that 
last year the rush for the Pole commenced on April 21. 

To Let. — The North Pole (just off) old-fashioned snow- 
bimgalow standing on its own floe. Cne kitchen-bed- 
sitting-room. Suit family of nine. Southern exposure on 
four sides. 

Wanteu. — Great Northern Hotel, Peary Avenue, night- 
porter; hours September to March. Six months’ holiday 
annually. Protestant, sober, sleep out ; salary to suitable 
man two walrus tusks and eight dried penguin per month. 

Cax any Lady recommend single-handed housemaid for 
small family in ice-cave, must help with fur-repairing, but all 
thawing sent out. 

Blubber. — For indigestion try our Pasteurised Jersey 
W'hale Blubber. No cooking required. Sold only in two- 
pound blocks. 

Why eat cold food when one bear-tooth will buy you a 
pound of our patent Thermoxo ? | 

Cakdles. — The most suitable Christmas present for a Lady ^ 
is a package of our carefully matured tallow candles. If 
used as an illuminant one of our candles will maintain a 
one-candle-power light until consumed; if used as a con- 
i diraeut it wiU supply more than three times as much nourish- 
; ment as an equal bxdk of whale-bone. 

' For Sale. — One-third share in the smell of a musk-ox, 
healthy young animal, whose scent can be perceived at a 
distance of five furlongs in the face of a six-mile breeze. 

Lecture. — On December 12 Professor Kosplatnik, the 
famous equatorial explorer, will deliver an open-air address 
upon ‘‘How I nailed the North Pole flag to the Equator.” 

Lost. — A metal cylinder containing a record of the dis- 
covery of the North Pole. Suitable iward offered by the 
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THE UNEARNED INCREMENT. 

People pass me in the street without 
a second glance ; sometimes even — I 
can’t say why — with a slightly amused 
smile. And yet, did they hut know it, 

I am no conmion man. I have done 
what no one ever did before — ^what, in 
all human probability, no one will ever 
do again. 

It happened this summer, when I 
was staying in the country with the 
Plimpleys. (Quite a respectable family. 
At least, they have gryphons on their gate- 
posts.) When I had been there three 
days, and had beaten them all at golf- 
croquet, I asked if there was such a 
thing as a Bradshaw in the House. 

Oh, but ” they said, “ you must stop 
for our Church Bazaar to-morrow. Such 
fun.” It seemed that the parishioners of 
Market Shortwayte had recklessly built 
a Gothic cottage for their sexton, and 
now owed £429 13s. Id. for it. So I 
stayed. 

When we got into the marquee the 
Plimpleys, to a woman, deserted me, and 
I stood stranded in a circling thi’ong till 
a girl came xip to me with something 
large and smooth and round, worked 
all over with white cauliflowers. 

‘‘You will buy it, won’t you? ’’she 
said. 

What is it ? ” I asked. 

“ Only ten shiUings.” 

“ Yes, but lohat is it ? ” I persisted. 

“ Why, a cushion, of course,” said she. 
“Sorry,” said I, “but my size is 
nines.” So I lost her, and went and 
stood by a lucky-tub, where a female 
bevy was fishing, with loud shrieks, for 
parcels, at a shilling a bite: sheer 
gambling— horrid 1 I turned to a grim, 
military-looking person who was watch- 
ing with apparent disapproval, and 
said, “Tut, tut, this sort of thing” — ^I 
had met him the day before at the 
Squire’s but hadn’t a notion who he 
was— “this sort of thing makes one 
almost sigh for Dis-establishment — 
what ? ” 

It was a bad effort, because he hap- 
pened to be the patron of the living, 
and vicar’s warden, and all that. So I 
lost him; and then a girl came up to me 
with a sort of camp-bed— same girl and 
same cushion, in fact. 

“ Won’t you change your mind ? ” she 
said. 

“I have changed it,” said I; “I 
thought they were cauliflowers, and now 
I believe they are pine-apples.” 

“Ohl you’re horrid,” she said. So 
we parted again, and I drifted up to the 
end where the band (brass) was playing 
a selection of ecclesiastic^ music. At 
least, “The Gadabout Girl.” But, the 
breeze from a bombardon setting in too 
stiffly for me, even with my collar up, 
I won through to the Art Gallery, You 


know the sort of thing— a framed receipt 
for overweight luggage labelled “The 
Last Charge at Waterloo,” and so on. 

“ Tut, tut,” I said to the curate-show- 
man, “if the Church encourages yoii to 
do this, my boy, I shall have to think 

about voting for Dis-estab ” And 

then I found the patron of the living be- 
side me, eyeing me suspiciously askance. 
Real Pan-AngUcans ratlier terrify me— 

I always suspect them of a hankering 
after thumbscrews ; so I went out again ; 
and she came round for the third time. 

“It’s getting shop-soiled,” I said. 

; “ Better have your Summer Sale, and let 
it go at haK-price.” 

“ Oh ! you are horrid,” she said ; but 
she smiled (such a kind face), and I 
wandered away upon a disconsolate 
search for Plimpleys. 

Next time she came round it was 
green ; it had been red before. 

“ TJiis is the other side of it,” she 
explained. 

“Heavens! . . . Well, at any rate I know 
the worst now,” said I. And then the 
arrival of a plethoric gentleman in gaiters 
and a black apron threw the tent into a 
state of seething excitement, and we had 
to look to ourselves. By the time I had 
straightened my collar and tie and 
recovered my hat she stood before me 
once more. 

“ Look here,” I said, “you ’re the ninth 
girl with a cushion — Oh ! it ’s you 1 No, 
not to-day, thank you.” But the next 
time we met, as I couldn’t think of any- 
thing more to say, I bought it for ten 
shiUings. “And will you kindly put it in 
paper for me ? ” I said. 

“Hold it while I go and look for 
a Telegraph'' she commanded, and 
straightway deserted me. 

Shortly afterwards, catching sight of 
a Plimpley at last, I made towards her 
eagerly, to ask if I might go home and 
have a quiet cry. Without a sign of 
recognition she turned from me and 
deliberately got lost again ! I tried to 
approach others; I thirsted for human 
companionship; but I had become an 
outcast. People thought I wanted to 
seU It. Cowards 1 Oh ! the cowards I 

When I was at my very lowest a voice 
sounded mockingly in my ear : “Aren’t 
you glad you came ? ” 

I scowled fiercely, and she passed on ! 
with a pink-and-purple tea-cosy. I 

The slow minutes wore on, and there 
seemed nothing in all the world to do 
but cast my cushion down on some 
unoccupied spot and sit on it. I was 
debating whether to do this, or to jam it 
suddenly into the trumpet of the gramo- 
phone that had opened fire on my left, 
raise the wild war-ciy of my clan, and 
make a dash for freedom, when a lady 
in front of me put up her lorgnette and 
studied my cushion with a cold and 
passionless gaze. 


“ Mildred,” she said to her daughter, — 
who was old enough, as even Miss Sutton 
would admit ; but no matter — “ Mildred, 
ask that young man the price of his 
cushion.” 

At that — perhaps it was something in 
the tone of her voice — an inexplicable 
longing to show my independence 
assailed me ; to look her straight in the 
eyeglasses and say: “No, madam, no. 
Take your paltry money elsewhere. 
Civis Romanus sum ^ — and it ’s my 
cushion. A large thing, but mine own.” 
But as I stood there, bowed down like a 
man grown prematurely old, holding up 
my incubus desperately with both hands 
by a fold of its skin, my spirit weakened. 

“What is the price of that cushion, 
please?” said Mildred fiostily. 

“ Fifteen shillings spot cash,” I 
replied. “ Thank you.” 

They took it horn me. Somehow they 
took it from me, and I stood erect again, 
a free man. Oh ! the blessedness of that 
moment 1 Free, free, and with the 
best years of my Hfe, perhaps, still 
before me. I plunged gaily into the 
thick of the crowd, I laughed aloud, 
I no longer minded the band. . . . 

Then came a fleeting vision of purple- 
and-pink, and an anxious voice in my 
ear: “(Jood gracious 1 whatever have 
you done with It?" 

“Sold it again,” I said triumphantly, 
“ for fifteen shiUings.” 

“No/ The Vicar tcill be pleased,” 
she exclaimed. 

“ I don’t see why he should be,” I 
answered coldly, and so pushed on, 
heedless of the troubled wonder in her 
eyes. - ■ 

WeU, others may fly the Channel or 
wander hungrily in absurd realms of 
ice. I will not belittle their achieve- 
ments. But I am the only man who 
ever walked out of a Church Bazaar 
richer than he entered it. 

That is my title to Fame. I am 
content to let it rest at that. 


From a circular distributed by the 
School Board of Glasgow : 

“Arrangements have been made to form 
Classes ill which special attention will be given 
to English, Grammer, and Composition.” 

For the moment let us confine ourselves 
to spelling. 

Modern English. 

“ Aviation ” is vexation, 

“ Dirigible ” is as bad, 

The “ monoplane ” is quite insane, 
And “ aero ” drives me mad. 


The Journalistic Touch. 

“ At this time of year wasps are a subject of 
perennial interest ” — The Daily Telegraph, 
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HUBERT WRENCH. 

Ak Essay lir Unction. 

[Witli acknowledgments to Mr. Raymond 
Blathwayt’s appreciation o£ Mr. Hubert Trench 
in a contemporary.] 

Of all the figures yvIio Lave recently 
swum into the liistrionic ken, none is more 
arresting than Mr. Hubert Wrench, the 
new tenant of the Pall Mail Theatre. 
His is truly a luminous personality, with 
his Titanic Michelangelesque torso, and 
those piercing velvety black eyes which 
remind one by turns of the aquiline 
optics of the Ancient Mariner and the 
most powerful Bleriot acetylene lamp. 
As a youth he was a famous athlete, 
renowned for tossing the caber and 
heaving- the hundredweight — ^he repre- 
sented the University of Oxford in both, 
of these events, and established a record 
in his last year by hurling the caber 
amongst the ^ppctators and seriously 
injuring the Prime Warden of New Col- 
lege. Viewed from an anthropometric 
standpoint, again, he is a man of singu- 
lar and massive proportions, measuring 
no less than two inches more round the 
head, six inches round the chest and 
four round the calf, than Mr. Hall Caine. 

But enough of externals. It is the 
exuberant mentality of the new director 
that lends him his chief charm. Bred 
up on the classics he had translated 
Persius into MaesSO-Gothic before he 
entered his teens, and had set the para- j 
digms of TVTtTQi to music before he left; 
them. Ou leaving Oxford, where he 
was one of the most notorious “ bloods 
of the Bullingdom Club, and took a 
double First, Hubert Wrench studied 
bombination at Barcelona, Esperanto at 
the Cape of Good Hope, double bass at 
Burton, and jiujitsu at Tokio. For 
many years a highly-placed official on 
the Board of Education, he had a third 
of England under his control, and ruled 
it with a rod of iron. Indeed he is said 
to be the only man in the world of 
whom the redoubtable Sir Robert 
Morant was thoroughly afraid. So it! 
has come to pass that he combines the j 
spiritual intensity of a BoUandist with 
the athleticism of a C. B. Fry ; the elas- 
ticity of an Archimandrite with the 
austere iconoclasm of a Doukhobor. , . . 
He is, in short, a histrionic aviator who 
soars on the bi-plane of a centrifugal 
enthusiasm far into the empyrean of 
choriamhic hallucination. A hero-wor- 
shipper of the most catholic temper, it is 
hard to say whether he cherishes a 
deeper devotion for Sidney Webb or 
Sidney Lee, for Alcibiades or Dr. Clif- 
ford, for Semiramis or Mrs. Pankhurst. 
An academic Socialist of the most 
advanced type he nevertheless con- 
descends to associate with members of 
the hereditary aristocracy, and with 
cliaracteri&tic heroism has gone so far 



as to offer a small non-speaking part to 
a ducal enthusiast in one of his forth- 
coming productions. 

But this spiritual anarchy, this cosmic 
antinomianism runs right through his 
sumptuous and sonorous nature. He 
will present Shakspeare with the same 
relentless impartiality that he will deal 
out to Paul Rubens, Tolstoi, Lord 
Rosslyn, Strindberg, Cecil Raleigh, 
MoLiiiRE and Lord Saffron de Walden, 

Much more might be said of this brave, 
this beatific hierophant of the higher his- 
trionics, but the utmost exploits of im- 
bridled eviogy must always fall far short 
of the transcendental reality. Indeed, 
it is difficult to speak o£ him without 


screeching. For Hubert (as he graciously I 
permits me to call him) is already en- 
rolled amongst that hierarchy of elect 
souls whose pellucid pux*pose and high- 
souled enthusiasm for the reformation of 
social conditions make them “ lovely and 
endurable [sic] in the sight of man and 
ultimately secure them the conquest of 
the world.” 

[Ought I to put Advt.” ? — Ed. Funch.} 

**Tlie Eev. T. T. BiocHey, a tourist, was 
suddenly approached by sonie young men and j 
asked'to marry a couple inside the church. Mr. ! 
Blockley did as he was requested, and made 
the bride happy .” — DaUy Mail. 

. What about the bridegroom's feelings ? 
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AN UNCONVINCING NARRATIVE. 

[Yet a third claimant to the Pole has arisen. We print his state- 
ment Tvith reseiTe, and must request onr readers to await the necessary 
scientific proof before giving credence to his story.] 


Come, gather around, my ’earties, and listen awhile to me, 
For I ’ave a yarn to spin you, a yarn of the Polar Sea ; 

It ’s as true as I ’m standing here, lads, as true as it "blows 
a gale, 

That I was the first as nearly hurst a-finding the Great Big 
Nail— 

As sworn to hy Etukishook, Gaukrodger, J. C. Clegg, Sir 
Fortescue FxjyiTNERy, and the Cardinal Merry del Val. 


It was all of a parky morning that wunnerful 4th of March, 

When I put on a hextry weskit and made for the Marble 
Arch ; 

So I sez good-bye to my country, “ Lunnon,” I sez, “adoo ! ” 

And I up and strode down the Edgware Eoad athirsting 
to see it tlmough, 

Followed by Etukiseook, Gaukrodger, J. C. Clegg, Sir 
Fortescue FLANraiy, and the Cardinal Merry del Val. 

I ’adn’t no blooming gum-drops, I ’adn’t no polar bears, 

I ’adn't no sextant neither, but I thinks to myself, “’Oo 
cares ? ” 

And I waggled my watch-chain jaunty, which was jewelled 
in every hole, 

**I can always steer by my eumpas ’ere, it’s pointing 
straight to the Pole.” 

“ So it is ! ”, said Etukishook, Gaukrodger, J. C. Clegg, Sir 
Fortescue Flannery, and the Cardinal Merry del Val. 

I walked for the ’ole of that morning, then I sez to myself, 
“ Old son, 

This here is a dash-for-the-Pole like, and it ’s darn little 
dash you Ve done.” 

So I enters an ’andy station, and I sez to the man in the 
’utch, 

“ ’Ere, gimme a ticket as goes to Wick — no, a first-return 
— ’ow much ? 

Ah, and five third singles for Etukishook, Gaukrodger, J. C. 
Clegg, Sir Fortescue Flannery, and the Cardinal 
Merry del Val.” 


We sailed from Wick to the northward for ’undreds of days 
and nights, 

Till we came at last to the ice-floes and followed the 
Northern lights, 

The Horroreo-boreo-halis, which it turned us all ’orrible pale, 

And I sez to my men, “ To-morrow and then we shall land 
at the Great Big Nail.” 

‘‘ ’Ooray 1 ” said Etukishook, Gaukrodger, J. C, Clegg, Sir 
Fortescue Flannery and the Cardinal Merry del Val. 


’Twas the eumpas as went and found it — it seemed to have 
turned its head, 

It would spin like mad for a minute and then it would lay 
like dead ; 

It took on just like a wild thing, you’d almost ’a sworn it 
cried, 

Till at last it shot through the glass and got right up on 
its end and died. 

That proves it,” cried Etukishook, Gaukrodger, J. C. Clegg, 
Sir Foriksgue Flannery, and the Cardinal MDerry del 
Val. 

We gave three cheers for ole England and we up with the 
Union Jack, 

And we plugged our pipes and we smoked ’em and we 
thought about getting back ; 

But a wannerCul pride so filled us as we sat on top of the 

Ban, 


That innocent tears (the first for years) . rolled out of the 
eyes of all, ‘ 

Partikerlarly out of those of Etukishook, Gaukrodger, J. C. 
Clegg, Sir Fortescue Flannery, and the Cardinal 
Merry del Val. 

Then I called for a pen and paper, and I wrote to the King, 
“ Dear Erng, 

I’ve found the Pole, and I’m tying a piece of it up with 
string ; ' ' . 

I’ll send it round in the morning for your Majesty’s grace 
to see; ^ - 

Just drop me a wire, if you like it, Sire, and I ’ll coUar the 
lot! Signed: Me. 

Witnesses : Etukishook, Gaukrodger, J. G. Clegg, Sir For- 
tesoue Flannery and the Cardinal Merry del Val.'’ 

So that’s how it ’appened, my ’earties, no matter what 
others may say. 

(Did they see the Pole ? They didn’t 1 That proves I ’ad 
took it away.) 

It’s as true as I ’m standing here, lads, as true as The 
Daily Mail, 

That I was the first as nearly burst a-finding the Great 
Big Nail. A. A. M. 


ON MAKING A BEGINNING. 

A. CORRESPONDENT of The Daily Telegraph complains of the 
leave-me-aloneness ” prevailing among business men in 
City restaurants. He would like ‘‘ to alter the existing state 
of tilings SO that one might exchange a few friendly remarks 
to lighten the burden of the day.” ‘‘I wonder what would 
bring about such an agreeable change in the deeply insular 
and absorbed ways of the Londoner? ” he asks. 

Well, there is of course the weather with which to start 
friendly conversation. A common mistake with those who 
use this topic is to make some obvious remark that can he 
dismissed with a monosyllabic reply of polite agreement. But, 
properly used, the subject can be made to lead to discussion. 
On a bright autumn day, for instance, remark to your 
neighbour, ''Very snowy, isn’t it?” He will give you a 
discourteous look, and say, "I beg your pardon.” Your 
reply should be, "Very snowy, I said — ^not here, of course, 
but at the North Pole ” ; and there you are Avith the subject 
of the day before you. 

Another way of getting into conversation is to call the 
manager and accuse your neighbour of picking your pocket. 
After the disturbance is over the exchange of profuse 
apologies and genial assurances that it is nothing may bis 
the beginning of a life-long friendship. 

A method that has rarely failed is that of asking for the 
honour of paying for your neighbour’s lunch. This generally 
brings a reply of some kind, and as often as not the bright 
chat which follows can by tactful management he made so 
interesting that the offer that began it is quite forgotten by 
both parties. 

A further graceful introduction to conversation we 
witnessed in a City restaurant only last Friday. Tw^ 
strangers were lunching at a table, one an Englishman and 
the other apparently a Frenchman. Suddenly the latter, 
with all the charm and abandon for which his race is noted, 
fiUed his glass fi*om the Englishman’s bottle, and heartily 
drank his health, afterwards addressing a few felicitous and 
well-chosen words of admiration and esteem. It was an 
exceedingly pretty incident. 


“ It was also rianoiired that the Pole was surrounded by ice.” 

This startling report is being circulated by a Shetland paper> 
and still awaits denial.' , 
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“THOSE DUKES, HOW THEY HARASS US I ” 

Mr. LloydrGeorge. 

A VIVID commentary on tlie above 
historic phrase is furnished by two 
i events recorded in the same issue of The 
\ Daily Chronicle* 

First of all we read with ever-growing 
indignation how Silverlands,” the 
bijou and appropriately named Surrey 
residence of Sir Jom Bruio^er, M,P., 
standing in its well-wooded grounds in 
a lonely spot a mile and a half from 
Chertsey, was entered by burglars, who 
succeeded in getting away with— 

Two enamel boxes. 

Four small silver ships. 

Bottom of a large sliip in silver. 

Several silver vases. 

Small silver table. 

Two small silver jars. 

Small silver cradle. 

Silver knives and forks. 

Foreign neck collar studded with jewels. 

Old-fashioned ring. 

Small silver piano. 

Silver photo frame; 

Four Indian oraaments. 

Two fluted silver vases. 

Silver card-case. 

Antique French clock. 

And finally twelve silver trowels and 
silver keys presented to Sir John Brunner 


when opening institutions or laying 
foundation stones in different parts of 
the country. 

The calamity which has befallen Sir 
John Brunner is grievous enough in itself, 
but its severity is enhanced a thousand- 
fold by its coincidence and contrast with 
a similar visit paid to a notorious re- 
presentative of that class now generally 
admitted to consist of the enemies of the 
human race. 

While the Duke and Duchess of 
Northumberland were in residence at 
Syon House, some burglars carried a 
ladder a quarter of a mile across Syon 
Park and effected an entry into the 
library. The Duke’s private desk was 
forced open and his papers tumbled 
about. But with a cowardly consideration 
that cannot be too severely reprobated 
the burglars did not touch the valuable 
silver articles, inkstands and other orna- 
ments, which were lying about, while the 
priceless collection of portraits of^ the 
Seymour and Somerset families, in a 
corridor, which might easily have been 
cut jErom their frames, were not inter- 
fered with. 

Of the silver opportunity thus 
neglected we say nothing, but that 
burglars, presumably equipped with 


suitable weapons, should have thrown 
away the golden chance of purloining 
the pictorial family records of a ferocious 
despot gives rise in Radical bosoms to 
thoughts that lie too deep for tears. 

We have good reason to believe that 
when the news was broken to the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer and Mr, 
Winston Churchill, their anguish was 
something painful to witness. 

The theory that the burglary at Syon 
House was committed by Sir Edward 
Grey in his desire to possess himseli of 
the originals of his correspondence with 
the Duke lias met with credence in cer- 
tain quarters, and Mr. Belloc, M.P., will 
probably ask a question of the Foreign 
Secretary at an early opportunity. 


Congratulations are to-day due to the Rev. 
A. A. Dauucey and Mrs. Dauncey, who are 
celebrating their * silver wedding.’ Mr. and 
Mrs. Dauncey were married on September 3rd, 
1184. . ! 

“ On Sunday last Mr. and Mrs. Elias Neel, 
of 21, Maze-hill, East Greenwich, celebrated 
their * golden wedding,’ they having been mar- 
ried on August 29th, 1895.” 

The Kentish Mercury* 

After all, the day of the montli is the 
great thing. 
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hand in hand, through the good old 
maudlin world. 

For although I am overflowing with 
the oleo-margarine of pure benevolence 
I want you, my dearest Totlets, distinctly 
to understand that I cannot afford to 
provide you with aU these chunks of 
cheerfuhiess, all these rivers of joy, all 
these bright and brainy puzzles, without 
a modest recompense. I want your love, 
but I want your pennies as well. I can- 
not catch sunshine for nothing. It is 
too arduous and heating a pursuit. 

I count bn you therefore, even while 
I am bathed in the dew, of Christian 
superiority axuh universal benevolence, 
npt only to buy the Bilge Tub yourselves 
but also to recommend it to everyone you 
know. - My best wishes for you always. 

Your affectionate Friend, The Editor. 


FOOTBALL RESULTS. 

Amid the rush and roar of our modern Babylon, it is always beautiful to go apart 

AND COMMUNE WITH SOME TWIN SOUL UPON THE THEMES WHICH GIVE A MEANING TO LIFE. 


THE NEW HEAVY PATERNITY. 

[With achnoivledgments to the Editor of 
‘‘ The Wonder BoxT] 

My Dearest Totlets, — ^We can never 
say quite what we want to say in this 
imperfect world of ours. And as I sit 
in my old armchair in my dear old den 
and think of all the 

Billions of Bright-eyed Babes 

who will take this letter out of our first 
Bilge Tub, heart and voice fail me and 
the foolish tears will flow. In the really 
great moments of life words are of little 


use. We can only ladle out the slush of 
sentiment from the slop-pail of a full heart. 

Thus it is that at tins supreme moment 
I wish I could divide myself into a biUion 
pieces so that we could gaze into each 
I other's billion eyes and wallow in the 
undiluted 

SiOB OF Mutual Admiration. 

I long to come into your lives, to share 
your infantile joys and ailments, to whoop 
with you in the whooping cough, to 
mumble with you in the mumps — ^in a 
word to help you and to have your help, 
financial as well as moral, as we meander, 


^ FROM A STOCKBROKER’S 
. HOLIDAY DIARY. 

. Stvhhl^gn-svjger-Mare, Monday. 

' To-day’s busmess opened somewhat 
unfavourably on ’ a rumour that bad 
weather would pi^evail,' occasioning post- 
ponement of yachting" option. Wife’s’ 
temper flat, but reviving on change in 
weathen conditions allowing the cruise 
to be made. Self suffered severe de- 
pression on the water, and after many 
fluctuations finished up slightly above 
the worst of the day. 

' Tuesday, ; 

Wife and self maintained healthy tone j 
throughout day. Fish in strong demand , I 
but no rise recorded. Pierrots dull. j 
Wed^iesday. ! 

Shopping brisk. Stiong buying by : 
wife. Anticipate heavy withdrawals of 
gold from bank. Saturday is Settling- 
day, when reaction is certain. 

Thursday, 

To-day promised to be generally un- 
eventful— with nothing doing, and wife’s 
mood very uncertain on my inability to 
offer anything brilliant in the way of 
a suggestion. Rally brought about by 
loan of a car. Wife buoyant. Rate 
well maintained on the road, but re- 
duced in places on signals from scouts. 
In spite of “bear” opposition (her 
description of my warnings) wife insists 
on taking the wheel, and chauffeur’s 
spirits drop 17 points. Anticipated 
crash takes place, followed by something 
like panic. Wife filing across ditch and 
hedge into field, where bulls are active. 
Runs to cover. Carry-over successfully 
accomplished. 

Friday, 

Heavy slump at bridge. 

Baturday^ — Settling-day, 

In view of last night’s disastrous ' 
break, have been compelled to sell back 
portion of wife’s Wednesday pxu-chases 
at considerable loss on balance. 

Hammered by wife. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ Septem- 
hev 6. — Remarkable bow closer and 
closer tbe manner of Rees of Hindustan 
when interpolating a question resembles 
action of torpedo. The Member for 
Sark’s most vivid recollection of the sea 
pageant at Portsmoutli was the torpedo 
attack on the Dreadnought, The battle- 
ship lay at anchor, a line of swiftly- 
steaming black-painted ships passing at 
a distance of something under a mile. 
As one after another steamed by, 

1 lookers-on observed something leap from 
a porthole into the sea. It sank beneath 
the water, its deadly course marked by 
pathway of bubbles tumultuously floating- 
on the surface. Swiftly it advanced, 
and as it finally struck the guard of the 
battleship’s hull there rose to the surface 
Avhat looked like head of a duH-eyed 
fish with indication of a body shaped 
like a dolphin. 

The passing ships were destroyers; 
these, torpedoes launched with unerring 
aim at the mighty target. Against the 
steel network that protected the hull 
they dashed impotently. There was an 
almost human look of despair about the 
fish heads as again and again they beat 
against what bluejackets caU the ship’s 
crinoline in frantic attempt to get at the 
huU. 

Thus, or uncannily like it, is action of 
Rees of Hindustan at Question' hour. 
Someone having put Question on paper, 
he rises with craftily devised counter- 
blast designed to bring the inquirer 
to ignominy. As soon as Irish Mem- 
bers catch sight of him they raise a 
shout of contumely. In low clear 
voice, making the most of pauses in 
uproar— the torpedo trying to make its 
way through the steel netting— Rees 
persists. Again and again he is beaten 
back, till sometimes, as happened this 
afternoon, the Speaker interposes with 
suggestion that notice should be given 
of the question. 

It was Chinese pork that brought the 
torpedoes into action to-day. Dr. Fell, 
momentarily turning his attention aside 
from naval matters, dragged the alien 
on to the stage. O’Shaughnessy, burn- ' 
ing with patriotic jealousy, put sup- 
plementary question indicating that 
pork recently imported, tastily coloured 
in ochre or vermilion according to the 
predisposition of the purchaser, pertains 
to an animal which, prior to decease, 
fulfilled in its native town or village the 
function of street scavenger. Julius 
C iESAR Burns met this allegation by 
recitation of an idyll for which he 
quoted authority of Consul-General at 
Hankow. The rainbow-hued pork which 
of late illuminated Smithfield Market 
has (so he sang) Its parentage in a 






m 












Dr. Fell drags in the Chinese Pia 


special tribe of pig which, fed on rice 
scrupulously selected, roams flower- 
decked tlirough the fair valley of the 
Yangtse. 

It was at this juncture that the torpedo 
discharged from the corner seat above 
Gangway on Ministerial side was observed 
on its relentless course. The attack was 
marked by a peculiarity that added 
interest to the episode. The first tor- 
pedo was launched with imerring aim 
from the hon. Member’s usual seat 
below Gangway. Probably with object 
of getting better aim, possibly on prin- 
ciple of alderman at City feast who, 
feeling the pangs of repletion, took a 
cool chair, Rees for his second shot 
I stepped across the Gangway, firing away 
from adjoining corner seat. Effect 
the same. Torpedo foiled, the haffied 
destroyer steamed out into the silent sea. ^ 

BusiTiess done.— Development and 
Road Improvement Funds Bill read 
second time by overwhelming majority. 

Wednesday, 1 A.M. — Mr. Yerney, wak- 
ing up just now, having suffered nine 
hours’ talk round Clause 30 of Budget 
Bill, found himself famous. The Opposi- 
tion were at his feet. It seemed as if he 
needed hut to lift a finger and they would 
crown him Leader of a finally united 
Party. Shenstone, comfortable under 
care of mine host at Henley, recorded 
how he “found the warmest welcome 
at an inn.” The hurst of enthusiasm 


that this morning broke on Yerney’ s 
astonished head greeted him on leaving 
an inn. 

Debate turned on new version of 
ancient jape. “When is an inn not an 
inn ? ” was the question put. Answer : 
“When it’s a restaurant.” After long 
wrangling, Yerney in voice tremhhng 
with emotion told a story about “a small 
well-conducted country inn ” threatened 
with ruin by the Budget. 

“ I know that inn,” he said. “ I have 
often been there.” 

The note of pathetic memory that 
made musical this last remark touched 
a sensitive Opposition. 

“Vote with us,” they cried, meta- 
phorically mopping the moist eyes of 
the Member for North Bucks. 

Idea caught on. Here was a good 
Liberal, moved by personal experience, 
in revolt against the Budget. If they 
could only get him into the Division 
Lobby with them it would not turn out 
the Government, but it would he a use- 
ful object-lesson. The Boy Samuel, 
scenting danger, moved the Closure. 
Hereupon what had been a ripple of 
genuine sympathy meandering through 
Opposition camp bounded over Treasury ^ 
Bench a cascade of indignation, 

“Why don’t you answer your own 
side?” WiNTERTON, always eager for 
information, shouted. 

Turning upon Vernky, who began to 
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Like Maryland, VEpEt was wayenng. 
Lehf Jones seated liimself by his side 
with evident intent of bucking him up. 
Hereupon a perfect howl of ^ execration 
rose from Opposition. A little mixed 
in moment of excitement, one shouted 
across the floor : 

“Lief him alone, Leave Joi«es. 

But everybody knew what was meant. 
Amid the din the Chaikman- mutely put 
the Question. Tellers named and the 
order given to clear the Lobby, the 
Opposition remained seated, w^atching 
the champion of the country inn. 

“ Vote with us, Veeney ! ” they shouted. 
“Come along, now’s your chance 1 ” 
Slowly Veeney uplifted his columnar 
form. There was a look of anguish on 
his face as he glanced first at door of 
Opposition Lobby, then at that through 


“The Boy Samuel, scenting danger, moved 
THE Closure.” 

(Rt. Eon. Herbert Samuel.) 

grow alarmed at the turmoil, Opposition 
with one voice (and that loud) besought 
him to come over, help, and be helped. 
Scene was in its way reminiscent of the 
crisis in the war between North and 
South America, when Maryland hung 
trembling in the balance. Someone — 
was it Lord Robert Cecil ?— hummed 
the old war-song : 

“ The despot’s heel is on thy shore, 
Maryland, my Maryland ! 

His torch is at thy temple door, 
Maryland, my Maryland 1 
Revenge the patriotic gore 
That stained the streets of Baltimore, 
And be the battle queen of yore, 
Maryland, my Maryland 1 ” 




unfathomed caves of ocean beneath it 
bear ! But there is no hope. 

Gilbert Parker, with untameahle 
instinct for added Empire, asks the 
Premier, Who owns the Pole ? Assum- 
ing it be true that Commander Peary 
has, as he affirms, nailed the American 
Flag to the concrete projecting spar, 
will the action give the United States 
right of possession over the region? 

Premier not easily drawn. You can’t 
touch him up with a Pole, however long, 
howsoever far north. 

“The question,” he said, “involves 
too much hypothetical matter to justify 
a definite answer.” 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer’s 
eyes now turn hopefully to Antarctic 
regions. If the American eagle has 
swarmed up the North Pole, the British 
Lion must fold his tail round the South 
Pole. In that region also there is un- 
limited land undeveloped, ungotten 
minerals galore. . 

Business done , — ^Licensing Clauses of 
Budget Bill through Committee. 


“Verney was wavering.” 

(Mr. F. W. Verney.) 

which Ministerial host streamed. ^ As he 
finally turned in latter direction, an 
agonised cry of “Oh!” went up from 
the Opposition, rising and falling like 
the moaning of the wind in bleak pine 
forest on a winter night. 

But Verney voted with his party only 
on the Closure. On the consequential 
division, dealing with the hostile amend- 
ment, Maryland went with the South. 

Business done.—kt 3.25 a.m. House 
adjourned, having passed Clauses 30 
and 31 of Budget Bill. 


“Mary’bone, my Mary’boneI” 
“Someone— was it Lord Robert Cecil ?- 
hummed the old war-song.” 

(GenVal Robert K. Cecil, U.S.A.) 


Thursday— iLOYD-Omm^ laments the 
turn of fate that placed the North 
Pole under a foreign flag. Had it been 
added to British Territory it would have 
brought with it illimitable opportunity 
of fresh taxation. What countless miles 
of imdeveloped land surround it at 
respectful distance I What unparalleled 
richness of ungotten minerals the dark 


FOR ALL TIMES AND SEASONS. 

Messrs. Press, Button & Co., the 
enterprising American firm, whose object 
in life is to save time and labour, have 
just issued a most admirable skeleton 
article for the use of magazine editors, 
which it is claimed will reduce the 
expenses very considerably, while doing 
everything that the public requires. As 
is well known, the reader to-day of maga- 
zines or weekly papers has hut one 
desire, and that is to learn all he can 
about his heroes on the stage, in politics, 
or in literature, and he is especially 
pleased when they describe what they 
consider their best achievement. There 
must be the personal touch. He does 
not mind how familiar, how hackneyed 
the setting, provided there are enough 
new gems in it. In any capable inter- 
view the gems are of course supplied by 
the celebrity ; the setting is the work of 
the interviewer. It is slight enough 
work, but it costs something, and the 
thanks of all editors should be given to 
Messrs. Press, Button & Co. for saving 
them even that something. The invention 
takes the form of a skeleton interview 
with a number of spaces to be filled up 
by the celebrity, to whom it is posted — 
with a stamped envelope enclosed. That 
is not particularly novel; the striking 
thing about this patent is the fulness of 
the directions, very American in their 
minuteness and clarity, which accom- 
pany it. It begins thus : 


What was My Best Work? 

It was a beautiful morning on which 
our representative wended his way to 
[hei'e inseH address^ or name of, town^ 
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witli the pleasing purpose in view of 
calling upon \Jiere inseH name] the weU- 
known and popular [here insert line of 
country: actor^ 'politician, artist, author, 
motorist], the record of a chat with whom, 
he knew, would prove so acceptable to 
the readers of [here msert 'name of 
periodical,] Mr. who had just 

retniiied from [here insert his occupa- 
tion : riding, spin inhis motor, rehearsal, 
insit to Premier, or whaterer it 2 s], grasped 
his hand with cordial warmth and a 
bright smile of welcome and courteously 
led the way to his sumptuously up- 
holstered [here insert studio, den, library, 
study, garage, or whatever it 7s], where, 
waving him to a seat and producing the 
cigarettes, he asked what he could do 
for him. [Note : there is also a fomn of 
this article in which spaces are left for the 
name of the maker of the car, upholsterer, 
brand of cigarette, and so fo7ih,] “I 
make a point,” Mr. [name] began, “of 
never being interviewed, but I have 
received so much kindness at the hands 
of tlie [name of periodical] and I have 
so much sympathy with its outlook that 
I cannot refuse a few words for the 
readers of such an admirable [paper or 
magazine]. You want to know what 
I consider the best thing I have ever 
done? It is not an easy question to 
answer, but I will try. I think that 
[here insert the particulars: name of 
picture, title of hook, role in a play, or 
whatever it 75 ] is the best thing I ever 
[painted, wrote, played,] I think so be- 
cause it fulfils the greatest number of the 
conditions required of the highest canons 
of art. There is a story connected with 
this [picture, hook, perfoimanee^ ^xhioh., 
though to recount it may lay me under 
the charge of vanity, I must do myself the 
pleasui*e to repeat. The late [duke or 
earl] of [title] told me not long before 
he died that he had derived extraor- 
dinary comfort from it. ‘That [picture, 
hook or perfomnancCjY he said to me, 

. ‘ is unique. I maintain that you are the 
I only man in Europe who could have 
[painted, written, or performed] it.’ Very 
gratifying, was it not? The conversa- 
tion took place at the [name of cluh], and 
I remember that there were also present 
[name] and [name] and [7?ame] the wit, 
and poor old [name], one of the kindliest 
of Bohemians.” 

Mr. [name] was interrupted at this 
point by the entry of his beautiful wife, 
who, linking her ann affectionately into 
his, joined in the conversation with: 
vivacity and charm. i 

There is a lot more, but enough has : 
been given to illustrate the extreme! 
value of the article. The price is so low 
that no editor can afford to be without a 
parcel of them, and no journalist can 
afford to compete with it. And surely 
that is one of the ends of American 
enterprise ! 



BAYARB AND PUSS IN BOOTS. 

Dear Mr, Punch, — ^^V ho says that the 
age of chivalry is dead ? 

Listen to the following unvarnished 
tale of rescue by a modern knight- 
errant : 

“ I was on tke pier at a large seaside resort 
the other evening, and, hapiTening to go down 
on to the landing stage, I, in a remote part of it, 
came upon a yoxmg lady in great distress, in 
fact she was on the verge of hysteria. She told 
me that one of her heels had become fixed in 
the grating, and in trying to release it the other 
had also jammed, and she had been a prisoner 
for over an hour. I unbuttoned her lx>ots and 
assisted her to get out of them, and then with 


some difficulty succeeded in rescuing them from 
the grating in a more or less damaged condi- 
tion. I found them to be a pair of verj^ smart 
patent leather boots, with heels very little short 
of four inches in height. It would of course 
have been quite simple for her to have got out 
of her boots before, but apparently her waist 
■was so pinched and her dress so tight that she 
was unable to stoop down to unbutton them.” 

Surely the hero of this poignant in- 
cident, who recently vouched for its 
veracity over his own name in The 
Ohronicle, would be a fitting recipient of 
the Order of Merit. 

Cordially yours, 

Mordeoat Stctters. 

Paradise Lodge, Southend. 
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ONE BETTER. 

Dear, I gaze into your eyes, 
Whose Hght— I give my word— outvies 
The very sun, 

Show me, I say, a pair as blue. 

As deep, as clear, and so forth — pooh ! 
There isn’t one. 

And when beneath the friendly trees 
I give your hand an ardent squeeze 
Down in the wood 
I feel, whate’er of id may be, 

It is the solid fact to me 
That this is good. 

When coyly on my heaving breast 
. You, in expansive moments, rest 
Your head and hat, 

Why, then to all the world I cry, 

. Take it or leave it, what care I ? 

You won’t beat that ! 

But when the failing day is low. 

And love (inversely) seems ta grow 
Ever more fond ; 

■ When, somewhat nervously, I press 

■ Upon your lips a chaste caress, 

And you respond 


the situation came upon the audience so 
AT THE PLAY- suddenly that there were titters all over 

Kinu Lear. - the theatre. 

wE.aS'to wae my A" 

times when they were rather puzzled. i,. ^ i 


times when they were rather puzzled. 
The First Act seems on the stage so 


[how to divide his kingdom and had 




among his daughters perfect farce ; Ed~ 
villaihv nerfect melodrama, even 


which to pass it off. ■ It had ' s^enied 
to him quite a funny idea, and when 



Down m the wood ^iHainyWect melodrama, even mm qiuie u lunny lueu, uuu ™ 

I feel, wliate’er of iU may Be, “ ® f P ^ letter. Is this, he 7^® sweetly serious over it he 

It is the solid fact to me to i ^ lus temper ; each of them being 

TKof i*a o-nnH_ ' obstinate the tragedy followed. Mr. 

McKiNNELwas too big and stiong and 
dignified for this. I am sure that he 
didn’t realise that old men will have 
their little jokes ; I am sure that in that 
first scene he didn’t realise how old he 
was. He was splendid afterwards, when 
the character suited him better. ' ' — 

I have no quarrel. with Mr. Dawson 
Milward because the childish villainies 
of Edmund were not made to seein more 1 
natural. Edmund belongs to an age, when 
the most simple plot seemed superiiatui- 
ally cunning and the jokes of the Fool 
were bearable. Yet it was a pity that of 
all the players he and Edgar had the 
most modern manner. The surprise of 
the cast to me was Mr. Charles V. 
France s performance as the Earl of 
Kent I have seen him play well in 
many modern comedies, and I thought 
that he least of aU would give the illusion 
of900B.c. Yethe did; he was Zejat every 

A SLUMP IN NICOTINE. „ mdi’;. and I found his performance the 

. 5c'(?/ie—A Heatk (more or less Dlasted). mo^^t. enjoyable of the evening. Mr. 

Maot are the insidious ai^ far-reacli- . rime— Cire. 900 Fisher White was excjeHent as the cruel 

mg efiects of the present Budget, and IFeotfer-Pi-eseatDay. Cornwall, hut nobody would have ex- 

now we have to note an especially King Lear . . . Mr. Norman McKinnel. pected anything else from such a talented 

poignant and olfactory outcome, of i i i asked himself really the actor.' AIL the three sisters were good; 

which we trust that the Chwceiixdr of nimseix, leauy t,iic ^ » 

THE Exchequer will take due notice— and greatest tragedy m the world? After- one would Have iiHed to see nwic 
tko wards he woidd have admitted that it of so sweet a Cordelia as Miss Ellen 


; I am as one that’s blind — ^I reel— 

I don’t know what to say — I feel 
A swift shock strike 
Mv w’’hole soul through ;'and in my bliss, 
“ This,” I remark with fervour, “ this 
Is something like.” 

Duai-Duh. 

A SLU^IP IN NICOTINE. 

Many are the insidious and far-reach- 
ing effects of the present Budget, and 
now we have to note an especially 
poignant and olfactory outcome, of 
which we trust that the Chancellor of 





King Lear . . . Mr. Norman 
would liave asked himself, 


mend his ways. The Goddess Nicotine 
is in a fair way to he dethroned lay 
My Lady Lollipop. It appears that an 
increasing class of smokers, unable to 
meet the enlianced price of tobacco, are 
finding a substitute in sweets. A large 
proportion of football enthusiasts; it is 


was ; but minor difiSculties of construc- 
tion would then have arisen to puzzle 


O’Malley, 

It was a fine performance, interesting 


said, are Being oBliged to steady tBeir Better than it plays, Mr. 
neives and control their hysteria with the company must not 

soothing acid drop, oiee the more fiiU- tameless for the mystificaUoi 
flavoured. But ruinous, fag. The next ™d spectator. We might ^ 
step wiR Be to provide Peppermint Been given more of the ^enes 
Compartments in railway trains. 


him. What, for instance, were the for every moment, at times almost over- 
relations of Goner'll and Eegan with powering. Mr. Trench is to Be con- 
Edmund? gratulated on Bis first venture; Mr. 

Now, nlt-hmiqB K'uw Lear will always Charles Ricketts on Bis Beautiful seen- 

_ ..... '' Jt j. TtiTys.’IT'-.-. xl. , 


read better than it plays, Mr. Trench ery and costumes ; Mr. McKinnel on the i 
and his company must not he held acting, both particularly and generahy. ; 
blameless for the mystification of the Or one point I must sympathise with 
unread spectator. We might well have When in the Fourth Act he came 

been given more of the scenes between to the words : 
the wicked sisters and the villain, and , "Get thee glass eyes 


v.‘V.;xu MCiiX uxxLi;ixxi.Q xxx xci.xxvvciiv ux<.(.xxi.tn. . ii 

We shndder.for Mr. Barrie, forced to fact that th^e were cut down 
bring out his next successor to Feter Pan brought alaout, m the imdst of tragedy, 
under the influence of brandy-baJIs. ^ laughable situation. Thus . 
Ourselves, at the present moment, are Act V., Scene 2 (on the stage), 
trying to light a chocolate cigarette with 


Gentleman. Helj)! 


a tandstiekor and have laid in a stock 0 , she’s dead! 


0 help. 


" Get thee glass eyes 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not — ” 

a prosperous gentleman behind me, who 
thought it was an impromptu gag, 
cheered lustily. I am afraid that this 
will happen on every night. M. 


of Edinburgh rock to the confusion of 
Mr. Lloyd-Cteorce. 


AZba/i^. Who dead? Speak, man. 

Gentleman. Your lady, sir, your lady. And Showers of rain notAvithstanding, a large : 
her sister hy her is poisoned. - ■ crowd of inhabitants of the district attended. 

Edmund {dying, hi a very melancholy voice). Included was a sprinlding of Badicals.” 
was cojitracted to tliem both. . , Devon and Exeter Gazette. 


** Dr, Cook on the Rack,” says a Dally I cojitracted to tliem both. 
News poster. This must he our old This of course is the aci 
Danish friend, the Skager Rack. owing to the omission of p 


This of course is the actual text ; but This is even worse, writes a stalwart 
owing to the omission of previous scenes Tory, than raining cats and dogs. 




ROOSEVELT. 

What ails our Roosevelt? Where on earth is he — 

On eaiEth, or haply on the crested sea ? 

Where does lie make his home ? The months have passed 
In slow procession since we glimpsed him last. 

RoosevelTj with one of his Homeric laughs. 

Had shot, I think, some four or five giraffes : 

And Hermit, whom I also keep my eye on, ! 

Had greatly foiled a partly damaged lion. 

These were their deeds ; since then the wires are dumb ; 
From Afiic’s wastes no joyous word has come, ' 

And, though with budgeting we may be busy, 

We stiU find time to ask ourselves, “ Where is he ?” 

« ♦ sic ♦ 

For now the Filipinos hear no more 
The massive sound of Mr. Roosevelt’s roar. 

The Standard Oil is fitly wrapped in gloom 
Since Taft is throned in Mr. Roosevelt’s room; 

And Congress stirs no more with any presage 
Of Mr. Roosevelt’s million-worded message. 

They miss him there. In ^London The S^ctator^ 

That patient animal-investigator, 

Must miss him too, for, oh, it loved liim well, 

And oft to all the wondering world would tell 
How Mr. Roosevelt was in truth a man 
Formed on the patent Spectatorial plan, 


A man as great as Solomoh or Homer, 

And very nearly equal to Lord Cromer — 

And now how changed and joyless are the days 
It cannot fiU with Mr. Roosevelt’s praise. 

^ 

Ah, but I know the song will sound again 
Some day, and joy will be exchanged for pain. 

No, not in Africa — not there, not there 
Lingers our Roosevelt, swift to do and dare. 

No lions tempt his rifle, but the bear, 

The white, the Arctic, to his icy home 
Lures Roosevelt on across the frozen foam. 

And many a dog and many an Eskimo 
I Goes with him on his perilous journey slow ; 

And soon a message will rejoice our soul : — 

** Peary and Cwk be hanged ! I, Roosevelt, have the Pole ! ” 

What to Do with. Our Parents* 

Clei-gyuiiin ^^Edinbiirgli) recommends exceptional home for one hoy 
or young cliild ; parents abroad, or attending school .” — The Seotaman, 

From the narrative of an old sailor called Barclay : 

** Thi-ee years and four mondis ago I was sitting in a public-house 
in the herring station of Reykjavik, Iceland, when Dr. Cook came in. 
I had been there tlien two years .” — Liverpool Echo, - 

In these alcoholic circumstances we should prefer the 
evidence even of E x. (We cannot give his name again.) 
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our 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Glerhs.) 

Since tlie days when he hegaii to write for the old St. 
James's I have consumed a good deal of Mr. Petp Ridge’s patent 
food for grown-iij) infants (that ’s you and me and all novel- 
readers of disceriuuent), and I can cordially recommend the 
late.-t brand. The label, Splemlid Brother (Methuen), is of 
course ironical, for irony is to Mr. PEir Ridge’s books in the 
same proportion as water to the human body, and that, 
tliougli I will never believe it, is said to be about 97 per cent. 
But the forcefulness of his irony is alwnys tempered by 
a kindly sympathy with human nature, and his stupid, 
vulgar, low-down characters are positively almost as intelli- 
gent and chivalrous and high-minded as the people we see 
in the mornings when we are brushing or “doing” 
hair. Leonard I>reii\ contractor, ,■ 
the “splendid” elder brother of 
Kcnrij DretCj who tells the story, 
wns a paragon of selfishness. 

But, like The Egoist, he had a 
leg, a happy knack of doing 
ever}ihing w^ell and taking 
everybody in, especially his 
biographer. SpJendldc mendax, 
he lied and borrowed and stole 
his way up from the little New 
Cross shop where his mother sold 
American Cheddar and yellow 
soap, till, rid the County Council, 
he almost became a Member of 
Parliament. And all the while 
Henry, who was virtuously but 
unpriggishly plodding his way 
towards a dear little wife and a 
tidy little fortune, believed in 
liim, and financed him, and got 
him out of scrapes, and finally 
shipped liim off to Australia, just 
as David Copperfield did with 
Mr. Micawher, to try a fresh 
start. In endeavouring to make 
him a little blind to his splendid 
brother’s faults I think Mr. Pett 
Ridge has rather overdone it. 

But he has overdone it veryj 
well. ‘ ; THE IROXY 


So many tlioughis crowded my mind when I had read a 
few pages of Mr. Ian D. Cr^m in’s hook, South Africa, in the 
“Romance of Empire” Series (Jack) that I found it quite 
difficult to get on, I wondered, for instance, whether every- 
body else who talks familiarly of the Cape is as ignorant as I 
was, before Mr. Colvin tauglit me the facts, that the dis- 
covery of the Cape of Gtjod Hope was really a move in the 
fifteenth-century conflict between the Cross and the Crescent 
— an iucidint in a great Portuguese expedition to solve the 
mystery of the liloorisli sources of wealth which were found 
to lie in their trade with the East in the Indian Ocean. 
There are hundreds of other things in Mr, Colvin’s fascinat- 
ing book which I didn’t know, but I cite this one because, 
if the mention of it should chance to hit anybody else rather 
badly, he can argue that it happened about five centuries 
ago, and there is some excuse for having forgotten it. 
Brides, as Mr. Colvin himself says, “it is a little hard to 
realise that the Portuguese were exploring East Africa when 
the English were still fighting the Wars of the Roses, and 
th^t iin army was being led three or four hundred miles up 
the Zambesi when Slmkspeare was little more than a boy.” 


But he does not confine himself to these distant times. After 
the Portuguese came the Dutch and the English, the two 
joining sometimes “ to doe the Portingalls all the spoyle that 
may bee, and to destroy them carracks and galleons.” Then 
other nations. And so he traces the story, never dully, down 
to the British conquest and to still more recent times which 
even to me are not quite unfamiliar. A fine book for boys — 
of all ages. 

’iVhen ]Mi*. E. F. Benson wrote The Image on the Sands, he 
wanted to make us believe that people might be possessed 
by two sorts of spirits, black and white (no, this is not an 
advertisement) ; but bis brother, R. H., seems to have the 
authority of his Church for holding that it is only possible 
to evoke the powers of darkness. In The Necromancers 
(Hutchinson) he tells the story of a young man who dabbles 
in magic with disastrous results, and is only saved after a 

terrible crisis by the will-power 
of the girl who loves him. A 
sympathetic study of a tho- 
roughly sincere and able medium 
is introduced; and the hei;o’s 
aunt, a lady whose religious 
thought moves on a very ordi- 
nary plane, makes a good con- 
trast to the “intenseness” of 
most of the characters. The 
author’s imaginative skill and 
descriptive power throughout 
are quite at their best, but as to 
his argument I confess I am not 
quite clear. The spirits of the 
blest, he seems to say, cannot 
return to earth, because they are 
otherwise and more happily en- 
gaged; so the dcemons of evil 
seize the opportunity of me- 
dinmistic trances and occupy 
mortal bodies. But, seeing that 
spirits are admittedly beyond all 
temporal and spatial limitations, 
it is surely impossible to prove 
that they cannot he in two places 
or doing two different things at 
once. Perhaps Mr. A. C. Benson 
will step into the breach and 
smooth away my mystifications. 
At any rate I think a book of 
his might be guaranteed to lull 



CIROUMSTANiGE. 


the most malevolent and vindictive spooks to rest. 

In compensation for an unfaithful father, an invertebrate 
mother, a prudish sister and a gairulous aunt, Miss Pbiscilla 
Cra\’en has given Ghita Streatfxeld, the heroine of A Lighted 
Candle (Alston Rivers), the quality of grit. But considering 
the handicap it was not enough, and I wish that, along with 
this grit, she might have been given a little more womanll 
ness. Her lack of this virtue may be chi^Fy ascribed to lier 
aunt, Mrs. Meyer, who possessed a marl aveugle and a tiresome 
halnt of talking about her infidelities. Mrs*. Meyer, one is led 
to suppose, was a very smart lady, but however smart she may 
have been, and however prone to superfluity of speech, I do 
not believe that she could have said, “Give me over the 
matches.” In the end Ghita's grit was defeated by Mr. Oott- 
sehalk's iron will, and had I been told more about him and 
less of her relations I should have returned thanks ; for 
Miss Craven can draw a self-made man without making him 
ridiculous, and is far more successful with her 
characters than wdth those who endeavour to 
but only succeed in being flippant. 


fc) 

serious 
be amusing 
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THE OLD SPORTSMEN. 

“ September 1 Come out, ’tis September, 
Tlie moon of tlie hunter is young, 

This style, as perhaps you remember, 
Stamped songs that our grandpapas 
sung : 

I can see the old boys, in their day-time’s 
December, 

But ruddy as pippins and mighty of 
lung ! 

I can see the green coats and white 
beavers, 

The guns (the old flint-lock affair), 

The cockers they used as retrievers 
To pick up their partridge or hare ; 

No beaters to bungle, no bag-making 
fevers 

Destroy the old-fashioned repose of 
their air I 

I see them come down by the spinney, 
They measure and ram in their lead, 
Then start through the turnips, with 
Prinny,” 

And “Dash” working gaily ahead; 

If a covey is flushed I -would wager a 
guinea 

They’ll aim for a minute — but kill 
their birds dead ! 

They go with their old-world precision, 
Their quaintness of garb and of gun, 
Till out of my day-dreaming vision 
They fade in the slant of the sun ; 

Let ’s hope they are tramping o’er manors 
Elysian, 

With asphodel-cover to give ’em good 
fun! 

CHARIVARIA. 

“Many thanks,” writes S. W. to The 
Daily Chronicle y “for your splendid 
defence of the Budget. . , If it comes 
to a question of the Lords and Tariff 
Reform the present Government 

and the Budget, the latter will have my 
whole-hearted support.” And now, if 
the Lords decide, after all, not to throw 
out the Budget, S. W. will know the 
reason. 

* 

“Who’s Mr. Taft?” asked a small 
boy of his father. “ Oh, he ’s the 
man wfio is always having Nortli Poles 
given him,” answered the source of all 
knowledge. * ^ 

The “ Young Egyptians ” have been 
giving a demonstration of their extreme 
youth at Geneva, 

♦ 

“tramcars over blagkfriars bridge” 
was the alarmist announcement in a 
contemporary last week, but happily no 
lives were lost. 

,|e 

The Bow Street magistrate has held 
that omnibus companies have no power 



Voice jrom the Bridge. *‘I SAY, CHARLES, AS YOU ’ilE DOWK THERE, YOU MKilir HAVE A LOOK 
ROUND FOE MY GOGGLES 


to charge fares for carrying dogs. In 
canine circles it is considered that this 
decision dees not go far enough. See- 
ing how the interior of the vehicle gains 
in heauty and interest from the presence 
of these pretty creatures it is thought 
that they should be supplied with free 
}x)nes during the journev. 

A lady has just received from the 
Chief Commissioner a reward of a 
sovereign for assisting the police. This 
is a great coup for the old adage, “ Look 
after the Coppers and the Pounds will 
take care of themselv^jV .. 

* 

A report just issued by the Local 


Government Board mentions that, when | 
I other accommodation is lacking, navvies 
sometimes sleep in drain-pipes. Is it 
not, however, just possible that the men 
do this \olimtanly in order to preserve 


their figures ? 


Famn and Home states tliat a new kind 
of pig is Yvanted. This announcement 
will no doubt hasten the arrival of the 
air-hog. “If pigs had wings—” has | 
long been an aspiration. * 

Reading that two hairless dogs have 
arrived at the Zoo, a dear old lady, who 
suffers from baldness herself, has sent 
them, according to our information, a 
couple of wigs. 
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TO HALLErS COMET. 

(shortly EXPECrrED IN OUR NEIGHBOURHOOD.) 

IIalt^y (for short), what moving sights 
Beyond the range of vulgar seers 
Must have delayed your non-stop flights 
During the past two thousand years ! 

Amid how many strange events 
' From time to time you’ve been to see us, 

Since you appeared above the tents 
Of good old Jldas MLvccabjsus 1 

On one of your too transient trips 
‘ You marked the Huns hot-foot for Rome ; 

Later, you watched the Norman ships 
' (W. Conqueror’s) cross the foam ; 

Saw Dutchmen, at Gibraltar, bretik 
The Spanish frigates, mast to kelson ; 

Assisted at the Lisbon quake, 

And beamed upon the birth of Nelson. 

Not bad. But yet your visual scope 
Should soon be more severely tried, 

If, as I hear, you rather hope 
To join us in the winter-tide ; 

For we’ve a Budget hard to match 
In your experience as a comet, 

Aiul you might like to try and catch 
Some coruscating humour from it. 

And, should your other plans permit, 

We shall be pleased for you to stay 
And notice how our native wit 
Decides the issue of the day ; 

For then, if comets lack for mirth 
^ And find a human farce consoling, 

You ’E see the brightest show on earth — 

The People in the act of poEing 1 0. S. 


THE BUDGET. 

“I’m fair tired o’ this Budget,” said the slave-girl from 
the ground-floor flat, addressing the porter. There *s bin 
nothin’ hut worry ever since it come along. It ’s knocked 
our family sideways, and I don’t know when we can get 
together agin. Mother ’s got a crack on the side of ’er ’ead, 
father s lost ’is best pair o’ Sunday braces, my new ’at ’s torn 
to pieces, and Uncle BiE ’s gone orf in a ’ulf with the ’and- 
somest black eye I ever see on a man’s face, and aE aloiiff o’ 
the Budget.” 

“ Which bit o’ the Budget give ’im a black eye ? ” said- die 
porter. 

*‘Go ’long,” said the girl; ‘‘I don’t want any suckasm 
about it. It ’s bad enough without that.” 

I thought the inkenrament tax might ’a done ’im,” said 
the porter, 

I don’t know nothin’ about your taxes. I ’in only 
tellm you the story. It was last Sunday night. We ’d bin 
to Ainpstead in the arternoon, and we ’d come ’ome tired, 
father and mother and me, and we was settiu’ in the front 
parlour, when Uncle BiE come in. Uncle BiU ’s mother’s 
brother, and ’e ’s got on in the world and laid by a pot o’ 
iHoney. Ouse property ’s ’is game. When ’e saves a bit ’e 
goes and puts it into bricks and mortar, ’Ouses can’t run 
away, e says. It ’s made *im a bit uppish. When ’e makes 
a joke e wants you to laugh at it. Mother ’s always ’ad a 
job to Wp father orf of ’im. Father says it fair chokes 
im to ^ Uncle BiU talk o’ the rights o’ property when ’e 
remembers ’im sellin’ newspapers in the streets not so manv 
years ago. Well, Uncle Bill come in very ’earty, and ’e says 


’e knows there ’s a steak pudden for supper ; ’e could sniff 
it, ’e says, ’arf a mile away, and ’e ’s hound to ’ave ’is share 
of it. Father ’ad took orf ’is coat and unbuttoned ’is weskit 
and undone ’is braces — made ’isself comfortable Eke, and ’e 
told mother to pull up a chair for Uncle BiE. and ’urry up 
with the pudden. Then they began to talk. Uncle Bill 
says if ’e could get ’old o’ Lloyd-George ’e’d smash ’im. 
‘ What ’s Lloyd-George done to you ? ’ says father ; and Uncle 
Bill let go for five minutes about the Budget and the ’Ouse 
o’ Lords. ‘ You ’re very thick with the ’Ouse o’ Lords,’ says 
father; * you ’ll be bringin’ ’ome a Duke to dinner,’ ’e says, 
^ and askin’ ’im to ’aiig ’is coronit be’ind the door and put 
’is feet on the table if ’e likes. That ’s your sort all over,’ 
says father. This made Uncle BiE mad, and ’e says ’e won’t 
’ear a word agin Dukes, and as for Lloyd-George ’e’s a 
&cialist, and ’e ’s drivin’ capital out o’ the country with ’is 
death duties and ’is supper taxes. ‘ WeE,’ says father, ‘if 
there is a supper tax you ain’t payin’ it. It ’s my steak- 
pudden, and the tax comes on me and I ’m wiEin’ to pay. I 
don’t ’owl for Dreadnoughts and then squeal when the biU 
comes in. That ain’t my sort.’ 

“ Uncle Bill couldn’t stand this. ’Is face went white with 
little red spots all over it, and ’e got out of ’is chair and 
said ’e wouldn’t stay to be insulted. • ’E was goin’ ’ome to 
alter ’is wiE, ’e said. ‘ Leave it aE to the Duke o’ Bermondsey,’ 
says father, ‘ ’oo cares what you do with your dirty money ? ’ 
Mother come in as father said this, and she was just in 
time to get a crack o’ the side of the ’ead from Uncle BiE’s 
clay pipe. ’E meant it for father, but it landed on mother, 
so we kep it in the family. Father’s a very proud man, 
and when ’e saw mother rub ’er ’ead ’e fair lost ’is temper 
and ’e give Uncle Bill one in the eye. ‘ There ’s a bit of 
capital for you,’ ’e says, and ’e knocked Uncle B.U backards 
agin the wall. That ended it ; and Uncle BiE got out quick, 
and we ain’t seen ’im since. My new ’at got trod on in the 
scuffle. You can’t wear a ’at after father’s put ’is feet 
through it.” 

“ ’Ow did your father come to lose ’is braces ? ” asked the 
porter. 

“ ’E says Uncle Bill must ’a took them when they was 
wrestlin’ about together ; hut ’e won’t demean ’isself to send 
round for ’em, ’e says. But you can understand I don’t 
want to ’ear any more about this ’ere Budget.” 


‘‘ Sandwiches (to make) (“ Moorside ”)--The cook in this case would 
cut the sandwiches, the parlourmaid packing them, together with the 
other addenda. — E d.” The Queen, 

This is only possible however with a weE-trained staff. In 
some houses the undergroom comes hustling in, and insists 
on inserting the potted meat. 


“ I must confess that when the home-grown poppy has gone to seed 
eidier ripe or uhidpe, there is a real pleasure in lying outdeoi’s and 
absorbing spoonful after spoouiul of it”— Pall Mall Gazette. 

The writer is welcome to all the poppy seed so long as we 
may have the peaches. 

“Familiar Quotations.” 

“ Literally, in Mr. Chamberlain’s memorable phrase, he ‘toils not, 
neither does he spin,’ Ohronlde. 

The Daily Neics on the escaped tigress : 

“ As I telegraph, the spotted beast is still at large.” 

From our Special Correspondent on the spot. 


“ Several Scottibli breeders mike it tlieir custom to offer the cream of 
their bulls in autumn .” — Bmningham Daily Post, 

Rather a rash offer to make. And the Scotch are supposed 
to be such a cautious race ! 
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TO SECUNDUS. 

{Aged 20 months.) 

You have capable fingers, Secundus, my son, 

And a firm yet a delicate toiicb ; 

Thougb you turn out the visiting-cards one by one 
And streV them around you— -oli ! isn’t it fun ! 

They are, none of them, bent very much ; 

And you know it’s untidy, this game that you play, 
For you look up and smile — and then what can I say ? 

You ’ve adventurous tastes and a will of your own, 
And I count it the worst of your sins 
That you instantly make for the dangerous zone 
Of the fender and coal-box if suffered alone 
To toddle about on your pins. 

And your rink-like perfonnance I cannot admire 
When you fetch up and balance in front of ihe fire. 

Tliere ’s a music that lurks in each word that you say, 
Be it Tick-tick, or Gee-gee, or Done 1 
And the sound of your laughter no speech can convey, 
It is really the sparkle alive in the spray 
Of a waterfall lit by the sun. 

In your breath there is magic that Sesame ” cries, 
For you blow on my watch— pfif 1— and open it flies ! 


’Tis your quick sense of fun that I like in you best, 

And the fact that you never disdain 
To evince your delight at my sorriest jest, 

Which, however familiar, is greeted with zest 
And demanded again and again. 

You’ve a joke of your own with the bell-push, but this 
Is a joke that the housemaid has taken amiss. 

You’re so fond of a game that there’s trouble unless 
We admit you to every 'partie ; 

And you add to tbe fun, though it ’s little you guess 
That your singular notions of how to play chess 
Are a source of discomfort to me. 

And your sister has also been known to refer 
To your manner with dolls as distressing to her. 

You’re a mischievous chap, and I freely admit 
That I like you for being a Turk ; 

But there ’s one thing about you disturbs me, to wit 
Your absurd fascination, for here do I sit 
When I ought to he up and at work. 

You are surely a wizard, Secundus, my lad, 

And have boimd by a spell your susceptible Dad. 

“ RELIGIOUS TERRORISM IK u\m*'^Vndigeskd Eendlmc in ^^The Daily 

Maiir 

You never know where it will get you. 
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TAKING A CALL. 

May I come in ? ’* said Mi^s Mid- 
dleton. 

1 looked up from my atlas (f am going 
in for the geugrapliical competition) and 
stared at her in amazement. 

-Hullo;’ I said. 

‘‘Hullo;’ said Mi^s Middleton doubt- 
fully. 

'‘Are voii going to have tea vrith 
me?” 

“ That ’s what I was wondering all the 
way up,” 

- It ’s all ready ; in fact, I ’ve nearly 
finished. There ’s a cake to-day, too.” 

Miss Middleton hesitated at the door 
and l(X)ked wistfully at me. 

I suppose — suppose,” she said 
timidly, “ you think I ought to have 
brought somebody with me?” 

“In a waiv, I’m just as glad you 
didn’t.” 

“ I ’ve heaps of chaperons outside on 
the stairs, you know.” 

“There’s no place like outside for 
; chaperons.” 

I “And the liftman believes I ’in your 
I aunt. At least, perhaps he doesn’t, but 
I I mentioned it to him.” 

I looked at her, and then I smiled. 
And then I laughed. 

“ So that ’s all right,” she said breath- 
lessly. “And I want my tea.” She 
came in, and began to arrange her hat in 
front of til 3 glass. 

“Tea,” I said, going to the cup- 
board. “ I suppose you 11 want a cuj) 
to yourself. There you are~~don’t lose 
it. Milk. Sugar.” 

Miss Middleton took a large piece of 
cake. “What were you studying so 
earnestly when I came in?” she asked 
as she munched. 

“ An atlas.” 

“An atlas? Dont say you’ve been 
tool I ’ 7/1 going to the South Pole — 
it’s much more splendid. I expect I 
shall dress like the Esquimaux women ; 
I’ve seen pictures of them, and Father 
agrees it would suit me. Do they 
have Esquimaux at the South Pole? 
They must have somebody, heeause how 
would the polar bears live ? But per- 
haps they don’t have polar bears.” 

I took a deep breath. 

“ I ’m awfully glad to see you,” I said, 
“and you ’re looking jolly, but do you 
think your chaperons would mind if! 
you sat down for a moment and stopped 
diattering ? Because I want your help 
in rather an important matter.” 

Miss Middleton sat down and drank 
her tea. “ 1 love helping,” she said. 

“ Weil, it ’s this. 1 ’ve just been asked 
to be a godfather,” 

Miss Middleton stood up suddenly. 
“ lb I salute ? ” she asked. 

“ You sit down and go on eating. The 
j diffiralty is~what to call it?” 


“ Oh, do godfathers provide the 
names ? ” 

“ I think so. It is what they are there 
for, I fancy. That is about all there is 
in it, I believe.” 

“ And can’t you find anything in the 
atlas?” 

“Xo, there’s nothing in the atlas. 
‘Sierra Leone’ and ‘Teddington’ are the 
best.” 

“How about quite a simple name? 
Had you thought of ‘John,’ for in- 
stance ? *’ 

“No, I hadn’t thought of ‘ John,’ some- 
how.” 

“Or ‘Gerald’?” 

“ ‘ Gerald ’ I like veiy much.” 

“ What about ‘ Dick ’ ? ” she went on 
eagerly. 

“Yes, ‘Dick’ is quite jolly. By the 
way, did I tell you it was a girl ? ” 

Miss Middleton rose with dignity. 

‘'For your slice of plum cake and your 
small cup of tea I thank you,” she said, 
“ and I am now going straight home to 
Mother.” 

“ Not yet,” I pleaded. 

“I’ll just ask you one question before 
I go. Where do you keep the biscuits ? ” 
She found the biscuits and sat down 
again. 

“A gii-rsnaine,” I said encouragingly. 
“ Yes. Well, is she fair or dark ? ” 

“ She ’s very small at present. What 
there is of her is dark, I believe.” 

“Well, there are millions of names 
for dark giiis.” 

“We only want one or two.” 
“‘Barbara’ is a nice dark name. Is 
she going to be pretty ? ” 

“ Her mother swears she is. I didn’t 
recognize the symptoms. Very pretty 
and very clever and very high-spirited, 
her mother savs. Is there a name for 
that?” 

“ J always call them whoppers,” said 
Miss Middleton under her breath. 

“How do you like ‘Alison Mary’? 
That was my first idea.” 

“ Oh, I thought it was always ‘ William 
andMary.’ Or else ‘ Victoria and Albert.’ ” 
“ I didn’t say ‘Alice a7ul Mary,’ stoopid. 
I said ‘ Alison,’ a Scotch name.” 

“But hovT perfectly sweet ! Did you 
make it up yoimself, or does it come 
from the atlas? Oh, why weren’t you 
^ny godfather! Would you have given 
me a napkin ring? ” 

“ Probably, I will now, if you like. 
Then you approve of ‘ Alison Miry ’ ? ” 
“I love it. Thank you very much. 
And will you always call me ‘ Alison ’ in 
future?” 

“I say,” I began in alarm, “I’m not 
giving that name to you. It ’s for my 
godchild.” 

“ Oh no ! ‘ Alisons ’ are always fair.” 

“You’ve just made that up,” I said 
suspiciously. “ How do you know ? ” 

“ Sort of instinct.” 


“ The worst of it is I believe you ’re 
right.” 

“ Of course I am. That settles it. 
Now, what was your next idea ? ” 
“‘Angela.’” 

“‘Angelas,’” said Miss Middleton, 

“ are always fair.” 

“ Why do you want all the names to 
yourself ? You say eveiy thing ’s fair.” 

“ Why can you only think of names 
beginning with ‘A’ ? Try another letter.” 

“ Suppose you try now.” 

Miss Middleton wrinkled her brow 
and nibbled a lump of sugar. 

“‘Dorothy,’” she said at last, “be- 
cause you can caU. them ‘ DoUy.’ ” 

“ There is only one.” 

“Or ‘Dodo.’” 

“ And it isn’t a bird.” 

“ Then there ’s ‘ Violet.’ ” 

“My good girl, you don’t understand. 
Any of these common names the parents 
could have thought of for themselves. 
The fact that they have got me in at 
great expense— to myself — shows that | 
tliey want something out of the ordinary. : 
How can I go to them and say, ‘ After 
giving a vast amount of time to the | 
question I have decided to call your 
child “Violet ” ? ’ It can t be done.” 

Miss Middleton absently took another 
lump of sugar and, catching my eye, 
put it back again. 

“I don’t believe that you ’ve ever been 
a godfather before,” she said, “or that 
you know anything at all about what 
it is you’re supposed to be going to do.” 

There was a knock at the door, and 
the liftman came in. Miss Middleton 
gave a little cough of recognition. 

“ A letter, Sir,” he said. 

“ Thanks. . . . And as I was saying, 
Aunt Alison,” I went on in a loud, voice, 
'‘ you are talking rubbish.” 

sic * * * 

“ Bah 1 ” I said angrily, and I threw 
the letter down. 

. “Would you like to he left alone?” 
suggested Miss Middleton, kindly. 

“ It is from the child’s so-called 
parents, and their wretched offspring is 
to be called ‘ Violet Daisy.’ ” 

“ ‘ Violet Daisy,’ ” said Miss Middleton 
solemnly, trying not to smile. 

“Why stop there?” I said bitterly. 
“ Why not ‘ Geranium’ and ‘ Ai*tichoke,’ 
and the whole blessed garden ? ” 

“‘Artichoke,’” said Miss Middleton 
gravely, “is a boy’s name.” 

“ Well, I wash my hands of the whole 
business now. No napkin ring fi*om me. 
Here have I been wasting hours and 
hours in thought, and then just when 
the worst of it is over they calmly step 

in like this. I call it ” 

“ Yes ? ” said Miss Middleton eagerly. 

“I caU it simply ” 

“ Yes ? ” said Miss Middleton. 

“‘Violet Daisy,’” I finished, with a 
great effort. A. A. M. 
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POLAR PROTESTS. 

Capfain' Sa)TT lias received thousands 
of appliiatioijs from persons ambitious 
to join his expedition in search of the 
South Pole. He has also received letters 
urging liimnot to accept certain candi- 
dates, and of these letters we are able to 
print a few. 

A Fonx) Mother writes: — “I am 
greatly distressed hy my son Harold’s 
determination to join your expedition. 
He feels sure that his experience gained 
as a Roy Scout saica last Easter would 
be most useful to you in discovering the 
South Pole. He certainly is a clever 
boy, but he suffers from a weak chest, 
and even in suminer he runs great risk 
ill the scanty uniform of the Scout. On 
the sea and amid the ice and snow I 
cannot think what might happen to him, 
and I beg of you to let a mother’s plead- 
ing persuade yoii^ to spare him to me, 
whatever inclination you may have to 
avail yourself of his knowledge, which 
really is considerably above the average.” 

Another letter runs : — “ Captain &ot, 
if my husbun arsks you to taik him to 
the soth Poal dont you. he as got to 
stop horn and do a bit of wurk for me 
and his ofsprings like whot I kepe on 
tellin him. his name is called Sam 
Brown but is artfull eiuigli to call hiself 
Robinson or anythink. he will sure to 
say you nede not trubble to bring him 
b.ick and you will no him by that and if 
Le corns to see you he as got a wiiddeii 
leg. Youi s sinserly Mrs. Brown.” 

SwEEr Seventeen writes: “Hanyhas 
made me so miserable by saying that he 
will volunteer to go with you. It was 
all over a stupid necktie : he wanted a 
horrid plain one ; I wanted him to have 
the one with little pink flowers, and Imade 
him^ buy it. Please, dear Captain Scott, : 
he is not so strong and clever as his! 
letter may lead you to think— at least, : 
, he is not strong and clever enough to ! 
j fight polar bears and learn Equimox (is ! 
that the way to spell it?), though he is 
awfully handsome. Of course it would 
: be splf^ndkliy heroic of him to find the 
S'" South Pole ; but there are other heroic 
things that need not take him away 
from England — like the Territorials and 
tLit sort of thing. Dear Captain Scott, 
I am sure you know just how I feel, and 
I think you are such a nice and 
courageous man, so please don’t take 
Harry.” 

The Editor of a popular magazine 
writes: — have learnt to-day that 

. the well-known autlior, 

IS desirous of joining your expedition, his 
purpose l>eing to gain local colour for a 
South Polar romance, and to escape for 
a time from the house-dinners of the 
Autliora* Club, As the withdrawal of 
this popular writer’s work from our 
pages even for a time would be disas- 


trous to this magazine, I consider that 
I am justified in informing you that 

Mr. is an inveteiate and 

sliockingly bad bridge-player, and that 
lie suffers fi*oni chronic and acute indiges- 
tion— things which render him but poor 
company in a confined space like an ice- 
cabin or a snow-hut. If you could see 
your way to avoid accepting his offer I 
should bo most grateful ; and as some 
recognition of yiUn* assistance I should 
be happy to consider the publication of 
the exclusive serial rights of your 
' story ’ when you return, at our usual 
rates of payment.” 


THE BORDER LAND. 

Whex forty years had taken toll 
Of love-locks from my plundered poll, 

I smugly smiled within my soul, 

‘‘ For now,” thought I, “I’m mated 
To peaceful middle age. No more 
Need I attempt to ply tlie oar, 

The bat I always found a bore, 

The racquet which I hated. 

“ It is no more my painful lot 
To train away what flesh I ’ve got 
In hopes of capturing some pot 
Or silly hit of ribbon.” 

I hailed the prospect of repose, 

And so, with spectacles on nose, 

I settled in my chair to doze 
At leisxu-ed ease through Gibbon. 

Serene and cahn life’s evening grew, 
Aiid sweetly swift the moments flew 
Till soon — ^yes, all too soon — I knew 
Without my wife I ’d reckoned ; 

She, thirsting vritli a fiery thirst 
For youth, grew winth when I, innnersed 
In the delights of tome the first, 

Would offer lier the second. 

She still has ears to hear the call 
Of sportive youth that cries, “Love aU ! ” 
Refusing to decline and fall 
Into the sere and yellow ; 

She craves the fast and furious set. 

The lightning rally at the net — 

She is not ripe for Gibbon yet, 

While I am richly mellow. 

So when returning tired from town 
At four o’clock I settle down 
To read the master, fierce her frown, 

And rage begins to bubble ; 
i She fidgets in her chair. I see 
Neiwe-shaking glances shot at me 
And wonder what on earth will be 
The end of all this trouble. 

W ill her white hairs, which draw a gi*oan 
When in the miiTor they are shown, 
First shame her into playing Joan, 
Contented to he one with 
This Darby ? Or perhaps the shame 
Of having but a waist in name 
Will drive me to resume a game 
lhat I had hoped was done with ? 


THE COMPLEX LIFE, 

“T HAVE seen a good deal in the 
papers lately,” said Ponker, “ about the 
unwisdom of bringing up boys and girls 
with separate sets of ideals ; and xvhen 
I read anytliing under that head, I think 
of poor Tarleton Weir smoking his 
lonely pipe o’ nights by the pale light 
of the Southern Cross, and dreaming aU 
the while of the London street lamps.” 

He allowed a minute for the visualiza- 
tion o£ this pathetic picture, and then 
continued : — 

“For ten years Tarleton lived very 
contentedly in a garret. Not a garret 
really, you know, but three toj)-flocr, 
Turkey-carpeted rooms overlooking the 
gardeip of one of the Inns of Court; 
and his sober wishes never learned to 
stray very far fi*om the scene of his 
daily labours at the Chancery Bar. At 
night, for example, he would often spend 
long hours by his own fireside, nursing 
an unread Frencli novel, and thinking 
about things. (Most people are in- 
capable of thought, and that is why 
jig-saw puzzles and the musical comedies 
are possible.) 

“Well, it was at some semi-public 
function that he met Cartwright ; and 
Cartwright, by one of those mischances 
that will happen, took a great fancy to 
him. ‘Now mind,’ he said, as" he 
gripped Tarleton’s hand at parting- 
lie was a loud, genial, elderly man, 
this Cartwiight person— ‘ mind, you ’ve 
promised to dine with us this clay week. 
Not a party, you know— you must just 
take us as you find us.’ ‘Oh! not at 
aU,’ murmtirecl Tarleton, which obviously 
was not the right answer, but sounded 
polite. (What is the proper answer, by 
the way, to this inanity ?) 

“ Tarleton was never a good hand at 
excuses, and as he failed to frame one 
within the week, lie had to go all the 
way out to Raynes Park and take the 
Cartwrights as he found them. 

“He found them attaching more 
importance to table decorations than to 
the quality of their claret, and he soon 
suspected that Mary, the eldest daughter, 
was not blameless in this matter. 

“Now, although (so he afterwards 
assured me) he was dull and distrait 
that evening, the Cartwi*ights (for some 
reason never discerned) persisted in 
liking him. So other invitations fol- 
lowed, and passive resistance seemed 
unavailing. There were Sundays up 
the river, a week-end visit . . . and 
tlien there came a day when one of the 
Cartwright flappers said, ‘ Oh, Mr. Weir 
will com© on with Mary, of course, in 
the canoe.’ 

“ He knew there was no way out of it 
then. He never blamed Mary or tlie 
flappers or anyone, but accepted the 
situation manfully. 
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There seemed to he no good reabon 
for delay. Aad so these two poor dears 
I prepared, each in separate fashion, to 
tread the thoray path of Life together. 
Tarleton honght a ticket for the Stores, 
hecaiise he thought he would get his 
tobacco a little cheaper that way, and 
Mary decided that she onglit now to go 
to a dressmaker whose charges were 
really ruinous. 

“But still there might have been no 
catastrophe, I think, if Tarleton had not 
been shown the wedding-presents all at 
onee, or if Mary had been tactful enough 
to say, ‘You know, my dear, we can 
easily sell them, and spend the money 
on cigars.’ 

“At first Tarleton was merely bewil- 
dered; he had never seen so many 
unnecessary things collected together in 
one room ])efore. He looked blankly 
about him, and saw hideously-distorted 
reflections of Iiis own face mowing at 
him from a hundred plated butter- 
coolers. Then, in a flash, he realised it 
all, and knew that he had got to I we 
with these horrors. Hand-painted milk- 
ing-stools, that upset at a touch, would 
I dot his drawing-room. The sacred break- 
fast hour would be made turbulent ])y 
the bubbling and steaming of patent 
urns and egg-boilers. For a pepper-pot 
lie must make choice between a silver 
owl witli perforated head and an electro- 
plated lighthouse. Books must be cut 
with a jewelled scimitar, instead of with 
the forefinger. There "vvere surgical 
, inplemeiits for the elaborate dissection 
■ ^of walnuts and lobsters, and a tantalus 
' promised the misery of hunting for a 
key every time he wanted a whisky-and- 
soda. . . . And clocks! Nineteen of 
them ! and each to be 'wound daily, or 
only on Fridays, or biennially, or some- 
thing! And a silver-and-ebony pipe- 
rack ! (‘ So kind of the dear Dean to 

! remember your tastes,’ said Mary ; ‘ you’ll 
' have to be tidy now, Tarleton.’ ‘Yes, 

I Imt what on earth is it for?’ gasped 
Tarleton. And then it was broken to 
him. Pipes were to be kept, if you 
please, sus. per coll , like criminals — as 
if mantelpieces had never been invented 
— in a little dark room under the hot- 
water cistern— the ‘ smoking-room,’ gad- 
zooks! And Tarleton, mark you, was 
! the author of tliat sublime phrase, ‘ The 
world is my smoking-room ’ — the noblest 
rebuke, surely, ever administered to an 
over-officious club secretary.) 

I “Life stretched before him in dreary 
, perspective, with every daily act trans- 
formed into a hideous little ceremony, 
to be carried out with the aid of glitter- 
ing appliances of wrought silver or the 
best electro-plate. New and trivisd 
duties confronted him, too — as, for 
example, to be sure and press grapes 
upon the Jacksons when they dined at 
his house, because they were the givers 



Pat. “Could ter give a man a job, ter hunul’r?” 

Barher. “Well, you can repaint this pole for me.” 

Pat. “ Be jabers, I can, Sor, if you ’ll tell me where to buy the striped paint.” 


of the silver grape-scissors. A great 
disgust of over-civilization seized liim. 
Mary he could have liked, but Mary’s 
Fancy Bazaar — never 1 It was all too 
terribly complex . . . 

“The night before the wedding-day 
a pale man slunk inconspicuously 
through the dock gates at Southampton; 
and when the light of morn broke out 
over the waters he was lying very, vei*y 
ill in a comfortable state-room some- 
where south of the Wight.” 

“He behaved very badly,” said 
Ponker’s audience severely. 

“ I don^t know,” replied Ponker slowly. 


“ I think Mary’s education was to blame. 
Girls are brought up to think the silver 
superfluities of life are essential to 
married happiness, while man’s natural 
tendency is to go and live without sugar- 
tongs in a tent. Woman ought to meet 
him halfway. And I think,” he added, 
grave beyond his wont, “ I think these 
two might have lived very happily 
together if Mary could have been con- 
jtent to crack nuts — if nuts she must 
have — in the ordinary way, in the 
dining-room door. ...” 

He shook his head sadly, and fell into 
a reverie. 
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OUR FLYING AUTHORS. 

The example of Signor Gabriele An- 
NUNZio, who has been tasting the joys of 
aviation at Brescia, has not been lost on 
his British confreres, 

Mr. HiiL Caike has recently com- 
municated to a representative of the 
Aerated Head Company his wonderful ex- 
periences when aviating with Lieutenant 
Oaltarara and General Boum in their 
remarkable Manx triplane, driven by a 
3-eylinder Catter-Wall motor. “ When 
the flying machine soared aloft ” says 
tie famous novelist, “I experienced a 
sensation' of delirious ecstasy only com- 
i parable to the sensations of a reader of 
one of my books or a spectator of one of 
my plays. So powerful was the en- 
eliantment that I was insensibly moved 
to sing, and warbled the following lines 
in my fruitiest baritone : — 

But Poetry m Fiction takes delight, 

And, mounting up in figures out of sight, 
Leaves Truth behind her in audacious 
flight. 

The effect of my singing was so over- 
whelming that the General and the 
Lieutenant both simultaneously let go 
their hold of everything, and the tri- 
plane plunged^ down with appalling 
velcxsity. Realising our danger, by a 


supreme effort of volition I distended 
my cranium with such extraordinary 
success as to counteract the downward 
swoop and practically to convert an 
aeroplane into a balloon. Reassured by 
my intrepid intervention, the two sky- 
pilots recovered their equanimity and 
soon manoeuvred the machine gently 
to mother earth.” 

Mr. Chestertoh, after flying with Mr. 
Cody on Laffan’s Plain, expressed him-: 
self as follows to a representative of the 
Paradox Club : — 

When Cody’s aeroplane rose, I found, 
like D’Annunzio, that the conscious- 
ness of the weight of my body seemed 
entirely lost, and the relief was so 
ecstatic that in order to render it justice 
I w^as obliged to chant the lines from 
QuinaiiU : 

II est l)eau qu'ua'mortel jusques auxcieux 
s’rieve, 

n est beau meme d’eu tomber. 

I may say that I returned to earth re- 
luctantly. But the effect will not soon 
pass off. My mental vision has been 
clarified, my thoughts codified by my 
flight I must fly again with Cody or 
Bleriot or Weight, but not with Thomas 
Wright.” 

Mr. Clement K. Shorter, who has also 


recently made a trip in Mr. Cody’s aero- j 
plane, writes as follows 

“ When Cody’s aeroplane arose 
I felt, as you may well suppose, 

A tingling feeling in my toes 
And at the apex of my nose, 

Quite incompatible with prose. 

And ever as we higher flew 
I sang to Cody of Le Queux, 

Max Pemberton and Eugene Sue, 
And other bookmen old and new. 

It was, in short, a trip sublime, 

And curiously, all the time 
My thoughts expressed themselves 
in rhyme . 

Quite faultless in its tuneful chime.” 


“ The 7.15 p.m. traiu from. Dolgelley to Bar- 
mouth will coutiuue to nm every week-day up 
to September 30th instead of up to September 
30th as advertised.” — TheBarmoitthAdveiiiser. 

The 'distinction between, say, Chip- 
pendale” and ‘'Chippendale as adver- 
tised” is equally marked. 

“In the Furness district adders grow to 
an unusual size, from 25in. to 30s. being 
apparently the normal development ” — Leeds 
Mermry, 

Another sixpence and it comes to as 
much as three feet. 
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troocTMr^c: nc dadi iaiuicait and obeys, leaving to WiNSTOx tlie i3rivi- Duties negatived by more tlian two to 

ESSEIMQE OF rARLiAmENT. conjunction with the Imperial one — 82 for, 170 against. 

Extracted from the Diary op Toby, M.P. War-Lord) of showing (lerman Generals Taesdaij. — Throiiglicnt Session tlie 

Houae of GomrnonSj Monday^ Septem- and Captains how a campaign should Ladies’ (Juliery has been so qxdet 

her 13. — When Napoleox I^xap-UXTE be successfully conducted. Mem]3ers have almost forgotten its ex- 

found himself enmeshed in his Moscow Business done, — In Committee on istence as an integral portion of the 

I campaign, disaster staring him in the Death Duty clauses of Budget Bill. Chamber. Xo banners suddenly hang 

I face, he turned to the constitution of the Pretyman, back after brief holiday, out on its outer walls. Xo irrelevant 

j newly-founded Impen d Opera at Paris takes up the running. In despair at remark announcing the prime ambition 


and busied himself with for- 
mxdating rules for its inanage- 

: ment. 

r Curious how in varied 
fashion, sometimes slavishly, 
more often indirectly, history 
repeats itself. For fully three 
years Xapoleox B. Haidake 
has been engaged in the w.n*k 
of re-establishing the British 
Army. Xot since the days 
of C.\rdwell — a reformer niucli 
maligned in his time, now on 
a pedestal crowned with laurel 
by a grateful nation — ^has the 
task b^een pursued with equal 
boldness, originality and suc- 
cess. To-night he lightly 
takes in hand direction of a 
section of the Budget. 

Whilst Cilvxgellor of Ex- 
chequer rests from his labours 
with the Land clauses, and 
the Premier plumes himself 
on having successfully carried 
LicensingDuties through Com- 
mittee, N. B. H. buckles to the 
Death Duties, handling them 
with an ease and skill that 
could not be exceeded were 
they a battalion of Territorials. 

Personal sacrifice more 
marked by reason of counter- 
attraction. Though he sits 
on the Treasury Bench listen- 
ing to E\^lyn Cecil proposing 
to barter Don’t Keir Hardie s 
trousers with the Chancellor 
OF THE Excmi:QUER in default 
of landed estate subject to 
Death Duties, his heart is not 
here. It is away in the high- 
lands by Mergentheim, a-clias- 
ing the Red x\miy or the Blue, 
according as he has been 
assigned position by the Ger- 
man Emperor, Of all the 
stirringdelights lifeoffers to an 
ex-Barrister, there is none 
more riotously stirs the blood 






of womtiii interrupts ordered 
speeeli. Xo case of unre- 
quited affection is disclosed 
by discovery of forcible attach- 
ment of more or less young 
person to unresponsive grille. 

State of things made more 
noteworthy a sudden unmis- 
takalde flash of interest that 
at particular moment of to- , 
day’s sitting passed through 
the group seen, as through a 
glass darkly, behind the iron 
casement. It happened when 
Prince Arthur interposed in 
debate on amendment to 
Budget Bill exempting from 
operation of second sub-sec- 
tion of Clause 42 property 
passing between husband and 
wife. 

As an individual Member 
of the House,” lie observed, 

“ I cannot be accused of per- 
sonal interest in tiiis matter.” 

Looking shyly across Talile 
at that other gay young 
bachelor, the War Minister, 
he added: “Like the right 
hon. gentleman opposite, I 
approach it from an absolutely 
impartial standpoint.’ ’ 

Of course notliing new in 
condition of affairs indicated. 
Every mother in Israel knoxvs 
that Prince Arthur and X-\Po- 
LEON B. H.VIJ3ANE are still '' on 
the market.” But the pointed 
reminder came so unexpec- 
tedly, dropped so suddenly 
on arid waste of discussion 
about one per cent, succession 
duty and the like, that it 
naturally fluttered the dove- 
cote over the Pi*ess Gallery. 

One day in the last Par- 
liament, Cousin Hugh, stroU- 
ing down Bond Street, had 
his attention drawn to an 
article displayed for sale 


MAN Emperor, Of all the “An £x-Barris'jeb” (had he gone to the German liament, Cousin Hugh, stroU- 

stirringdelightslifeofferstoan , Mancedvres). ing down Bond Street, had 

ex-Barrister, there is none “ Galloping at die head of a troop of cavalry, niakiug straight lor attention drawn to an 

more riotously stirs the blood the guns.” (Rt. Hon. Haldane.) displayed for sale 

of N. B. H. than galloping at the head of prospect of increased toll levied on in a modiste’s shop-window. Forget 
a troop of cavalry, making straight for big estates, he met Ministerial argument at the moment what was the occa- 
the guns of the enemy, with sure know- that the burden was placed on strong sion or what the argument sought to 
ledge that they are not loaded. shoulders able to bear it be established. Well remember Lord 

Such might have been his privilege at “Yes,” said Pbetyman, “ but after the Hugh standing below the Gangway, 
the War Manoeuvres tins week conducted strong have been destroyed, who will blushing to the roots of his hair, wring- 
in Germany under the personal super- look after the rich?” ing his hands in pitiful embarrassment 

vision of the Emperor and our President “ They ’ll look after themselves,” said as he informed the House that the article 
OF 'lEB Board op Trade. Duty calls to a matter-of-fact Lab)ur Member. was “ wliat he believed was called a 

the humdrum business of Committee on Pretymak hadn’t thought of that. corset.” Mentioned its price and other 


: the Budget. Instinctively he salutes 1 Amendment against increase of Death I particulars, which indicated tliat his 
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A Lively Measure i ’* 

(With grateful acknowledgments to J. Seymour Lucas, R.A.) 


Study liad not been so fleeting as 
introductory remark implied. And liere 
was Cousm Arthur, sheltering himself 
in the companionship of a celibate on 
the Treasury Bench, coming forward as 
the champion of married couples harried 
bv a blood-sucking Chancellor of the 
Exchequer. 

“Why,” he cried, in voice vibrating 
with indignation, “ by the operation of 
the Income Tax you fine husband and 
; wife for living together, and by the 
’ imposition of Estate Duty you fine them 
^ because they do not die together.” 

; Later, whilst avoiding the picturesque 
’ particularity of Cousin Hugh, Prince 
; Arthur enlarged upon the topic of 
female dress. Amazing figures had 
been given to him setting forth extra- 
vagance under this head of domestic 
expenditure. 

“I have no means of testing them,” 
he added. (Secretary of State for War : 
“Hear, hear!”) 

But he accepted them with full con- 
fidence in their accuracy. Under pro- 
posal of the Bill executors are required 
to act as a Grand Jury and decide 
whether during the five years preceding 
death of testator expenditure upon 
his wife^s frocks was justifiable. The 
dresses, “ and so on,” would have to be 
looked over first by the executors and 
then by the eonnnissioners. 

“It is idiotic,” Prince Arthur thun- 
dered, bringing down on Table resound- 
ing How which happily covered shrill 
murmur of approval from Ladies* Gallery. 

Unlike majority of speeches delivered, 
whether on one side of the House or the 


other, this manly outburst had instant 
efiect. Chancellor of Exchequer capitu- 
lated on two important points. Excluded 
marriage settlements from range of 
Death Duties ; reduced from five years 
to three the period preceding death 
witliin which gifts shall pay tribute to 
the Treasuiy. 

Bubiness done.- — ^Twenty-eighth sitting 
in Committee on Budget Bill. 

Thursday. — “Having, man and boy, 
been in the House for. nigh forty years, 
I am prepared for anything. But never 
thought I would live to hear Tim Healy 
denounced hy his fellow-countrymen as 
a landlord.’* 

Thus the Member for Sark, distractedly 
brushing his hair the wrong way. 

Event liappened on consideration of 
report of Irish Land Bill. It was Mr. 
Flavin who, breaking a silence that has 
long eclipsed the gaiety of the House, 
levelled the charge. Irish Attorney- 
General introduced new clause defining 
untenanted land. Tim briefly described 
it as “ botched and discreditable.” John 
Dillon struck the note of indictment by 
sarcastically suggesting that opposition 
would have come better from the Ulster 
landlord camp above the Gangway, 

This gave Mi\ Flavin liis cue. Tim 
interpolating a remark, he leaped to his 
feet and shouted at the top of his voice, 
“ The hon. Member for North Louth is 
fighting to protect his own property in 
Kerry.” 

A burst of cheering rose from com- 
patriots and companions dear among 
whom Tim doggedly sits for greater 
convenience in the matter of occasionally 


sticking pins into them. The House 
looked on in amazement. Here was 
startling discovery! That Tim is a 
prosperous man, as prosperity goes at 
the Irish Bar, everybody knows and of 
it most people are glad, recognising the 
reward of supreme capacity. But Tim 
a landlord, “a sort of” Knight of 
Kerry, as Lord Hai.sbury would say, gave 
pause, and for a while stopped progress 
of the Bill. 

“Next thing we shall hear,” said 
Walter Long, visibly dismayed, “is 
that Tim has been shot at from behind 
a hedge by a tenant evicted from his 
Kerry estate. That would he a pic- 
turesque and characteristic episode in 
the Irish Question.” 

Business done . — Lflsh Land Bill passed 
Report stage. 

“To Englislunen tlie record will ever be 
remarkable of that July morning when the 
inhabitants of Dover awoke to find that the 
historic route from tlie mainland of Europe iuto 
England had been traversed for the first time 
on a machine heavier than air .” — The Times. 

All the same we have often done it on a 
fairly weighty steamboat. 


“In all likelihood he will confess that he 
has never read, and perhaps never heard of 
Jolmson’s ‘ Lines and the Poet.’ ” — Evening 
News. 

In which case we don’t blame him. 


“ The Common, sin Committee again took up 
the Finance Bill.”— -GZaspoio Eerald. 

It almost looks as if The Glasgow Eerald 
might be a Unionist, paper. 
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FRESH WOODS AND PASTURES 
NEW. 

To autliors retiring. Send for free pamphlet 
containing full directions as to new careers. 
— Restall & Co.” 

Accustomed as I am to the notice to 
** Tobacconists commencing,” I rubbed 
my eyes when they first alighted upon 
the above sign of the times ; and it was 
not long before I was seated, note-book 
in hand, in Mr. Restall’s office. 

“Yes,” he said, “it has already liad 
a great success, that ad* We have been 
besieged for advice,” 

“Are so many authors, then, giving 
up?” I asked. 

“ Practically all,” he replied. “ There ’s 
nothing in it any longer. The seven- 
penny novel, you know — ^Motoring — 
Aviation — Polar Exploration — Music 
l^lls. So many distractions. The pub- 
lic are tired of books ; they want life ; 
and the novelists are acting accordingly. 
It ’s very wise of them, I think. Miss 
Helen Mathers deserves a statue. I 
would erect one to her on Peckham Rye.” 

“ Why Miss Helen Mathers ? ” 

“ Because she began it. Took to the j 


wall-paper trade instead. Then the Pigs 
in Clover genius : the very frank DanbV. 
She gave it up too, and turned all her 
energies to embroidery ; and now the | 
others are pressing in— all but a few" 
obstinate ones. And they ’ll find out 
their mistake soon.” 

“ Who have you had to-day, for 
example?” 

“To-day. Lots and lots of them. 
You wouldn’t believe! Mr. Maurice 
Hewlett. Yes, no other. Wants a 
complete outfit as a travelling tinker. 
He hadn’t been gone but a minute or 
two when in bounded Mr. H. G. Wells. 
Dead sick of books ; could I tell him of 
any aero-garage in need of a manager ? 
Mr. Belloc is taking an inn and will 
do well : he’s a fine young fellow.” 

“Is that all?” I asked. 

“ Oh, dear, no. Here ’s Sir Gilbert 
Parker wanting to know if Mr. Harri- 
man’s position has been filled up yet; 
and Mr. Chesterton is applying for 
the post of waiter at the Eustace 
Miles Restaurant. Mr. Kipling wants 
Lord Kitchener’s plice in India, and 
Mr. Henry James is thinking of intensive 
French gardening. Mr. Bernard Seaw 


is going to be a professional artist’s 
model.” 

“ And the authoresses ? ” I said. 

“ Oh, the ladies ! Plenty of them. 
Mrs. Humphry Ward refuses to give up, 
but Miss Corelli ’s written to me. Can 
I, she asks, use my influence to get her 
the post of Mistress of the Robes in suc- 
cession to the Duchess of Buccleuch? 
Annie S. Swan is retiring too ; she and 
Mrs. L. T. Meade are taking a school. 
Elizabeth Glyn writes inquiring after 
a post as manageress of a pickle factoiy.” 

“ What will become of the publishers ? ” 
I asked. 

“Ob, I’ve got snug little berths in 
the workhouses bespoken for most of 
them,” said Mr. Restall. 

liOrd Rosebery as reported in The 
Daily Mail : 

“For five years, therefore, a man is not a 
human king but a phost, and as nobody knows 
%vhen he will die, we are all perpetual w'hosts,” 
Yet there are many who would rather 
be a phost for five years than a bing, 
human or inhuman, aH his life. As for 
the perpetual whosts, we prefer to speak 
of them in our next number. 
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gods of Ms country— and well he might, 
GREAT SCOTTISH INTER- AT THE PLAY. for they were an iigiy-looking lot. 

NATIONik-L WEDDING. “Ealse Gods.” Dead scarabs in liis path had no terroi*s 

Grand Duciiess m ) Argentine Bride- I am afraid that Sir Herbert Tree has for him, and the accident of a thunder- 
GROOM. overrated the magic of M. Brieux’s name, storm coming at a moment when a 

Dazzling Scenes. and thought that with a little stage human sacrifice was about to he made 

The historic burgh of Comrie, in management it could he made to work to the Nile brought him the reputation 
Perthshire, was one blaze of epithalamic miracles, like the statue of Isis. But of miraculous powers. Either he must 
splendour yesterday for the nuptials of because a man can write freshly enough he a god himself, or m touch with gods 
the Grand Duchess Volga to Hector upon modern questions, such as the more potent than the local ones. As 
Hirschhergheimer, the Argentine mil- problem of Co-operation or that of poor Miens pathetically put it (she had 
lionaire, sou of the late Melchisedek Maternity, it does not foUow that he will lost her sight and had also apparently 
Waterbury Hirsehbergbeimer, of Odessa have anything hut the baldest plati- mislaid her sense of humour) No- 
I and Pittsburg. The town, which, true tudes to give us when he gets among thing is impossible to our gods, and his 
I to its reputation for seismic activity, had the ancients. I speak without know- gods are stronger still.” However, he 
I signalised the occasion by a series of ledge of the original and cannot say conscientiously declines to he a deity, 
genial earthquake shocks, was profusely how far M. Brieux has been Paganised and indeed will not commit himself to 


decorated with bunting, and the streets 
were lined from an early hour with 
Highlanders, Gauehos, Patagonian 
Hussai*s, and a squadron of the finperial 
Cossacks of the Ukraine, of which tlie 
Grand Duchess is the Honorary Colonel. 

The first to arrive at the church lor 
the ceremony were Lord and Lady Leyds 
and the Hon. Marma Leyds, of Inver- 
squish, Lord and Lady Skibo, the Bam- 
hurgher of Bamburgh, Enver Bey of 
Loch Enver, Sir Jeroboam Szlmnper gf 
Inchnadamph (wearing the unifom of 
the Joppa Fusiliers), Mr. Virgil P. 
Boyles, Miss Gulielma Zeltinger, Mr. 
Alonzo KimhaU, the Hospodar of Wal- 
lachia, the Ban of Croatia, Mr. Homer P. 
Tonka, Mr. and Mrs. Baddeley Tartan 
(of New York), and other representatives 
of leading Highland county families. 

The bridegroom, a magnificent albino, 
clad in the superb magenta uniform of 
the Magellan Carahiniers and accoim 
panied by his cousin the Bambm-gher 
of Bamburgh, arrived promptly at noon, 
the hand of the Black (Waterbury) W^atch 
playing the national anthem of Tierra 


the hand of the Black (W'aterhury)W^atch conscience, was never pro- 

playing the national anthem of Tierra Agnostk to his Love. ’‘It's such waste perly developed. True, there was promise 
del Fuego as he passed beneath the of a really nice girl to throw you into the Nile ; in- the scene between Satni and his lover,, 
sumptuously decorated pergola into the and anyhow you he much too slim to make it the girl who had been cbosen by the 


assert that there is any such thing, not, 
at any rate, within range of mortal 
advances. He contents himself with a 
sort of glorified Socialism, and, if the 
“false gods” had only been British 
Dukes, he might have been a Budgeteer 
after Mr. Lloyd-George's own heart, 
though perhaps a shade too scrupulous. 
In the end the old order prevailed, 
which should he an encouragement for 
the Peers. 

Talking of politics, Mr. Birj^, who 
was present on the first night, may have 
caught the dear old maxim : “ We must 
not make martyrs, if we can help it.” 
If so, I hope he thought of his Irish 
catde-drivers. I 

Ml*. Henry Ainley, as Satni, the potter’s 
I son, had practically the only acting part. 
I never mistook him for an Egyptian, 
hut I was bound to admire the courage 
of his convictions and his masterly 
alternations of restraint and expansion. 
But the human interest of the play, 
which had its opportunity in the clash 


sacred edifice. On the arrival of the overflow properly.” sacrifice that the Nile might be 

Grand Duchess, who wore a sumptuous Sat}ii . , . Mr. Henry Ainlfx persuaded- to overflow (Miss Evelyn 

chinchilla fonelio with platinum pom- Yaoima . . Miss Evelyn H’Alroy. D’Alroy played the part of Yaotema 

poms, and was accompanied by her by his translator. But if the adapta- with a very quiet dignity), but both of 
brother the Grand Duke Prosper (in tion is an honest one then I gather that them, the girl especially, were too pre- 
Highland costume), who gave her away, M. Brieux credits himself with having -occupied with the claims of their respec- 
the band played . “.The Star-spangled discovered a brace of bright new truths: tive creeds to give love a dog’s chance. 
Banner.” There were no bridesmaids, (i) That there must have been agnostics ' It was rather sad to see Mrs. Patrick 
but the sermon was preached in Esper- in most ages ; (2) That it is poor work Campbell playing a superfluous part in I 
unto, and after the service the entire destroying old creeds unless you can a sketchy dress that ill became her, and 
wedding party proceeded to inversquish offer something satisfying in their place, to hear her wasting her golden voice 
Castle fur the wedding breakfast. In Well, it doesn’t take much genius to over some very tedious pathos with only 
honour of the principals the viands were think of things like that. I believe I here and4hei*e a touch of poetry in it. 


Mr. Henry Ainlfx 
Miss Evelyn H’Alroy. 


j spadally chosen to illustrate the inter- could have guessed them .both myself, - As for the Actor-manager, he reserved | 
mtional character of the alliance, and with my socks down. himself, as High Priest, for the pomps 

; included pemmicau, capercailzie . The trouble came about through a of the Final Act. His get-up was ad- 

. and sturgeon steaks, while the fountains potter’s son (trained for the priesthood) mirahle, and he had the ^satisfaction of 
ran with vodka until a late hour. The going on a two-years’ tonr and getting making a fool of Hie Pharaoh, and even 
prints, which numbered more than his mind broadened. Where he picked threatened him with the disestabliish- 
a thousand, included three dirigible up his agnosticism I can’t imagine. At meat of the State. Also, he tlnew off 
: balloons, twenty samovars, a complete this period— whatever it was — most some very sound cynicism on the social 
set ol the works of Gogol, a fiine cottage other nations were busy with creeds as advantages to he derived from even the 
gumacxi, a diamond-hilted Mstem, and crude as his father’s. Anyhow, he rottenest hierarchy. But it was not a 
postal orders from local admirers. returned home and denounced the bestial great part, and, for what there was of it. 


- As for the Actor-manager, he reserved 
himself, as High Priest, for the pomps 
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Sir Herbert, the Actor, had cliiefly to 
thank Sir Beerbohjf, the Manager. 

The minor characters seemed to occupy 
a needless amount of our time over 
trivialities — such as 4he repairing of 
the broken horn of the hippopotamus- 
goddess, or the lesson in the elementary 
principles of moral intelligence, though 
the last was, no doubt, a necessary part 
of the game. 

The scenery, with the exception of 
the dull foreground of Act III., was very 
effective; but the crowds (organised 
as admirably as ever) were for the 
most part without attraction and never 
came near to moving my sympathy, ex- 
cept for their ugliness. Indeed, I can- 
not think how the Agnostic was ever 
j induced to set the machinery of the 
j Isis-niiracle in motion out of pity for a 
collection of supplicants who were merely 
noisy and repeUent. Nor did the fre-j 
quent spectacle of individuals prostrat-l 
ing themselves with their back view to 
the audience contribute greatly to the 
general sum of beauty, 0. S. 

“The Great Divide.” 

There was a large crowd of Americans 
and me at the Adelphi to welcome Mr. 
William Vaughn Moody's melodramatic 
play. The Great Dicide, I have had a 
warm corner in my heart for Arizona 
since first I saw it on the map, and it 
was in a Phillip Jordan's cabin in 
Southern Arizona that the First Act took 
place. When I saw that they all had 
six-shooters and brown shirts I knew 
tliat it was correct, but in spite of this 
I was very unhappy for the first few 
minutes. I couldn’t keep up at all. At 
last I began to realise that the autlior 
was making desperate efforts to leave 
Ruth Jordan alone in the cabin, but 
could not get some of the other charac- 
ters to go. However, he managed it in 
about twelve minutes, and then the fun 
began. Entered three “ greasei's ” (jolly 
word) — Dutch, Pedro, and Stephen Ghent. 
To save herself from the others, RiUh 
offers herself to Stephen, the least 
depraved, our Mr. Henry Miller no less. 
Stephen buys off one of his companions, 
shoots the other, and carries off Ruth to 
the deputy-sheriff or some such cheese, 
who marries them at break of day. 

Act II. finds them in Stephen's cabin 
in the Corderilla Mountains. I ought 
to say that his character had completely 
changed at the moment that he first saw 
Ruth and that he is now a kindly and 
stoutish mine-owner. So at least he 
appears to us (and to himself); but Ruth 
cannot forget the drunken greaser who 
carried her off. After many woi*ds, and 
many attempts by Ruth and the author 
to explain her mixed feelings, Phillip 
Jordan, the brother (a man to whom I 
took an intense dislike), turns up, and 
with the lady’s consent takes her home 



BOTH WAYS. 

Tiihc-Lift Man says ‘No Smoking’ — can’t you read?” 

Wag, “Pardon mb— it says ‘Smoke P. P. C.,’ and that ’s wiiat I ’m doing.” 


to Mrs. Joixlan, who lives at Milford 
Corners, Mass, 

By the time Act III. begins there is 
wbat Stephen calls a “little rooster.” 
Ruth has not seen or heard of her 
husband, nor has he seen his child. But 
there lias been a plot by Mrs. Jordan 
to bring them together ; and now 
Stephen appears in his town clothes 
looking more like a fairly bad butler 
than anything else. There is one more 
attempt at explanations, and Stephen 
says a lot of things to her which he 
ought to have said before (and one 
thing which he ought never to Imve 
said — namely, that all the angels 
“ working overtime ” eould nob blot out 
his sins : a typical American joke at 


which the American audience laughed 
boisterously). In the end Ruth realises 
that she will never explain just how she 
feels, and Stephen revises that as long 
as he is in his best suit nobody could 
possibly love him ; and so they start 
off together to the Wild West again. 
Accompanied by the little rooster. 

Miss Edith Wynne Matthison was 
superb in a ve y difficult part. She 
understood the character at least as well 
as did Ruth Jordan and Mr. William 
Vaughn Moody. Mr. Henry Miller I 
should like to see in comedy. He has 
great gifts of facial expression and a 
quiet natural manner, but the “ strong 
(and stxiutish) silent man” is too easy 
a part for him. M. 
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admirably assimilates.. This time we move among the 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. jerry-built purlieus of Barking, and Mr. Matt Gasswade, 

/n n 7 » Ox .C r j ni i \ professor of bricks and mortar, is the shoddy villain of the 

(By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Glerhs.) piece. The book is a collection of types associated rather by the 

Tilda is indeed the dearest and most nimble of gutter- accident of neighbourhood than by an]^very strong dramatic 
snipes. Thoroughly alive to all the charms of the Black relationship. We miss the bright thread of love-romance 
Country, she is not slow to discover that the chief of them is that runs through the author s last work, The Borderland ; 
the romantic ease with which you escape thence into the for the wooing of^ Selina Sliadd by George Baversham is too 
ftiirest fields and pastures of England. Manii>ulating the cynical to come within that category. But romance was pro- 
rescue of a sweet boy child from his orphanage prison, she bablv never the dominant feature of this down-river locality, 
drifts by canal barge from Wolverhampton-way to Stratford- and Mr. knows what he is doing when he confines 

on-Avon, glides by canoe to Evesham, rushes by motor to himself to its native flora and does not worry about exotics. 
Tewkesbury, and sails triumphant per SS. Evan Evans to her He observes sympathetically, and lias the power to make 
island goal, Holmness. In aU this she is aided by no tire- others see what he has seen. The environment of his 
some miracles, but relies only on her shrewd use of the better characters is naturally rather sombre and colourless, but he 
nature of chance acquaintances. The pathetic opening of relieves it with many gay touches of humour, not too subtle 
True Tilda (J. W. Arrowsmith) is perhaps a little common- for the conditions which provoke them. 

place, but that small blemish is soon forgotten in the rare ; 

sense of atmosphere which “ Q.” maintains. As the leader When I began to read A Reaping (Heinemaijn), I thought 
progresses he will see that none of the poetic and humorous that the first person singular of Mr. E. F. Benson’s charmingly 
possibilities of the situation has been overlooked, and, if at discursive reflections was an imaginary author, not to be 


any time he ventures to 
predict the end of a 
chapter, he will always 
be delighted to find 
that he has predicted it 
wrongly. He will be 
kept incessantly agog 
by turns and twists of 
frolic and caprice, which 
are never laboured, and, 
as he finishes the book 
with the ^etry of the sea 
still ringing in his ears 
and the only laughter 
wliich is worth laughi ng 
still bubbling from his 
lips, he will place liis 
hand on his heart (if lie 
can find it) and breathe 
a fervent “ Thank Q, ” 

Mr, Walhingshaw, the 
hero of The Prodigal 
Fat/ier(MiLLS ani)Boon\ 
vras a reputable Wiiter - 
to the Signet until — in 


cousin Legs, who lived 

" with them, was also 

EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE GREAT.-lll. Mr. B™ 

Sir Walter Raleigh takes his first lesson in smoking. found^ it necessary to 

— — — lose him. But of course 

a gouty moment — he consulted 1 1 knew that there had to he an accident or an illness in Mr. > 


Professor Gyms, and started rather precipitately upon what Benson’s hooks to make them legal ; the copyright expires 
I need not apologise for calling his backward career. Indeed unless the hero does, as one might say. Each month has 
theresultof the treatment prescribed for him was that he cast a chapter to itself-— a pretty arrangement, but one which 
off his years with amazing rapidity, and that his spirits rose makes for artificiality. Thus, being quite sure that Helen 
piost iiuiecorously as he pursued his wild course down the ages, didn’t really rush around the Continent in that last month 
A middle-aged widow to whom he* had been engaged in his but one, I could not help remembering that Mr. E. F. Benson 
exemplary’; days was no longer gay enough for his rejuve- was a well-known Greek authority, fuU of pleasant thoughts 
nated notions ; even a little blow-out in London,” refx'esh- on Athens in spring which would j ust fill a chapter. Yes, 
ing as it was for the. time, could not curb his increasing it is a good chapter, but I think his wife’s health siiould 
youthfiilness. \\ e leave him standing first in the batting have come first. 

averages of a select private school, though he woidd soon — == 

llflft V “The crocJcecl stick which was stated to be a Tam o’ Shanter. but 

^ ^ Ml. SrOREll Clocston has which was really a helmet, Avas somewhat less remarkable than the 

ueujcated ins wok to an unknown correspondent who once wheel.’* — Nciceastle Chronicle. 

imde a cerhiin suggestion ; ” "but if tlie idea is not Mr. It sounds more like Hahhy Laudee. 

Hr>rsTONB 1 can nevertheless congratulate him upon the 
amusing way in which he has treated it, and upon the vanity 

which is to be found in this farcical entertainment. “From the chm-ch to the street raa a pagoda adorned with the 

Braganza colours — crimson and blue.” — The Evening Neics. 

In the uiK^nipromising title of his new novel, Low Society “ One can fancy them thinking they were being conveyed in pagomas 


In the unconipromising title of his new novel, Low Society “ One can fancy them thinking they were being conveyed in pa 


((^KSTABLE), ItOBERT HALIFAX ” makes no attempt to mislead Chinese fashion ! **— Ashton Reporter. 

his public. IfejjB is fair notice that we are invited once more What very handy things they must be. Here as a be- 
to breathe the umnspiring atmosphere which the author so ginning, are two ways of spelling and using them.' 
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is rumoured that Lord L*vnsiot*me 


and Mr. Balfour will be found to have 
tied for tlie prize offered by a certain 
firm of tea-planters to the person sending 
in the most correct detailed foio^cast of 
‘‘ What the Lords will do with the 
Budget.” 

* id 


that, as the result of the enterprise 
of a commercial combination, nine new 
meat steamers will shortly inalcc their 
aj-^iicaraiiee. 


* * 
* 


intruder had a wash. This should ren- 
der identification easy. 


^ * 
4e 


Lightning, last week, saved some men 
of the 1st Cheshme Itegiment the trouble 
of striking a tent. 


* * 
* 


This is essentially the Age of the 
Poor Man. He may now even be said 
to be fairly on his way to obtain his own 

motor-car.* Several “Halfpenny Bazaars ” | last point of superiority over the other 
luive been opened in London, and, ; sex has now, vanished. The newest 


Tliese are black days for men. Their 


Are the Dukes at last beginning to Jam mg other articles which may be 


cultivate a humble spirit ? One at least 
Las confessed himself a go.se. The 
Duke of Devonshire, speaking at fladdon 
Hall, advised that the Government should 
not kill the goose that 

Lu s the golden egg. 

♦ * 

* 

The police have issued | 
a warning against a 
thief who is masquerad- 
ing as a political agent. 

Humours, too, reach us 
of yet another who goes 
about disguised as a 
statesman. ^ ^ 

The recent outbreak! 
of sickness at Chats- 
worth House, when the 
ducal owner and'^some 
of his children sufered 
from what is described 
as ** a slight gastric 
disturbance,” is now 
thought to have been 
caused by, Cabinet Pud- 
ding. * * 

* 

Since Lord Hugh 
Cecil stated that he 
thought he paid less in 
taxes than he might 
reasonably be asked to 
pay, he has, we under- 
stand, received offers 
from quite a number 
'of persons expressing 
willingness to help him 

over his difficulty. 

* * 

During his stay, in Scotland General j 
Botha devoted himself to golf. Tbe| 
General, it may be remembered, received 
some lessons in driving from Lord 
KnCHEN/R. 

* * 

An advertisement from The Liveriiool 
Echo :-r 

“LIVERPOOL PHIIilARMONIO HALL 

CARUSO 

WILL SIKG TO A 

PIANO TO-NIGHT.” 

This seems a poor sort of audience for 
so distinguished an aHiste. 

* 

There would seem to be no finality as 
to the material out of which sea-going 
craft may be made. There is, we believe, 
already a Cork Steampacket Company : 
and now a contemporary informs us 


obtained there for the price mentioned 
are, we are told, motor goggles. 

s|e t 
* 

An Englishman who stated that 


tailor-made gowns lor women are to luu'e 
po/kets. 


‘He (Ml*. Blrrell) was suffering from a relaxed 


throat on Fridav*. 



. The engagement he had 
entered into to take i^ait in 
the laying of the foundation 
stone of a new Baptist 
Cliapel at the Mii3nble.s 
cannot, of course, be ful- 
filled .” — The Daily Neics, 

It sounds just the place 
for a relaxed throat. 


IHr. Cody as reported 
in The Manchester Even- 
wg Chronicle : — 

“ Hills, tall trees, s})ires, 
chiraney stalks, using a 
biplane now, I believe firmly 
in the ])riuciple of the mono- 
plane.” 

Quite right. One must 
be decentlv exclusive. 


A tempest of laughter 
was unchained by this very 
palxiahle hit.” 

Daily Chronicle, 
Tlie reader mustn't get 
into the way of thinking 
that any old hit will let 
a tempest off the chain. 
It has to be a very pal- 
pable one. 


Wax FiGCRrs of hie explouers Cook axd Pe.vrv are about to be rLACEt) wmi 
Lieuten.vnt Shack [.Eton’s at Madame Tussavd’s. It is iioped that a t’ARF.FUL 
nATCir A\n.L be kept over them, or some sren catastrophe as this may occur. 


lived in Grosvenor Square, London, has j there is still 


“ Alan wanted to bring up 
' a Spaniel Pup .” — Neiveastle 
I Eiening Chronicle. 

I Hark to tbe trumpet’s 
- clarion call 1 Verily 
work for men to do in 


been sentenced in Berlin to one day’s 
imprisonment and a fine of £2, for strik- 
ing a postal employee at the principal 
post-office there. Is it possible, we 
wonder, that the ignorant foreigners 
were unaware of the social status of 
Grosvenor Square ? 

SK * 

* 

A seal which was found disporting 
itself in Grimsby fish docks last week 
was, The Mail tells us, netted by two con- 
stables, and conveyed to tlie police-sUition. 
It will, we presume, be charged with an 
offence against the laws as to gambolling. 
* 

The pavilion at Prestatyn golf-course 
was forcibly entered last week and a con- 
siderable sum of money stolen.^ There 
was evidence that, before leaving, the 


England. 


“ Cook Mr, Oxton 
Fearey Mi aud Airs ” 

Buxton Gazette Vl^Uora* List, 

Etukishook and gum-drops are forbid- 
den subjects at the table dlibte. 


Secrets of Success. 

Each floor is on the same level, which 
is not always the case in mammoth 
Hotels.” 


A Mixed Character. 

Extract from Mr. Roo.-'Evelt's letter to 
the Bureau of Fisheries 

“ The water is fairly temperate. It is slightly 
alkaline, but it is habitually drunk.” 


VOL. axxxvii. 


0 




218 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[September 29 , 1909 . 


THE MYSTERY SOLVED. 

DiwVit Mil. Punch, — The explanation of 
the KrrciiENER-Cui?zoN coincidence is as 
clear as mud. Lord Kitchener, being 
essentially a man of action and not an 
orator, applied to his old friend and 
c.:»lieaguc, I-X3rd Oitizon, to draft him a 
speech, and Lord Curzon, unconsciously 
reconstituting tlie scene of his own fare- 
well, re-wrote, with very slight varia- 
tions, the address which he had himself 
delivered on that historic occasion. 

"i^ours truly, 

" Splendide Verax. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — The practical 
identity of Lord Kitchener’s farewell 
speech with that of Lord Curzon is, I 
think, to be attributed to a rare but not 
unprecedented manifestation of dual 
personality. Lord Kitchener, as every- 
body knows, was engaged for a long 
time in a heated controversy with Lord 
Curzon, in which he ultimately carried 
the day, with the result that Lord 
Curzon resigned the Viceroyalty. Loid 
Kitchener, having thus ousted and 
eaten up his antagonist, naturally came 
to regard himself as the legitimate 
successor to his position and influence 
and by a natural transition to his 
entire mentality. This absorption in- 
volved tlie appropriation of his thoughts 
and general outlook, and so his farewell 
banquet induced him to repeat the 
speech of his vanquished rival. 

Y'ours faithfully, 

Record.\tor. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — was discussing the 
strange episode of the Kitchener-Curzon 
speeches this afternoon with my friend 
that inveterate punster, Mr. Oscar Bau- 
THAS.AR Mouat. “ The speeches are cer- 
tainly curiously similar,” I observed. 

Naturally,” retorted the inveterate pun- 
ster, “because they were both Simla 
(similar) orations.” Thinking that tins 
was too good to be lost, I at once took a 
note of the witticism, which I place un- 
reservedly at your disposal. 

Very truly yours, 

Aloernon Ashton. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — No one has yet 
suggested the most satisfactory and 
convincing explanation of this puzzling 
affair of the Kitchener-Curzon speeches. 
Lard KixcimNER, it will be remembered, 
was embroiled in an acute controversy 
with Lord Curzon, but being one of the 
most gentle and kind-hearted of men, be 
conceived the charming if somewhat 
Quixotic plan of burying the hatchet by 
confessing himself unable to better the 
oratory of his antagonist. A more 
magminimous compliment could not be 
imagined, but unfortunately its subtlety 
has defeated its aim. 

Yours faithfully, 

A SUFEOLK J.P. 


Dear Mr. Punch, — The explanation of 
the similarity between Lord Curzon’s 
remarks and Lord Kitchener’s is sim- 
plicity itself. They both employ the 
same tired speech-writer. 

Yours, etc., Sleuth. 


THE SENTIMENTAL GOLF-EOUND. 

(An attempt to realise the romantic spirit 
of local advertisements.) 

Where the purple gloom of heather. 
Where the golden stars of gorse 
Twine and twist their roots together, 

Let me linger and endorse 
Praises of the moorland stretching 
Into vistas faint and fetching, 

Praises that the guide-book uttered of 
this pretty nine-hole course. 

By this tor, a famous beacon. 

Once, no doubt, were British huts ; 
Places that you ground your cleek on 
(Full of tantalising ruts) 

Saw the minstrel Druids gather, 

Solemn men with beards Eke lather, 
Witless that in time their temples 
W’ould provoke a Saxon’s “ Tuts.” 

There to leftward lies the ocean. 

Shining as a silver pall, 

Moving with its magic motion 
Onward till the breakers fail, 

Onw^ard till tbe foam-flake splashes 
O’er the sea-weed, like my mashies 
Tumbling on to greens where Taylor 
could not stop the berserk ball. 

Riglit, you have tbe moorland swelling, 
Mile on mile, with countless kinks, 
Mother of the streamlets welling 
Into vales w’here Ceres winks, 

Where the natives murmur “ Thiccy ” 
And their tongue is soft and tricky 
As this mass of vegetation which they 
choose to term a links. 

Stalwart men on tiny ponies, 

You shall see them in the dale, 

See them draining with their cronies 
Mugs of cider and of ale. 

Slack they seem and pleasant spoken,— 
Doubtless, though, their hearts are oaken, 
Witness my undaunted caddy search- 
ing on a tee-shot’s tiuil. 

Ah, but now the shadows darken. 
Hushed the fairy-haunted scene. 
Beauteous land of Devon, hearken ! 

Help me, as with some chagrin, 

By the souls of seadogs beckoned 
I prepare to play my second 
Out of this enchanted fern-tuft, to the 
faith-envisaged green. 


**For Sale, Bay Mare, 15 hands; ivarrauted 
quiet in all haniess, or would let out weekly.” — 
iSouth Wales Daily Post, 

There can be no particular call for 
him to “let out” at all, XJidess it 
I would be just to show what he could do 
I when he liked. 


EYES ACROSS THE SEA. 

We are very glad to be able to supple- 
ment the somewhat meagre account of 
the recent meeting of the Atlantic Union 
which has appeared in TJie Westminster 
Gazette, with a further record of the 
impressions of our English-speaking 
guests. 

Professor Elihu Lick, of the University 
of Tipperusalem, solemnly adjured his 
hearers to keep the well of English pure 
and undefiled. “You have,” he said, 
“too many dialects,” in particular specify- 
ing those of Bayswater,Hindhead, Oxford 
and Whitechapel. Even at Harridge’s 
Stores he had heard several words mis- 
pronounced, notably “coffee,” “salt,” 
“ surreptitious ” and “ aerated.” 

Mr. Slingsby Timrod, a ruddy Van- 
coiiverian, summarised his impressions 
as hereunder : — 

Favourable. Unfavourable. 

Girth of policemen. Language of golf 
Beauty of sandwich- players. 

men. ^ ^ Tyrolese hats. 

Herefordshire cider. The tabloid hahit. 

Mr. Victor Slumper, a Rhodes Scholar 
from Woolloomooiloo, was painfully 
struck by tbe increased consumption of 
China tea in good society and the rage 
for Pekinese dogs, and he quoted with 
great effect Tennyson’s line : 

“Better fifty peers of Eui-ope than a title of 
Cathay.” 

Dr. Wilford Harbottle, of St. Helena, 
stated that he was somewhat bewildered 
by a multiplicity of impressions, but 
perhaps tbe most striking was that 
created by tbe appearance of Mr. Corri- 
dor Abel, the famous novelist. From 
reading his books Dr. Harbottle was led 
to suppose that he was at least seven 
feet high, instead of which lie was of 
frail physique and weighed only 9 stone 
3 lbs. 

Archdeacon Mangles, of the Falkland 
Islands, was chiefiy impressed by the 
penetrating voices of the newspaper 
boys, which reminded him of the cries 
of the sea-birds at home, and the sump- 
tuous luxury of the National Liberal 
Club. 

Miss Wilburina Spacker, of Ithaca, 
Va., speaking in fluent Esperanto, de- 
plored the lack of skyscrapers, rapid 
elevators and quick lunches. 

Mr. Hiram Pimbbtt, of Philadelphia, 
expressed his astonishment at the gentle- 
ness and sleekness of the police. 

Besides the other performers already 
mentioned who diversified the entertain- 
ment by their performances, mention 
I should be made of Miss Rotorua Vampa, 
who sang Maori war-songs to the accom- 
paniment of the nasi-flauto, Dr, and Mrs. 
Gyrus ^ Shyster, plunkophone duettists, 
and Sig. Onoto Pennini, who gave his 
celebrated farmyard imitations. 







Vv 


the happy chance. 

..Aoru. 0 / “Com, ok, BOts, this 


the whereabouts of 

MRS. BILBROOKE. 


The bell wis tbete to be rung, so be tl 
i rang it. Tbe door was ^bere to be 
oneW so sbe opened it. K he bad b 
not ruiig the beU, sbe would not bwe n 

opened ire door. He might have ^wd . 
uW the doorstep and wbspered, a 
“Unen Sesame,” tffl bis tongue worked i 

have happened. The housemaid s name _ 

was not Sesame, and, even if it bad 
been, sbe would not have acted until , 
ae bad said “Please.” to save the 
bother of a “please” and to avoid a 
re-christening, be rang tbe bell and sbe 

Bilbrooke at home?” be 
said, to serve bis own ends. 

“ Maybe, Sir,” answered tbe maid, or 

^”^Tbere^is no ‘may’ about d,” be! 

“K she is at home, the 

Lme *No/ Agam I asls, f 
Bilbrooke at home?’ Be careful how 


you answer, for you are on your oath, 

“ n“can’t say whether . . •” began g 

^^“Iwas always taught in my infancy,’’ ! ft 
he interrupted severely, “ that there was ai 
no such iTOrd in the English bangu^e 
as ‘can’t.’ I suppose you wont ^j, s 
although you know. Is it not a litHe 
mean, when you know a sure thing like 

this to keep it to yourselt e 

^ “At my school, Sb,” said the 
L “they always said that silence was i 

» That,” answered be, “ is a .^b^ry s 
i long since exploded. TeU me. is Mrs. 

e Bilbrooke at home? 

“ I do not know'. Sir. 
a Think.” 

^ “ My mistress kis often greeted me 

,r that /am not here to think but to do as 

,e Biste^rd that instructive advice for] 
le the moment and try for this once to 

i *^‘?think, Sir,” said tbe luaid, “that in 
m all probability Mrs. Bilbrooke iB at home. 


“That is much better,” smd be 
cbeerfubv; “you improve rapidly witn 
"iLk^Your thinking IS v^ 
good and your conduct for the term 
fair to medium. Mrs. Bdbrwke being 

at home, I should like to SM her. _ 

“If I may be permitted to saj 
said tbe maid, as sbe started to shut 
tbe door, “she might qmte possibly like 

^°‘^Stop” said be, placing bis “ 
the door, yoa iiiake a mistake. 

; next moU kould have been to tlmow 
open tbe door and to mak^at any rate, 
r sdme show of welcome. You say that 
Mrs. B'dbrooke is at home ? 

’ “ I said, Sir, tliat I thought sbe might 

1 ^^‘^TliarS good enough for me,” said 
,e be, endeavouring to force an entrance. 
“I will step inside, taking it tto. ... 
‘‘Take it how you hke, Sir, said 
ir the maid, not swerving from her pohey 
tolS rSed door. ““Whether Mrs 
Bilbrooke be at home or not at honm 
in at tbe moment, this certainly is not 
1 Mrs, Bilbrooke’s home. 
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SHADOWS FROM THE PAST. i 

The Danish Steelyard. ] 

It is a long time since I first met him — thirty-five years ] 

ago, to be strictly accurate — and our acquaintance lasted only ^ 
some eight weeks. In that shoi*t period I got to know Mm ^ 
intimately, learnt, I suppose, to appreciate all his sterling 
necessary qualities, interfused him, so to speak, in the 
substance of my mind, passed an incredibly futile examina- i 
tion which contained him — and then dismissed hm into J 
blind forgetfulness. Indeed, I have hardly thought of him ( 

again until to-day. ^ 

— ^ 

Perliaps I ought to ask pardon for speaking of the Danish ] 

Steelyard as a person. I plead that it is more picturesque < 
to say “ he ’’ and him ” than to keep on with a reiteration : 
of ** it,” and besides I have absolutely and entirely forgotten ( 
what he was or why he was, or for what reason I was • 
compelled to study his characteristics. In the place in which 
I am writing there Jire at my service innumerable books of 
reference, and in a few moments I could grind up and com- 
nuiaicate ail the knowledge that ever existed about all the 
Danish Steelyards that were ever created, but I prefer to 
remain as I am. Thus I am not tied down to a possibly 
liideous actuality ; if I like I can summon an ideal D. S. to 
my mind ; I can picture him as a cosmic force, a beautiful 
illusion of yoatli, a knitter of friendships, a comforter in 
affliction, a thousand happy and transitory things out of 
which dreams and Mgh ambitions were once fashioned. No, 

I shall not renew my once intimate knowledge of the 
Danish Steelyard. 

It was ill Trinity College, Cambridge, that he first swam 
into my ken on an October morning. Nine o’clock was but 
a minute off. A thin mist lay lightly over the Old Court, and a 
pale sun was faintly struggling through. The cook’s porters, 
white-robed and balaucing blue kitchen-boxes on their heads, 
w'ere making their way to the rooms of the haughty second 
and third-year men who were about to breakfast. We were 
freshmen, a large bunch, in all our new glory of caps and 
gowns, and we were gathered together for a 9 o’clock lecture. 
Directly afterwards 9 o’clock began to strike, and we trooped 
into the lecture-room. 

Somehow, as I think of this throng, I invest it with the 
weary splendours of the present as well as with the glamour 
of the past. That youngster with the brown skin and the 
flashing dark eyes of a Spaniard is the Judge of a County 
Court. He is styled "‘youi* Honour,” and yet at other times 
it seems that men call him “Black Jim,” to distinguish Mm 
from “Scholar Jim,” who is a Headmaster and a mighty 
player of Rugby football. Another Headmaster is there, too, 
a bluff, downright fellow with a straight clear look in Ms 
eyes, I can see him also, and his brother, at Lord’s on a 
July day, and the brother merges into a Right Honourable 
front-bencher. And there are barristers and parsons not a 
few ; and a Govenior of the Bank of England slaps me on 
the back; and a shy, pink-cheeked family solicitor from 
Gloucestershire takes his seat next me. A silent man moves 
about pricking off our names on a sheet of paper. He never 
asks even a freshman’s name: he knows it by instinct. 
Then the lecturer begins to talk to us, and suddenly he. 
mentions the Danish Steelyard. 

I believe the D, S. had a humble relation who was generally 
sroken of as the Common Steelyard. I have a vague notion 
mat there was something British about the Common Steel- 
yard, something that distinguished him to his advantage 
frcmi the aKm adventurer who was foisted upon us at this 
early stage of our Cambridge career ; but I am no more sure 


about than I am about the other. I half think, now 
that I bend my mind to it, that he was slightly less com- 
plicated ; that he was a sort of take-me-or-leave-me Steelyard 
with no special pretensions, while the Dane was arrogant and 
insisted on his own surpassing merits. TMs, however, is the 
mere shadow of a shade of a recollection. 

There, at any rate, I must let the matter rest, for it is 
strange that when, as now, I think of the D. S. I straightway 
forget him, and remember only the vanished magic of this 
dehghtful w'orld— youth, Mgh spirits, vigour and friendship ; 
the grey courts and rugged towers of the College ; the hazy- 
commons, the beat of eight oars in unison — all that made 
life a joy tMrty-five years ago. And I know that when, a 
century hence, some careful investigator affects to paint the 
manners and describe the feelings of our time and the causes i 
of them, he will remember all the unessential tMngs, but he 
will forget to mention the Danish Steelyard. 


THE LAST STRAW. 

[The chameleons at the Zoo are reported to be in a had way. Their 
sole food, it appears, is the gi-eenfly, or blight, and this year the roses 
in the Zoological Gardens (and the poet’s backyard) have been singularly 
free from this affliction.] 

Full oft I voiced the loud and impious cuss, 

With visage growing glum and ever glummer, 

Over the totally ridiculous 
Vagaries of tMs recent English summer, 

Wherein I burned my Yuletide log in June 
(A jolly sight too soon). 

And yet one consolation came to me, 

My fur-lined coat at least was decked with posies, 
And I grew glad at heart again to see 
The perfect health of my small patch of roses. 

I counted it a hit of real all right 
To find them free from blight. 

They did not go to swell an insect’s turn, 

Falling (if roses can) as dead as mutton ; 

Not mine to mourn at seeing them become 
A summer banquet for a greenfly glutton. 

No, they were healthy, fragrant, fresh and sweet. 

In fact, a fair old treat. 

But now no sort of solace can I win ; 

My sympathetic eyes must fain weep freely on 
Learning this present season’s shortage in 
The commissariat of the poor chameleon, 

A rummy little brute, who makes, ’tis said, 

Greenfly his daily bread. 

Bare platters at the little lizard’s meals 
Leave no good point remaining with the weather, 
And there is nothing more to do, one feels, 

But cuss it once again — ^this time together. 

So come, chameleons, let your voices go ; 

When I count three, say, “ Blow 1 ” 


Our Weekly Recipe. ISTo. liLliLLI. 

“Laundry Hint. — an otmee of alum is added to the last water used i 
to rinse children’s bottles they will he rendered non-inflammable.” — i 
The Cape Argus, 

You didn’t know that. 

“Alter a sharp gymnastic display Mrs. Talbot distributed the 
prizes.”-— Tiie Monihig Post. 

It sounds as though the Encydopcedia Britannica was one 
of them. 
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CONSOLATION. 

Sybil, Mildred, Rose and Vi, 

Emma (Em) and Amy (Ame), 

Rose the Second, Janet, Di, 

Mamie, GraceandWliat’s-yonr-nanie, 
Cdadys, Olive, Joyce and Fay, 

Hear what I have got to say : — 

I have wooed you, ladies dear, 

One and all but one by one ; 

For you all I ’ve let api:)ear 
- Marked appreciation — 

Marked, that is, at various dates 
By flowers, gloves and chocolates. 

To the whole sixteen of you 
I had something to propose, 

Which, when I had dared to do, 

I was met with fifteen No’s. 

(From my second Rose I got 
Merely an indignant ** What ? ”) 

Sybil, Mildred, Gladys, Grace 
Frankly owned they did not care ; 
Em and Olive liked my face. 

But their hearts were booked else- 
where. 

Rose the former, Mamie, Vi 
Jibbed, but gave no reason why. 

Sordid reasons prompted Fay, 

Janet, Amy, Di and Joyce. 

There I witnessed with dismay. 

Woman’s mercenary choice. 

She, whose name I have forgotten, 

. Thought the bare idea was rotten. 

Cruel ladies, do not smirk 
In the illusory belief 
That my disappointments irk, 

That I am obsessed by grief. 

Nay, I fill myself with airs 
On my numerous “ affairs ” : — 

What with Sybil, Mildred, Amy, 
Ennna, Gladys, Olive, Jane, 

Violet, What ’s-her-name and Mamie, 
Rose and Grace and Rose again, 
What with Joyce and Fay and Di . . , 
What a fickle dog am I ! 


*^THE RED RAG.” 

Delvr Sir, — The Daily Wattle^ which' 
I brought out recently, has been sol 
successful, greatly owing to the wide I 
publicity given to it in your columns, 
that I have ventured to go further afield, 
as it were, and to cater for the cattle. 
In the hope that you will extend the 
same courteous assistance to this my 
latest venture, I beg to enclose a few 
cutlets from the forthcoming number of 
The Red Rag : — 

Mustard and Cress, 

Mr. Wilson Steer’s Exhibition of Pic- 
tures at the Calfoi Gallery has been one 
of the events of the season, being visited 
by enormous herds. 

Sir Loin and Lady de Boeuf’s Concert 
imt Sunday was a great success. Miss 



Hereford, one of the latest pHnie donne 
from the Midlands, sang several songs, 
her magnificent rendering of “ For 
Heifer and For Heifer” being particu- 
larly appreciated. 

Professor Galloway Bull has been 
appointed Master of Porterhouse, Cam- 
bridge. 

At Goring Petty Sessions last Satur- 
day two yoimg Bulls were heavily ringed 
for playing pitch-and-toss. 

From the Stalls. 

Kerry’s Theatre: — The Banderillcros, 
by Mr. Shan F. Bidlock. 
i The Oxford: — ^Horn and Hyde; The 
Buffaloes; Little Ticks; The Two Ayr- 
shires in their daring feat “Chewing 
the Cud; ” Happy Smith Fields, etc., etc. 

Late News. 

Ducie Steaks. 

Prime Outs 1 

Silver Grid 2 

Buttercup 3 

Won by a Shorthorn. 


Mid-Suffolk— Rolls to-day. 

Stoeh Exchange. 

Markets bullish. “Milks” rose two 
pints. I 

Miseellaneous. i 

High-class Confectionery. Linseed 
Cakes a speciality. B., 902, Long Acre. : 

Silverside, Alderney, — Board resi- 
dence. Good manger kept. Write Miss 
Meadows. 

Apartment for single young Heifer. 
Appb", The Chine, Slumklin. 

Take Calves’ Liver Pills. 

From the programme of the Ciaiety 
Theatre, Manchester : — 

“Press Cuttings. A Tropical Sketch by 
Bernard Sbaw.” 

This may explain wby it was censored. 

“ Lost black Pomeramaii dog, white on breast, 
three paws, and round month.''— Daily Fewa. 

We should know it anywhere. 
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THE BUDGET A.B.C. 


[A0Tiior’'3 Note.— This is meant as a handy jnaa heavily, lie is SO rich.’’ 

I^ide for all decent people ^;ho still resi^ct reflect a moment, 

the Clmreh, the Empire, Family Life, our Old ^ , .^*+ 1 , +i-,;o •»-»-» 9 TTp 

isj.>L;r,+tr niifi Sin* SPKKnER MliiiYON-WiLsoN. Whiit docb lic QO With thib Bioncy . lie 


Now, at first sight, that seems a lot of ships and men, and looks abont for some 
money, and hasty people say, “ Oh, we way of making Germany do it. 
must tax this man heavily, he is so rich.” Tariff Reform means making Germany 

But let us nause and reflect a moment. p^J-y ^avy. (Advt.) 


NoVlitv, and Sir ;Sp^’cer SLuiyon-Wilson, W Jiat Qoes lie qo wiin mis money i rm George, Lloyd-. 

Bart. (The order of the foregoing is merely doesn’t bury it or drop it down a well, never forget in mentioning 

alphalietieal ) In the Great Struggle which is No, he spends it; and hy spending it this person that onrs is the ‘^gentlemanly 
appimehing between O^er and Chaos, Free- Re gives employment to the poor people party.” Our references to the little Welsh 
afL f whom we ^ ^ |torney who was educated in a Board 

ful. Iln pamphlet form, 5s. per 1,000.)] for. Suppose you take away £10,000 from m.jgt therefore be moderate. 

. 1 ,. . our Duke in taxes. What is the result . «« Thief, Traitor, and Foul-mouthed Tuh- 

t* ? + * +1 1 Why, he spends £10,000 less! That is thumper” is perhaps as far as Tve may 

The connection between the humble *vvorking people lose .^^th propriety. 

SaunanandthetyrannietUl^p-GEORGE £10, 000 worth of employment. So that Tariff Reform means more gentlemen, 
may not he apparent at lirst sight ; but trying to tax a Duke yon are really (Advt. 


such ammuiiitioil as this cannot fail to be use- 
ful. (In iianiphlet form, os. per 1,000.)] 

Alligators. 


may not he apparent at first sight ; but 


it is obvious that the more our rich men widow and the orphan, 

are taxed the less money they will have ] 3 egi(i 0 a hurting the feelings of a wise 
for spending abroad on the banks of tbe icind ly legislator ! 

... PC O 4'Ti ^ 


Amazon. Tariff Refoim, therefore, 
means free food for alligators ; Socialism 
means the decay of family life amongst 
owr larger reptilia. 

Tariff Refonii means more gaiters for 


Tariff Reform means Happier Dukes. 

(Advt.) 

Employment. 


Tariff Reform means more gentlemen. 

(Advt. 

Lords (The). 

It is now practically certain that 
the Lords wiU do something; The 
Daily Express (Unionist), The West-- \ 
minster Gazette (Radical), and The Times 
(Independent) are all agreed upon this. 


-(AD^T.) 

Balfour, 


our larger reptilia. ^ This is reall}’’ a continuation of my The probability is that they will insist 

Tariff Refoim means more gaiters for last paragraph, only I thought you might xipon a general election, call for the 

alligators.— (AD^T.) ^0 put yourhats 'on again.^ Roughly resignation of Mr. Churchill, disfranchise 

Balfour. speaking, the nation may be divided into the working man, and abolish the safety 

The policy which our great leader first Employers and Employed. (And, under miss at hiUiards. In such a course they 
announced in 1903, and has advocated this beastly Govermnent, Unemployed.) would be supported by the whole country, 
untiringly ever since, is Tariff Reform. Now I have akeady shown the iniquity of Tariff Reform means Lord Blumenfeld. 
What is Tariff Reform ? {Loud and pro- putting these extra taxes on to the very 

longed Cheers, and a Yoke, Shame ! ”) men who create employment, and of 

We shall come to that later on. course the same argument applies to 

Tariff Reform means Full Speed Ahead. all the old taxes. That is to say, no 

(Ad\t.) Employer ought to pay ayiy kind of tax. 

Correspondence. Who should, then? for we must have be wrest eci iromyou. loumay be 

There are only two ways of writing ^ Navy {see small hills). Why, the middle of a game of croquet— 

letters just now. The first begins, Employed, of course ; in other words, actually in position for the third hoop — 


Tariff Reform means Lord Blumenfeld. 

(Advt.) 

Property. 

If this Budget is allowed to become 
law there will he no such thing as 


Employer ought to pay ayiy kind of tax. property. Your little patch of garden 
Who should, then? for we must have be wrested from you. You may be 


letters just now. 


“DjlirSir Baronet,— I humbly venture the working mau ! you see that ? Lloyd -George. 

to enclose my little account,” and ends Rdorm means Common Sense. One of his hirelings will come and take 

with a respectful reference to the weather. (Advt.) the lawn away from you; as likely as 

The second is more important, and must Fiscal Kefotm. not, he will pinch the mallets too. 

be given in full : Tliis is simply another name for Tariff Reform means croquet for all. 

’^^^^Cro8te}iorSqmre,W. Tariff Reform, which is the only alter- « ... (Advt.) 

native to this Socialistic Budget. Other „ . Socialism. 

J B}oadland3,nr,Eversliot m “ Protoo Socialism means— 

aS “ Fref I- Tlie nationoHsation of 

td.Y. Aramwta, Tariff Reform means Ellis'Barker. the means of pi eduction and 

(•' Strike out five of these.) (Advt.) distribution; 

Dear Sir, — I much regret that owing Foreigner (The). ^(I’oitq/tZ^/) Atheism, Free Love, and 

to the increased taxation imposed hy the (Shame !) Death to Edward the Se^otth ; 

Budget (which I shall never pay, as it ai-e raising this year some IH. /or Anything in 

IS (Krtoin to be thrown out hy the Ji^^^dreds of millions in taxes. The Tariff f.- 

Lords) I am compelled to ^ni^se at money is spent in carrying on the work CADT^i 

^mebody s exj^nse, and that therefore Qf country, in policing our streets Tarijff* Reform. 

I shall be unable to renew my Buhsenp- and in defending our shores. Who pays After the lucid explanations of my 
ton to youi Children s HohdayFund. these taxes? You and I! Lxoti-d-George advertisement manager it is hardly neces- 
You nmy also miss th^eheef ^Chnstmas. ^^kes «s pay them! And this is caUed sary for me to speak at any length about 
Yoims regret^y ..The People’s Budget”! Now the Tariff Reform. But in a .general wav 

(MutogmostoftheEmbankmenO ^ternative to this Budget is Tariff it may he sdd that Tan^ff R?fom me^s 
P.S.-I am sending a copy of this Reform; and what do^ Tariff Reform what the other side say the Budget 
^ ^ ^ except the hit mean? It means 'tnahhigthe foreigner means, only more of it (or less of it, as 

about tiie Loras. mv / It means makin^r Germanv naV I noon moYT 


Tai'iff Reform means Common Sense. 

(Advt.) 

Fiscal Reform. 

Tliis is simply another name for 
Tariff Reform, which is the only alter- 
native to this Socialistic Budget. Other 
names for Tariff Reform are “ Protec- 
tion ” and “ Free Trade,” 

Tariff Reform means Ellis'Barker. 

(Advt.) 

Foreigner (The). 

(Shame !) 

We are raising this year some 


is (Krtoin to be thrown out hy the to^dreds of millions in taxes. The 
Lords) I am compelled to economise at money is spent in carrying on the work 
^mebody s excuse, and that therefore Qf country, in policing our streets 


about tlie Lords. mt// It means making Germany pay the case may be). 

Tariff Keform means Beef at aristmaa for OUT Navy ! Supposing you had a Tariff Reform also means Ellis Tt .™ 

(Advt.). wife and two pretty children, wouldn’t (Advt.) 

having to work for them? Zinc. 

(Hats off, please.) Wouldn’t you much rather that some- And so I arrive at Z. It is now 

I want you to follow me very carefully body else— the man that lived opposite generally admitted by all moderate 

tere, because the position of the Duke whom you disliked so— supported them thinkers that the Budget will ruin the , 
is often misunderstood by tactless persons, for you? Of course you would ! And in Zinc Trade. Tariff Reform would estab- j 
&ppos 6 that a Duke receives £200,000 the same way every patriotic Englishman lish it for ever. Englislimen, for wliich 
a-year for his services to the country, detests the idea of paying for his own will you vote? , A. A.M. ; 
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THOSE WHO ASK SHANT HAVE. 

Jeannette {Imelihig oitt). “ On, wiut a silly girl I AM--I Fonr i bad ASsurBU plum/** 


LE CHIEN TERRIBLE. 

[To A YOUXG-OUO PJSTRIEVER.] 

No, Riipeit, no : the glory has dispersed 
The sweet impression (and the muddy 
splash) 

You left upon me when I met you first 
And faintly called you “ Dash.” 

Flattered, I thought, “He knows an 
honest face; ” 

But riper friendship has betrayed how 
cheap 

Your adulations were, and dulled their 
grace : — 

Get down, you dingy sweep 1 

xUl canine humour may be overdone : 

My gloves were meant to wear, I want 
my hat: 

More, there are moments when it wearies 
one 

To improvise a rat. 

(The cosmic verities are rarely gained, 
.But none the less I differ from your 
view 

That earth’s phenomena may be ex- 
plained 

By boning them to chew.) 

Yon slipper doubtless was a work of art 
Before your earnest fangs revealed its 
woof : 

Nor should the soundness of a golf-balFs 
heart 

Be shown by dental proof. 

Yes, you have splendid teeth, and must 
have made, 

While young ambitions yet were un- 
deterred, 

The most distracting tyro of your trade 
That ever mouthed a bird. 

' Those, and a very tidy turn of speed, 
Topped by a bell-mouthed bay of 
blood-hound tone, 

Give you the finest points of every breed 
(Barring, of course, your own). 

But even genius is apt to tiro 

When so assertive, and so prone to 
range 

Regardless through the fouler sorts ot 
mire — 

Besides, you have the mange. 

I shall not wrestle for that chunk of 
wood, 

I shall not hurl you boulders any 
more ; 

The nameless glamour of your puppy- 
hood, 

Take it from me, is o’er. 

Go and amuse yourself with village 
fights, 

Or, if you lean to some less active bout, 

Proclaim a pogrom of your parasites ; 
But not in here ! Get out. 


HEROIC MEASURES. 

Advances m Homceopatht. 

(By our Mcdkal Achher.) 

[The cure of rheumatism by bee-stings was 
demonstrated at the Exhibition of the Surrey 
Bee-Eeepers’ Association.] 

Medical men are showing great interest 
in the new red-hot-poker treatment for 
stuttering. The poker is applied freely 
to various parts of the body until it 
fizzles. The treatment is useless if anrns- 
, thetics are employed, but it may be dis- 
continued, if the patient is in a weak 
state or eldeidy, as soon as ho becomes 
incoherent and the eyeballs protrude. ^ 
The mad-huU cure for acute sciatica 
is a theory lately advanced by a German 
investigator, and is based on the sup- 
position (not so far endorsed by any 
sufferers) that the complaint is purely 
nervous and therefore imaginary. The 
subject is placed in a large field con- 
taining from tlirce to five insane bulls 
with highly-pointed horns, and is recom- 
mended to run for the nearest hedge at 


a speed of from twenty to thirty miles 
per hour, regardless of pain. Owing to 
an unaccountable difficulty in pi*ocuring 
patients, experiments are for the present 
confined exclusively to reformatories and 
convict stations. 

An open-air sanatorium for sufferers 
from asthma is being erected at the 
South Pole. Invalids, wearing only a 
kilt, winter and summer, will bathe for 
half -an -hour twice a day until their 
temperatures fall below zero. They 
sleep on icebergs. Before retiring for 
the night the feet are placed in salted 
water until raw and then singed, jump- 
ing being generally indulged in during 
this exercise. The diet prescribed is 
a simple one of half -a -pound of cold 
mutton and two drachms of soda- 
water per diem. Over-heating should 
be avoided. 

Other remedies under examination by 
the faculty are the bull-dog treatment 
(for nervous diseases in children), tide 
Australian wild cat, and the ants’ nest 
one-night-curc. 




TO A MICHAELMAS GOOSE. 

[“ But fill me with the old familiar goose, 

Hethiuks I might recover by-and-by,”] 

Not of thy feats of war, intrepid bird, 

Sing I ; as when the slumbering Rofietsaos heard 
From their steep citadel the clarien call 
That bade them rise and bang the stealthy Gkiiil. 

Not of the cloth-yard shaft, ‘goose-winged to slay 
The caitiff as he legged it from the fray, 

What time the haughty Frenchman lived to feel 
The Free Companion’s deuth-compelling steel, 

Or punctured Iiis invaluable pelt on 
The point of a Sir Nigel or a Shelton. 

Not mine to praise thine intellect, or glean 
Tales of that Nestor of the village green, 

W^hose sage “ Ga I Ga 1 ” for o’er a hundred years 
Moved an attentive neighbourhood to tears. 

And those seven glaucous gluttons who (one reads) 
Flew o’er seven virid and herbaceous meads ; 

Not mine to tell their travels, or to hymn 
All the wise geese of Akdeksek and Grimm. 

Rather thy minstrel I, majestic goose, 

As thoxi appearest in domestic use ; 

When plump with sage and roasted to a T, 

Men dish thee up ; and I regretfully 

Pass hy the fish tliat I may have more room for thee. 

Oh, when, a youth, I used to stuff and stuff, 

Yet never felt as if I ’d had enough ; 

When nothing eatable about the |dace 


Got by my indefatigable face ; 

Well I recall how on Saint Michael’s day - . 

Proud relatives would summon me %om play, 

And weigh me thoughtfully, ere they turned me loose, 
And watched me forge my way into the goose. 

I was a sickly lad and rather thin, 

And people wondered how I crammed it in, 

Nor ever guessed the heroic strength of mind 
With which a seventh hoping was declined. 

Ay, and though multiplying lustres cause 
A certain inanition in the jaws, 

And appetite’s inexorable term is 
Set by an inelastic epidermis, 

I still achieve the old familiar thrill 

When I observe “ Roast Goose ” upon the bill, 

And letting out my belt go to it with a wiU. 

Once at a country fair I saw engage 
The champion eater of the vicinage. 

Three legs of mutton aiid a keg of ale 
Vanished like chaff before the autumn gale ; 

Twelve i>ounds of cheese and fourteen apple pies 
Were blotted out before our dazzled eyes. 

And Oh,” I cried, “ how gladly would I give 
The futile ends for which my fellows live ; 

Success in science, letters or the law, ^ 

For that sublime, incomparable maw 1 
Love might elude me, Fortune pass me by. 
Unknown to fame I ’d gladly live and die, , 

Had I that power to eat without surcease, ; 

And cash enough to buy a flock of geese 1 ” , 
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P<^<;FNrP OP PARI lAMPMT of tlie inspinting The Premier, averting liis glance from 

COOP o Ur rAnL.iAivicN I . qJ ^ generous meal, pressed on his Ba^^bury, hut fearing the worst, detdineil 
Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. acceptance a stale Bath hun. Cafpain to give any jdedge. 

Eousg of Commons, Monday, Seitem-'^ Craig furtively thrust into liis hand a Business done. — Dealt with Income 
her 20. — Everyone has heard, of the hriarwood pipe. He repelled both Tax clauses of Budget Bill, 
painful scene that took place in Com- advances. House of LonJs, Tuesday.'— The Earl 

mittee IRoom 0 last Friday. vStanding Awaiting opportunity whilst Premier of Crewe rules hut does not govern. 
Committee at work on Development Bill, was catechised, he enquired whether, ISTominally Leader of the House, actually 
Chancellor of Exchequer, having (se- “ if the right hon. gentleman intends to representative of the strongest Govern- 
cretly) breakfasted late, opposed usual compel us to sit all day and all night, ment of modern times, lie is as ^y^xx in 
interval for light luncheon refreshment, he wiU also compel the Chancellor of the fingers of Lord Lansdowne. The 

A . A S' Tt n 1 .I T T7I .1 . ■* r . . 




At 2.45 Robert Cecil, -who though! the Exchequer to be present?” 

transcendental by nature is of 

a frugal mind, rang bell for r 

restaurant waiter. Result of 

interview disclosed when ten 

minutes later the Minion ' 

brought in tray and set it ' . ‘ 

before the noble Freefooder. , 

Napkin removed, behold one * . * 

of those shilling meals vrhich . ' * 

serve to keep green the me- * . - 

Jacoby, longtime Chairman of / 

Zepliir de Rls^ de Veaii, lin- I 

tened on his Banbury cake — ' y'A ' 

what irony there was in the 

appearance on the scene of . 

colleagues eyed him askance. 

Captain CiuiG tightened his ' . ' * 

belt. Finding it made no | , 

impression on his figure, he 
produced a short briar ifipe, 

Frederick Banbury, 1st Bart., ' 
sat proudly aloof. Some might 
eat, others smoke ; he would 
starve. Happy thought sug- 

gettes battling with myrmi- 

dons of the law. Denying Vi^ C''Ct 3P PL; 

themselves food, they were f 

released lest worse things ^ Y 

should happen. What woman ^ j 

Straightway resolved to take ^ F I 

no food as long as Committee [ * * 

on Development Bill sit up- 
stairs on days when Finance Man ’with the Pipe. 

Bill is to the fore in the (TheSir \Valtex’rvaleiglioftlieComxiutteeIlo«; 
House. for East Down.) 




I Marquis does his squeezing gently. 

lliffeet all the siune. The Earl 
proposes, the Marquis dis- 
poses. Omnipotent in the 
other House, His Majesty’s 
^ Government have not much 

j more influence over direction 

! of affairs coming before Lords 

j than have the policemen in 

! the passages or the messen- | 
gers at the door. 

Droll situation forcibly illus- 
trated to-day. Housing and 
, Town Planning Bill in Com- 
mittee. On second reading 
I it met with reception that 
seemed to give glowing pro- I 
' raise of triumphal progress. 

Criticism of noble lords on 
Opposition side chiefl.y con- 
fined to regret not umningled 
with resentment that a mea- 
sure admirably calculated to 
i promote the symmetry of big 

! towns and the welfare of their 

j inhabitants had not been 

i brought in earlier. 

1 Hadn’t been in Cormnittee 
five minutes when bang 
: went important provision cf i 

Clause 2. j 

Great occasion for Caaipeii- 
* IX)WN. Gripped it with that 

f ■ dogged tenacity that distin- 

J guishes him as Convenor of 

f Forfarshire. Ponderous, prag- 

matical, pertinacious, he (using 
the phrase in a Parliamentary 
sense) butted CREwn aside. 

^ Leader of the House had taken 

j precaution of setting up Beau- 

champ as buffer between him 
and movers of what he plain- 
lin Craig, tively described as ** a series 
of amendments which it is in 


stairs on days when Finance Man the Pipe. and movers of what he plain- 

Bill is to the fore in the (TheSir Walta-rvaleigli of tlieComnuttee Rooms, Captain Craig, tively described as ** a series 
House. for East Down.) of amendments which it is in 

Shortly after Questions opened to-day, j There the rub. Bad enough to be the power of your ^rdsliips to carry 
the tragedy was brought home to Mem- j kept-in starving. To know tliat absent and which fill the mind of the Goyern- j 
bers. Leaning on arm of sympathetic | Chancellor of ExciiE«iUER is enjoying ment with dread and alarm.” 

Messenger the Baronet entered by glass . the privacy and privileges of his room, After first division, in which Ministers ^ 
door ; was led as far as Bar. There- 1 gorging himself with leek prepared in mustered only 30 against 112, Gaaiper- 
after, on his way to his seat above Gang- various forms in the way of concessions down returned to attack with fresh 
way,he must needs go unassisted. Would on the Budget Bill, is more than human strategy. Moved to insert new sub- 
he be able to do it ? Pulling himself nature can stand. section to Clause 2. It ran to exactly 

together, he struggled on. Spirit tri- Fitzalan Hope crystallised scene and two liundral words ! ^ Breatlilessly re- 
umplied over flesh, of which latter, truth story in a question addressed to Premier, cited as a sentence, with no interval of 
to tell, scarcely any remained worth “If,” he asked, “any Member of the rest save an occasional comma and two 
speaking of. Not a dry eye in crowded Committee dies in the course of the pro- semicolons. Noble lords gasped. What 
House. Murmur of cheers greeted his ceedings, will he be accorded a public it meant or might portend, who should 
slow arrival in safety to his seat. Bob funeral? ” say ? 
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1011316. AVhy a man sliotild hanker after 
lemonade as a solvent for his^ bar of 
shaving soap is one of those things not 
easy to understand. Next he ’ll be ask- 
ing for ginger-beer, on field-days for 
champagne. 

Jn Wak Minister’s absence, Aoland, 
mildest-mannered man that ever faced 
an infuriate economist, put up to reply. 
Took refuge in ignorance. Never heard 
of the lemonade fantasy. Probably inci- ! 
dent result of personal taste and posses- ' 
sion of private means. * Certaiidy there 
was no record that in addition to super- 
tax, increase of 2cl. in the pound income- 
tax, and other severities of the Budget, 
the British tax-payer is mulct in charges 
for lemonade served out to the Terri- 
torials at shaving time. 

Orator Hunt desired to continue the 
conversation. Glancing at the Speaker, 
who this week has developed welcome 
stringency with regard to the plague of 
supplementary questions, he resumed 
his seat, contenting himself at intervals 
with vocal imitations of the popping of 
corks of lemonade bottles. 

Business done . — ^Budget Bill in Com- 
mittee. Major Coates illumines dull 
debate by “ viewing the Stamp Duties 
from point of view of a business man, 
not a politician.” This innovation proved 
instant success. Orator Hunt has “a 
talk about Tea.” 


"As VAX LX TEE FINGERS OF LOBD LiNSDOVNE.” 

(Lord Crewe.) 


There stood the Convener of Forfar- 1 
shire, grim, implacable. Doubtless he^ 
knew w^hat it meant. Study of its bear- 
ings wus kind of intellectual rhai)3ody 
occasionally pennitted himself^ amid 
the more serious avocations of arid life. 

Crewe’s gallant spirit quailed. Accus- 
tomed to face hopeless odds, he invari- 
ably makes show of fight. Tliis stupen- 
dous sub-: cation, with its ‘*but ifs,” its 
“ and ifs,” its unlesses,” and its “ or 
other circumstances” too much for 
him. As for Beauciump, he collapsed | 
lifore the sanctuary of^the first semi- 
colon was reached. When the Lord 
CiiANcmxHi-— whose mg slowly, without 
touch of visible force, got hopelessly 
awry as the sub-section was read — put 
the question, Ministers sat mute ; 
CAismsmm'B amendment agreed to 
without division. 

In a sitting that lasted up to midnight, 
only one otlier division taken. It re- 
oomed the presence of twenty -four 


Ministerialists. AVhere were the odd 
six? Crewe, looking anxiously round, 
concluded they had succumbed to weight 
of the sub-section. Paper still crowded 
witli amendments. If he challenged 
further division, his minority would alto- 
gether disappear. So he meekly bowed 
his head to the storm, and the Opposition ' 
mercilessly remodelled the Bill 

Business done.— Town Planning Bill 
in Conunittee, 

House of Commons, Thursday.— Light 
incidentally flashed on pampered condi- 
tion of Territorials. Orator Hunt held 
the candle. Wanted to know if it is 
true that durmg the camping-out of the 
Gordon Tenitorials at AiMtmore the 
men were accustomed to shave in 
lemonade? 

No one doubts the courage of Napoleon 
B. Haldane. Notable that on this occa- 
sion he found it desirable to be engaged 
elsewhere. Shaving in lemonade is a 
small, to some people an unaccountable, 



Beauchamp in all 
(Earl Beauchamp, 


HIS GLORY. 

K.C.M.a.) 
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WIGGY AND THE FARES. | 

W IGGY was more than usually talkative | 
to-night after he had set me down and | 
I had, as usual, grossly overpaid him. 

“ Lord love me, Sir,” he said, with the 
Londoner’s elision, “if everyone was like 
you what a pleasure cab-driving would 
be. But there, they ain’t. Only this 
morning I had two old ladies to drive 
from the Grand Hotel to the Natural 
History Museum and back again. They 
took me for an hour, and they got back 
exactly to the minute. What do you 
think they gave me ? Half-a-crown.” 

“ But that ’s the fare,” I said ; “ one 
hour, half-a-crown. They probably were 
strangers to London, and, having read it 
in the regulations, thought it was the 
proper amount.” 

“ Right you are, Sir,” said Wiggy. “ I 
thought something was up on the way 
back, and I opened the trap-door and 
catched them breaking their necks try- 
! ing to read the table. So I was pre- 
pared for the worst. But what part of 
England do you suppose people come 
I from where they don’t give a cabman a 
j penny for himself ? ” 

He paused to gather fresh impetus. 
“Do you think they’d treat a taxi- 
driver like that? Not art Look at 


those shovers 1 They never say a civil 
; word to anyone, but who dares ask one 
for any change out of a bob, even if 
there’s only eightpenee on the clock? 
Oo? No one.” 

Wiggy leaned down to bring his head 
closer to mine. “ What is it about those 
shovers,” he asked mysteriously, “ that 
makes them so different from us? Why 
are people so frightened of them ? ” 

I munnured something about machin- 
ery, unknown forces, and so forth. 

“Yes, I daresay that’s part of it ; but 
do you suppose if I was to* learn to 
shove,” said Wiggy, “ anyone would be 
afraid of me? Nar! It’s more than 
that. Smoke cigarettes, too, all the 
time, and has more meals in a day than 
I get in a week, and passes on the 
wrong side. I dunno what London’s 
coming to.” 

Wiggy shook his head tragically. 

“ You don’t mind me talking, I hope,” 
he said. “ It isn’t costing anything, you 
know — ^not like talking to a taxi, what ’s 
going on all the time 1 ” 

I laughed. 

“ But that ’s not aE about those two 
old ladies,” 'Wiggy resumed. “What 
do you think they did? They didn’t 
give me the half-crown themselves ; 
they nipped indoors and sent it out by 


the porter. There’s lots of different 
kinds of meanness in fares— there ’s the 
people w*ho are ‘so sorry they haven’t 
got any coppers ; ’ there are the people 
who think that giving the driver an old 
newspaper is enough to make him their 
slave ; there are the people what pat your 
horse and ask questions about it, and 
then offer a bare bob; but of all the 
mean tricks getting the porter to pay 
you is the worst. That’s mean twice 
over : because, to begin with, it ’s mean, 
just mean; and secondly there’s the 
porter’s meanness, too, in not sticking 
up for the cabman and telling the people 
that the fare by itself ’s not enough. 
That’s what I complain of. Why 
couldn’t old brass-bound have said to 
the ladies t!iat in London we give a tip 
as well as the fare, especially when we 
fill up the blooming hour to the tick ? 
He ’s a 'working man, just like me, and 
in fact feeds on tips. But no, he just 
hands it to me, and says the ladies give 
it him for me for an hour’s hire, and off 
he goes back to his armchair and Daily 
Mai/.” 

Wiggy sighed. 

“ Fancy giving a man an hour’s fare 
for an hour’s hire!” he concluded. 
“ England ’s breaking up ; that ’s what 
I say.” , 
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onwv Us soon, however, as lie Lad been defer- He tossed the paper from him as I 

irAulii bbVJiis* entially shut into the next compartment, stooped to pick up my piece oi toast. 

I ALWA\s used to read those little hooks I put down my paper and looked out of I scraped some pieces of caipet off the 
with a clear conscience. They w'ere tbe window. As I did so an elderly buttered side before rep^^^ ^ 

given to me only on a Sunday following lady made a dash at George’s door. I expected it, 1 said, it is page ^ 

an unblemished week. I uin proud to “ This is a smoTcer ” he shouted. seTen. ,, , , p 

say that I never once missed my Aunt She wrestled ineffectually with the ^ If I could only haim on for the 

Belinda’s gift. The good little bov, handle. George, I doubted not, was hold- rise, he exclam^d. Pity you cant 
I remember, was always called Willie- ing it firmly fi-om within. ‘‘Smoker!” lend me a few thousand for a week, 
while the dreadful youth, who went on he roared. “Smo/^cr/” ^ ,, t -t 

the river on Sunday after robbing the The guard whistled and the tram I am a poor man, at I said, 

poor little birds of their eggs, was always jerked forward. In an instant I was out “but in any case i could not brmg 
George. Perhaps the author had an on the platform. “Madam,” I said with myself to aid and abet in a gambling 


enemy called George, but I preferred a running bow, as I hoisted her into my transaction. Do you remember that 

to believe that it was the finger of Fate, carriage, “ there is room here.” The moral m one of the httle hooks about 

I, who prided myself upon being a model guard helped me in. ^ the punishment of vice • 

child, was cliristened Wiliiain. The “Did you hear what he said?” I in- George made no reply. There could 
son of our next-door neighboui* — a reck- quired anxiously. be no reply. He savagely tore open an 

less, vulgar boy — bore the name of “No. What was it?” envelope that lay by his plate. ‘ Law- 

George 1 I used to pass the little books I retired hastily behind my paper, yer’s lexers already I . , . . By Jove ! 

on to him (after I had committed — ^ Willie . 

them to memoiy). The bad little ^ ^ Dear Sir— On Saturday last our 

lx)y,I pointed out to him, seemed ' - - ' ' Priscilla Goodman, 

to have the better time for the ^ under which 

first six pages of the book, but become entitled to a 

WiUie always secured the lion’s . "'VX' ' sum of close on half-a-million 

share of totol benefits at page pounds. Whilst deeply regret- 

seven. So hardened, however, - sudden decease we beg 

was his conscience that he used to \ congratulate you on your good 

roar with laughter over George’s fortune. You wiU doubtless 

untimely fate, and was even ^ remember a lady asking for your 

moved to merriment by the excel- _ kindness to her 

lent moral that was printed in- on a journey to Warwickshire, 

side the cover. Finally I gave up V Awaiting your instructions and 

all hope of doing him good. I " -M - Wfliwji " doping 

left him to go his own wicked ^ la - ^ ^ tenible 

way and shunned his society. " thought had struck ■ me. I 

* # « « ^ l/J \ snatched out my card-case and 

Twenty years later we met * I j "" ^ opened it. The card which 

again. As might have ]>een ex- * ^ u^4* * George had given me was gone 1 

pected, he had gone on the Stock ^ hastily counted my own cards. 

Exchange. He was dressed as a '''"Vv ^ always carry exactly lialf-a- 

millionaire could dress if he OU. dozen. ^ One, two, three, four, 

wanted to. five, si%l “I gave her 'i/our 

“ I *11 eat inv hat if that isn’t «, card ! ” I shouted, 

Willie, he eritd. g,i;^.QESTs that a Visitors* Book should be flaced at .. George laughed aloud. VVh}, 

George, I said reproachfully, the North Pole. mem s some hope for you yet, 

“ supposing it hadn’t been me? ” Willie I Very smart 1 On the 

“Just the same old Wiilie!” he ’The first paragraph I read described spur of the moment, too I ” ^ 
shouted. Then his eye travelled over how a youth named William had assisted “I did!” 1 said. “I did!” 
my well-worn but scrupulously clean a lady in distress, and five years later “Anyway,” said he, “ she has left ?7ie 
attire. “ Haven’t got to page seven yet, had been left a fortune by his grateful the money.” ■ . 

eh? Well, come down and stay with fellow-passenger. I put down the paper “But I helped her into the train and 
me for a week next Friday, You are again. . was kind to her! That money is my 

free? ” “ Madam,” I said, “ I am delighted to reward ! ” 

“ I am,” I replied, as I took the card have been of some trifling service to you.” “Do you remember the moral in 
he offered me. “I was forced to rebuke “Ah, when one is left aH alone in the another of those little books,” said 
my late employer.” 1 world one doesn’t get much attention,” George, “about Virtue being its own 

“You would !” said George. she said with a sigh. reward?” 

I sighed in pity for him. Page seven Two hours later she descended at a ***** 
must ]>e very near for him. wayside station. There must be something wrong with 

***** “We have had a most pleasant jour- those little books. 

I gave tlie porter his twopence with a ney,” she said, “and I can promise that » " ' ' ■ 

few weli-choeen words on alcohol, and you will not find me forgetful.” In our forthcoming work “Telegraphic 

hid myself behind my paper. I did not She handed her shawl to a magnificent addresses one would rather have left un- 
wish George to find me. He was too footman, and as her ear drove out of the registered,” the following (for informa- 
selfish to give up his first-class smoker, yard she turned to wave to me. tion as to which we are indebted to The j 

and I object on principle to smoking. “ This is page seven,” I said. Buenos Ayres Herald) takes a prominent 

Moreover I do not consider it right to ***** position upon the first page : — 
tovd first-da^ with a third-class ticket. "'Blow!” said George. “Ruined!” “ Hotel Sud Americano— 


***** 
There must be something wrong with 
those little books. 
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EVENINCt. 

You may talk of tlie splendour of morning 
Wlien tlie sun on some primitive Alj) 
Glows pink on the snowfielcls adorning 
Its hoary and pinnacled scalp ; 

Yon may dwell on the thrills of emotion 
You feel when the vanguards of day 
Shimmer up from the dark o'er some 
tropical ocean 
In golden array ; 

When in August your being rejoices 
At tlie first faintest twang of tlie 
horn, 

When the puppies are flinging their 
voices 

As they crash through tlie bramble 
and thorn, 

Wlien the mist in the valley still grey is, 
While the gossamer 's draped on the 
stem, 

You may say that the very best hour of 
the day is 
Five-thirty a,m. ; 

You may boast of the moments that 
waken 

The delights of a fly-fishing day, 

Of tobacco ainbrosially taken 
That blends vrith the scent of the may, 
And, burnt tlirough the lanes to the 
river, 

Wliere the wild rose bedizens the 
hedge, 

Seems a delicate incense to Pan — the 
great giver 
Of mayfly and sedge ; 



INGRATITUDE. 


But the fulness of day may cloud over 
The peaks where the sunrise shone fair, 
And hounds may be slipped out of cover 
And you somehow fail to he ** there;” 
And noon may bring storm to the billows 
That smiled under morning’s clear 
skies, 

And the monster that lurks in the shade 
of the willows 
May heed not your flies ; 

Therefore evening for me — when the 
chances 

And hazards of daylight conclude 
In the lamp-lighted hour that enhances 
The pleasures of friendship and food, 
When Casdes of Spain are projected 
In outline of turret and keep, 

For the land where alone you may find 
them erected — 

The Kingdom of Sleep ! 


SMALL WANTS-GEATIS. 

A OORIIBSPONDENT o£ The Daily Mall 
(a morning paper) asks: ‘‘Why is it 
that dog-stealers are so leniently dealt 
with compared with other offenders?” 
He then adds; “I write feelingly, for 
on September 12 my viiluable brindle 
Scottish terrier disappeared , and all efforts 


\0ld Man, iclio has received Ids Old-Age Pension, tenders the usual th 7 %*€-half i)tniec 
for half an ounce of tobacco.) 

Tohacconist. “It is twopence owing to the EXTRi duty imposed.” 

Old Math “Good heavens! wuvr will this Goveunment do next?” 


to trace him have proved futile, despite 
the offer of a £10 reward. He answers 
to the name ‘Jannock,’ is three years 
of age, and weighs 221b. He was last 
seen at FryshiU, Lymington, Hampshire. 
I shall be glad to fuwe tidings of him.” 

Now here we have a device for which 
30 many persons have long^een pining; 
the free advertisement A skilful letter 
to a confiding editor does all that is 
needed, free of charge, and, indeed, wins 
notice in a way that no ordinary paid- 
for advertisement ever could. Thus : 

Sill, — am annoyed at the amount of 
attention that is given to such an un- 
practical matter as the discovery {or not) 
of the Pole (North or South), a hypo- 
thetical spot, the reaching of which 
cannot add one jot to the sum of 
human happiness, vrliile really important 
domestic questions touching the comfort 
of the home are neglected. Take, for 
example, the scarcity of servants. Can 
nothing be done to remedy this defect ? 
At the present moment I happen to want 
both a cook and a parlour-maid. To the 


cook I am prepared to give £30 a-year, 
and to the parlourmaid £26. 

H. B.ankrs-Mitford. 

23, Manjlehonc Square, W. 

Could any thiug be simpler ? 

Or again : 

Sir,— I observe with some surprise your 
panegyrical remarks upon fox'eigners and 
their success in hotels. The desirability 
of praising foi’eigners at all is of course 
open to question, but that is not my 
point; my point is that it is idle to 
suggest that English youths shall 
become waiters, because of course they 
will not ; what you should do is to name 
reasonable employment for them, I am 
twenty-three and have been well edu- 
cated. I speak Frencli and German 
and can wTite shorthand. I am open 
to any trustworthy post requiring in- 
telligence. Salary £150 to begin with. 
I may add that I am one of the few 
persons who both bought and read your 
excellent book on our German cousins. 

T. HAIiniS G.4IILAND. 
i 108, Guiljord Street, IF.C. 
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field’s last book. It bas a wicked heart, however, for it is 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. tset.se, whose bite conveys sleeping sickness to the 

,, n. n- J r j A? 7 ^ inhabitants of Uganda, though Dot, of coui'se, to the pcople 

{By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Clerks.) about it in a novel. Mr. Masefield makes no bones 

WliES a hi^hlv virile explorer, gifted with all the primitive; about dispensing with the conventions of his craft, for his 
and barbarous attractions of his fatal type, swoops down , heroine dies quite early, and we never, in fact, meet her in 
upon an ancient manor, we mav be sure that trouble is brew- i flesh and blood. It is the influence of her memory, however, 
i„„_cs,peeiallv when the manor contains a delightful and w'hich causes Boger Naldrctt to desert pky-writmg for 
coafidiu"- girl. In The Squire's Daughter (Metiiiek) Mr. science, and set out for East Africa with anfther altruistic 
Aucuiuiw MuisiiALL deals with such a situation. Having entomologist in search of a cure for trypanosomiasis. The 
read liLs novel with su.stained interest from the first page to author is quite at home among jungles and swamps and 
the last, I am bound to say that he deals with it admirably* winged horrors; he is, in fact, one of the most imaginative 
He is ncA’cr mawkish ; he never gushes unseasonably ; he pen-explc.rei's I have ever read ; but I am not sure that his 
never offends bv misplaced sentimentality. To these virtues psychological analysis of germs and flies consoles me for the 
of a negative sort he adds extraordinary positive merits. I substitution of medicine for romance. Also he commits one 
have said that the Ixxik is very intereking. It owes that or two mistakes on other matters, which make me a litt'.e 
supreme qualitv not inorclv to 'its skilfully managed plot, distrustful of his accuracy as a leech. There is no such 
but also to the 'abundant .and cheerful humour— the twins, plant, I believe, as an " aspodesta ; ” and when I hear of 
for instance, are quite irresistible— the deft, light touch, ancl ■ golfers “ loafing ” round the links I should like to assure 
the excellent characteri- 7— — — 1^- Masefield that the 

I the second is at once the 

Some time hist year 1 1 ^ pr Oa. more thrilling and the 

read in one of the ; f »- I less convincing. The 

monthly magazines a; '"C'''---- I squalid, ugly life of 

story by Sir CiiLiiEET;' ■'C- ^ ° 1 la Staffordslure pottery 

I’AnKiai, which siruck: EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE GREAT.-IV. I town, and the social re- 

me and remained in, caiuMurura Wnn-s- wasx ocite a boy, coxstrccts a iiEX-nocss fob his | lations of its inhabitants 
memory by reason ol its j grindfathek. | rielier maau- 

siiuple poe^y, its fresli- ' — factiu-ers wlio dwell 

ness of (‘haracter and scenery. I find it in Northern Lujhts in tlie decayed country that surrounds it, are told enter- 
(Methuen*, one of nearly a score of short romances from tainingly enough. But when Wilfred Ingram invites Hector 
■the f-ame pen. The rarest thing to find in current liteiu- Bohlnson to an interview in liis study at The Mount and 
ture is a flrst*elass short story. When a man has a tale incontinently shoots him dead, I was surprised and shocked, 
to tell, he naturally is disposed to extend it over the I join issue with the author over his contention that, given 
orthodox space of a six-shilling novel. Sir Gilbert Parker the help of an old servant (who seems to take things 
is more generous. He gives of his best within the compass astoundingly lor granted), it would be possible for the body 
of an average of twenty pages. No}ihern Lights shine over to be removed and all evidence so destroyed that no suspicion 
the Far West country of Canada. One-third of the tales, in would^Ml upon the murderer. Personally, I doubt it. But 
which the red man and woman figure, are reminiscent of Mr. KiiARV evidently knows Staffordshire better than I do, 
Feki MOKE Cooper at his best. Of late years the author has and if he thinks the local police incapable of discovering 
bam more fumiliar with the wastes of Carlton House Terrace where Echertson went that evening, and who wrote the 
and the wanderings of that mighty river, the ''J’hames. But anonymous letter, I am bound to believe him. At all events 
he hiiH not lost touch witli setenes of (rarlier life, can still he has wTitten u ix)ak wdiich is well worth reading. 

paint the glory of Canadian skies, and enable the reader to =■— . 

realise the vaAStuess of Canada’s prairies and its forests. These From the rides of the Devon and Somerset Stagliounds : — 
form tbe background of a suc«wion of stories in wliicb a ‘-Subscribers . . . have the privaege oE Avearing the Hunt Button on 
few short, sharp str{>kes of a ucftly-wieldcd pen lead up to hunting waihtuoiits or on scarlet evening coats with white facings, 
a variety of dniniatk* situations. The bsme, mntath iiiutamJh, applies to ladies.” 

— ^ ^ mntondia ” is a cowardly way out of it. Why not 

Its publisher (Grant Bickards) has paiuUxl a very simple- mention boldly the Hunt hook-and-eye on the evening 
looking 8y on the cover of Mnltitude md Solilidc^ Mr. Mask- frock? 


Some time last year I ! 
read in one of the i 
monthly magazines a ' 
story by Sir Gilbert; 
Pakkek, which s:ruck i 
me and remained ^ in ; 
memory by reason of its j 
simple poe.\y, its fresh- ' 


EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE GREAT.HV. 

Sut ClIUI^T^»nlER WrE.N, when quite a boy, COS^^TRUCTS a HEK-nOUSE FOR HIS 

GRINDFATHER. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

reported tliat Dr. LrxN", 


the 


“Ie restaurant work,” writes Mrs. 
Eustace Miles, ‘'there are many trade 
secrets 


Liberal candidate for Boston, Lincoln- j our interests to divulge.’* We are sure 
shire, has declined to ingratiate hiinseif I that this does not mean what it appeal's 
with his constituency by gmng sub- j to mean, 
script ions to local objects. And nowj 

that “Lunn’s Cheap Trips to West-j Reading that over 2| tons of fish will 
minster ’* have been inaugurated, hosts , shortly be placed in the Thames, a 

of imitators are sure to spring up. I humane lady expresses the hope that 
* * 

At last — and not a 
moment too soon — a 
serious attempt is to be 
made to raise the waning 
prestige of Parliament. 

Mr. George AiEXjmm 
has consented to stand 

for a constituency. 

* * 

He has presumably 
come to the conclusion 
that now is the time to 
act, and will appear in 
the rdle of a Tariff Per- 
former. 

Mr. Hall Oaixe, we 
have reason to believe, 
was quite serious when 
he told the Censorship 
Committee that, if the 
theatres are to he given 
over to the drama affected 
by Mr. George Edwardes, 
lie will take to sweep- 
ing a crossing. He has 
already provided him- 
self with a mop. 

)(C * 

Meanwhile, all honour 
to Mr, Oaike for putting 
in a good word for the 
unpopular Redford. 

He informed the Com- 
mittee that one play of 
his was never completed 
owing to his fear of the 
Censor. 

* ♦ 

Mr. Chestertok tells | 
us in his latest bookj 
that he once projected j 
a volume of poems “ en- 1 
tirely about the things j 
in my pocket,” but aban 


in tbe course of the meeting not only 
jWas the Duke’s Indian expedition dis- 
w'hich it would be^harmful to j cussed, but Miss Elkiks’ name was also 

mentioned to their Majesties.’* It looks 
as if the key-holes in the royal saJU-a- 
manger are badly pkced for acoustic 
purposes. 



* * 

A club for spiritualists, with a special 
room for ghosts, is to be establislied 
shortly in the W est End. 
It is unfortunate that 
the name “ White’s ” 
should have been appro- 
priated abeadv. 

The recent theft of 
one of the new machine- 
guns from a French 
barracks leads a nervous 
taxpayer to ask, “Are 
our Dreadnoughts effec- 
tually safeguarded ? ” 
and to express the hope 
that in times of peace 
there is alw^ays a care- 
taker on board. 

“ The last quarter of 
the year begins to-day,” 
says The Exf^ess, in a 
leader on Michaelmas, 
“and it is peiinissible 
to hope earnestly that 
the weather, which ha^ 
not distinguished itself 
during the first three 
quarters o! 1909, will 
now endeavour to re- 
trieve its character.” 
We congratulate our 
contemporary on the 
moderation of its lan- 
guage. A eotirteous 
appeal like this is far 
more likely to do good 
than intemperate abuse. 


Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter.” 

Customer (io Proprietor specially suTumoned), “Nuw, fbakkly 

OF THAT EGG ? 

Proprietor. “Well, Sir, it soukds all bight.” 


The Lady's Pictorial 
on the weather : — 


! “ During the s ixteeu yea rs 
: every year varies a little in 

AVHAT nu you THINK I 

I up it will be found that moivt 
i are good or bad as the case 
— may be.” 


doned it because he found it would be 
too bulky. So, you see, he is not so 
stout, after all : it ’s the things in his 
pocket. 

^ 4 : 

Professor Percival Lowell, of Boston, 
states that recent observations have 
revealed the fact that the canals on Mars 
are gradually disappearing, and he 
regards this as tending to prove the 
theory that Mars is inhabited by rational 
beings. The canals, we take it, cannot 
withstand the competition of the rail- 
ways and motor trafiic. 


every precaution will be taken to pre- 
vent anv of them being drowned. 

An indignant correspondent denies 
the report published in many pa^rs 
that the magnetic storm which visited 
London last week was unaceoinpanied 
by disaster. The football results were 
delayed. 

* 

The Duke of the Abruzssi dined the 
other day wit the King and Queen of 
Italv, and “ it is believed,” says Reuter, 
“ though notJiing definite is known, that 


Not a single subscriber should be lost 
by that. 

People you should know; 

(Guaranteed by “ The Morning 

“ The most channiiig mouse in Brondeskiiy 
Park.” 

“ Canon Blenkin, Rural Dear.” 


More barbarotis Treatment of Women. 

** She still wears skirts short enough to show , 
a small neat jmir of feet that were toasted in the 
early Victorian days .” — Bdfaist Nem Letter. 
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TRAP FOR BIG GAME. 

To Losd Lansdowne. 


THE SPREAD OF SOCIALISM. 

[“During tile recent Army manoeuvres large numbers of officers and 
men wbo were in the stubble fields suffered from tbe attacks of 


[“ That the quarrel,” says T/ie Times, “ has been deliberately and of * harvesters,’ a little insect which burrows under the skin. Many of 
set purpose festened upon the Lords^ is,^ of course, obvious.” Yet spectators, ineluding, it is stated, some [distinguished •persons, who 


Unionists throughout the country persist in urging Lord Lansdowne present at the final battle on Brabuiy Down and Colej 
to play into the Government’s hands by giving it the precise tactical ^ctims.” — Daily Mail (all except the italics).] 
advantages for wMch it has been laymgitseH out.] r 


are also 


mvanmgesiorwmcn I. nasoeen laying ^ 

As, wbeii a sportsman in tlie jungly East become tbe targets of impudent insects, wbich have apparently 

Fixes a toothsome snare taken courage from the successful attack of the “harvesters ” 

Wherewith to catch the lion, noble beast, l^ere mentioned. Only the other day the Marchioness of 

And kin him unaware set upon by a wasp, which must have been per- 

fectly well aware of the rank of his ' victim, and it was a 
mere chance that the butler in his efforts to save his mis- 
tress was, fortunately, stung instead. Even the timid 
house-fly is forgetting himself : The other day — to the honour 
of all who witnessed it — one of these middle-class pests was 
seen, actually seen, to alight on and explore the unde- 
veloped baldness of a certain noble Earl. Lord B , too, 

has had a nasty experience down. in Devonshire. Think- 
ing that his exalted rank would protect him from annoyance, 
his lordship sat down for a few minutes on an ant-hill to 
tie up his bootlace. The inhabitants were evidently Socialists 
to an ant, for they were literally all over him in 'a minute ! 
Where is this sort of thing going to end ? Cats are beginning 
to look askance at Countesses ; a dog has dared to disobey . 
a Duke ; even the humble worm, as has been predicted ‘ 
these many years past, is turning. The three-year-old heir : 
of a noble house, on bisecting one of these loathsome creatures, 
was to his dismay immediately outvoted- -for a worm counts , 
two on a division. Only last Wednesday a beetle was found 
in the bath of a Baroness. How did it get there? What do 
these things mean ? Again, we are informed that a sparrow 
—but why multiply instances ? \Why, indeed! — Ed. 

WEBTKLES FOR THE SENILE. 

A SIMPLE means of staving off old age has recently been 
discovered by Mr. Eustace Miles. It is to do something new 
and young, and perhaps ridiculous, every day. He further 
suggested that a fortune awaited the man who would provide 
a padded room where, for a penny, a man could go in for 
five minutes and laugh heartily and kick about and enjoy 
himself. A number of advertisements, bearing on this 
idea, have already been received by Mr, Punch, 

Cheerful Luntatio, tired of Hanwell, wishes to meet with 
Kindred Spirit, with whom he could Exchange Kicks in 
quiet studio on mutually satisfactory terms. 

Bed-Kicking Room to be Let for Single Middle-aged Gentle- 
man, near Charing Cross Hospital. Sound-proof walls and 
concrete dado. Will stand any impact. Stretcher and first- 
aid always handy. Highest references to leading boot- 
makers and bone-setters. 

Commodious Loose Box, for Hire at One Shilling per hour, 
in Secluded Mews. Owner, having sold Cab-horse, would 
like to hear of Football Professional or ex-Policeman. Ample 
scope for Big Feet. 

Au Pair. — Elderly Suffragette, in tiaining for Holloway, 
jay banes auu piugs mm ueau ^uiuess, or course, offers Back Parlour to practise in. Persian carpet and 

The idiot misses). 0. S. nothing breakable. Could ^ve lessons in deportment. 

Village Idiot takes pupils in Well-appointed Country 

Cellar by permission of Parish Council. Highly successful 
The Horrors of the Bath. 'W'ith Grinning through Horse-collar, Guffawing, Chortling 

uTLf -pvxt. -x X APT, /p* K and other branches of Inanity. TestiinonialshromSeptua- 

** Miss Edith Mikier writes to Tke Tmes from UDer-Amraergau con- • -n x* jtx j- c«**j 

, ceming the Passion-Pky of next year. She discourses on thi luxury genarians, Dyspeptics_^d Intending Suicides. 

I* with which travellers to the pleasant little village in Bavaria will he GUARANTEED.’ — A. Giddy Time and No Inquest. Lady- 
provided on the next occasion— that is to say, in 1910. The lodgings Member of a Corps-de-Ballet, now resting, will Thoroughly | 
are to he more comfortable, hatha are to he provided. ... I shudder Rehabilitate any Female Valetudinarian with One Foot in 
at the prospect set forth by Mss Hilner.”-C, K, 8., in “ The Sphere,*^ the Grave by the new High-Kick Cure. Address, Bath-chair 
The italics are ours ; the shuddering is Mr. Shorter’s. Bungalow, Broadmoor. 


As, when a sportsman in the jungly East 
Fixes a toothsome snare 
Wherewith to catch the lion, noble beast. 

And kin him unaware 
(Some juicy trifle well-selected for 
The special taste of that fastidious glutton — 

An ox, a pig, a potted zebra, or 
A woolly mutton), 

Then safe behind a closely wattled screen, 

Or up a likely tree, 

Surveys the prospect with a mind serene 
And snug as snug can be ; 

Waits for the moon to rise and climb about, 

Or, failing that, till darkness bids the morn hail. 
And he can see to lay his quarry out 
Dead as a door-nail, — 

There is a moment when the beast appears 
In a majestic pose, 

Observing Nature through his eyes and ears, 

But mainly through his nose ; * - 
Stalking his prey with nicely hated iDreath, 

He little dreams, at this diverting junctui’e, 

Himself will shortly meet a horrid death 
Due to a puncture; — 

There is a moment (I again remark) 

Which shows us at our best, 

When any sportsman who can raise a spark 
Of pity in his breast 

Suffers a qualm that puts him off his smile 
To think that he should slay — ^it seems disgusting - 
A thing so ignorant of human guile, 

So naive, and trusting ; — 

Just so, my lord, when on a hunting raid 
Llotd waits for you to spring 
Into the simplest trap was ever laid 
For any living thing, 

There comes a moment when a kind of shame 
Freezes his fighting marrow on reflecting 
How innocent you are (for such big game), 

How unsuspecting. 

But, when the lion with a lusty bound 
Falls on the fat decoy, 

Rends it in little bits and lies around 
Licking his chops for joy. 

Past is the fear of ultimate remorse ; ' 

The hunter’s blood is hot : it almost hisses ; 

He takes and plugs him dead (unless, of course. 

The idiot misses). 0. S 
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Augustus (noticing that he has been sewed before his grandfather^. “Isay, Gbak’dad, did you tell the waiter I wasn’t a member here?’* 


TO POSTUMUS IN OCTOBER. 

When you and I were younger the world was passing fair ; 
Our days were sped with, laughter, our steps were free as air ; 
Life lightly lured us onward, and ceased not to unroll 
In en(Uess shining vistas a playground for the soul. 

But now no glory fires us ; we Huger in the cold, 

And both of us are weary, and both are growing old ; 

Come, Postumus, and face it, and, facing it, confess 
Your years are half a hundred, and mine are nothing less. 

When you and I were twentj^, my Postumus, we kept 
In tidy rooms in College, and there we snugly slept. 

And still, when I am dreaming, the bells I can recall 
That ordered us to chapel or welcomed us to hall. 

The towers repeat our voices, the grey and ancient Courts 
Are filled with mirth and movement, and echo to our sports ; 

I Then riverward we trudge it, all talking, once again 
Down all the long unlovely extent of J esus Lane. 

One figure leads the others ; with frank and boyish mien, 
Straight back and sturdy shoulders, he lords it o'er the scene ; 
His grip is firm and manly, his cheeks are smooth and red ; 
The tangled curls cling tightly about his jolly head. 

And when we launch the eight-oar I hear his orders ring ; 
With dauntless iteration I see his body swing; 

The pride of all the river, the mainstay of our crew — 

0 Postumus, my bald one, can this be truly you? 

Nay, Postumus, my comrade, the years have hurried on ; 

You re not the only Phoenix, I know, whose plumes are gone. 
When I recall your splendour, your memory, too, is stirred ; 
You too can show a moulted, but once refulgent, bird ; ^ 

And, if I stiU should press you, you too could hardly foil 
To point a hateful moral where I adorned the tale. 


’Twere better to be'thankful to Heaven that ruled it so, 

And gave us for our spending the days of long ago. 

R. C. L. 

MR. SHACKLETON’S SHOW. 

At the Antarctic Exhibition in Savoy Street. 

First Female (gazing at photograph of members of the expe- 
dition). But, teU. me, which is Peary ? 

Her Escort. He wasn’t there ; he was doing the other Pole, 
you know. 

First Female. But how silly of them. Why don’t they all 
go to one Pole at a time, and keep each other company ? 

Her Escort. They don’t want company at the Poles. They 
I Hke seclusion best. 

I Second Female (inspecting fur hoots). But what huge feet 
they had ! 

Third Female. I daresay they chose them for that. You I 
don’t shp so easily on the icebergs. ’ 

Second Female. Well, it s all frightfully interesting ; but i 
I can’t understand why they turned hack if they got so far, : 

Third Female. I think Mr. Shackleton explained it in the 
papers. They’d shot all the pemmican, and there was 
nothing left to eat. 

Fourth Female (peeping in tent). “Fur sleeping -hag to 
hold seven men,” What did they want aH that fur for? 
They always say that the farther south you go the hotter it is. 

Eusland. Not beyond the Equator, my dear. 

Fourth Female. Well, it used to be so in my young days. 
That ’s what I was taught at school ; but I expect it ’s all 
altered now. 

Eusland. It’salwaysbeen very cold at the South Pole,my dear. 

Stout Lady. How do they know, when they never got 
there ? Anyhow, it ’s time I had a cup o’ tea. (Exit. 
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LITERATURE WELL THUMBED. 

[“ The World's Great Books*' (says the adver- 
tisement) “ is a work which the necessities of 
modem civilisation have long demanded. The 
twentieth century has been described as a 
century in a hurry. Time-saving methods and 
appliances are needed everywhere. It is in- 
evitable that the time-saving principle should 
be extended to literature. . . . The new Harms- 
worth fortnightly is destined to provide the 
remedy. . . , A book like T^e Ont/in 0/ Species 
will be presented to you as if Darwin had 
written it in the form of an article for the 
busy man who reads The Dally Mall ; Jane 
Eyre, as if Charlotte Bronte had written it as a 
short stoiy for a magazine.” 

It is a fine conception. We hope we have 
caught the spirit of it in our attempt to re-write 
'The BgoLt.’] ^ 

LORD AVILLOUGHBY’S WOOING. 
[Fott can start this story now !] 
Synopsis of Previous Chapters. 

After an able but sliglitly fanciful 
prelude, in wlLicb. tbe author, with what 
seems now to have been almost pro- 
phetic insight, refers to the dangers and 
difficulties of the explorer “ on the edge 
of the Pole,” we are introduced to 
Lord AVilloughby Patterne, a typical 
English peer of the better class, the 
owner of a fine park and mansion. 
His lithe-limbed figure is the admi- 
ration of all, particularly of 
Mrs. Mountfstuart Jenkinson, one of his 
neighbours. Lord AA^illoughby is 
madly in love with a charming girl, 
Lady Constantla Durham. She however 
throws him over and elopes wdth 
the scion of a noble house who is 
in the Guards. Lord AVilloughby 
is literally decimated with grief, 
and turns for consolation to 
Lady Letitia Dai.e, a charming girl who 
lives close by. Before he can pro- 
pose to her he becomes the winner 
of the great Atlas Competition, 
which entitles him to a free tour 
round the world. On his return 
from this he finds that Lady Letitia 
has lost much of her beauty. Sud- 
denly, to the sui-prise of all, he 
announces his engagement to 
Miss Clara Middleton, acharming, though 
untitled, girl, who is the daughter of 
Bishop Middleton, a famous divine. 
Father and daughter come to stay 
at Patterne Hall. Clara takes a 
great interest in young 
Hon. Crossjay Patterne, a small relative 
of Lord AVilloughby, and who is in- 
tended for the Navy. He is being 
coached by 

Vernon AVhitfoed, a handsomeand melan- 
choly man, who is secretly in love 
with Clara, but from motives of 
poverty and honour refrains from 
pressing his suit. Clara thinks 
that Crossjay will have no chance 
of passing for the Navy unless he is 
specially crammed. [In regard to 


which an interesting discussion has 
arisen in our columns and is con- 
tinued below. — ^Editor.] It is upon 
this point that the first lovers’ tiff 
between her and Lord AVilloughby 
has arisen. 

General Sir Horace de Craye. A fasci- 
nating and sentimental Irishman, i 
He has recently been the victim of 
a nasty cab accident. 

Chapter XX. 

An Aged and a Great Wine. 

Bishop Middleton was walking leisurely 
up and down the lawn until he should 
hear the bell to dress for dinner. As he 
paced the soft turf, elastic on muscles 
of calf and foot, he bore his broad iron- 
grey head in grand elevation. Needless 
to say, however, he was troubled about 
his daughter. Her mother, Lady Jane, 
had been an amiable woman, of tbe 
poetical temperament nevertheless, too 
enthusiastic, imaginative, impulsive for 
the repose of a sober divine ; an^admir- 
able woman, stilly as you see, a woman, 
a firework. Clara took after her — 
hence these tears. A husband was her 
proper custodian, justly relieving a 
father. AVith Socialists and so-called 
Liberals abroad and daughters at home, 
philosophy is needed for us to keep 
erect. Let the girl be Cicero’s *Tullia, 
as the saying is : well, she dies 1 The 
choicest of them will furnish us examples 
of a strange perversity. 

AVhile he was ruminating in this 
extraordinary manner he was approached 
by Lord AVilloughby, who was swinging 
the key of his cellar. 

‘*AVhat will you drink, Bishop?” 
asked his lordship. 

“ AVell,” said Dr. Middleton, cautiously, 
“ what have you ” 

^‘Come and see. I am just going 
down to my cellar.” 

“ Have you anything good ? ” 

** A wine aged ninety.” 

“Port?” 

“Port.” 

“Ah, we are in England.” 

[Tlie Australians mucli appreciated Pellier 
Water during their stay in this country. — ^A dvt.] 

^ A chirrup was in the right reverend 
bishop’s tone as he launched into his 
famous discourse on wines: “Hocks,” 
he said, “are sometimes old. I have 
tasted very old Hocks. There are many 
different* kinds of Hocks. AVesayOld 
Tawny Port. AV e cannot say that of any 
other drink. AVe never, for instance, 
say Old Tawny Ginger Ale. Port is 
literally deep-sea deep. It is like a 
classic tragedy ; for example, The Aga- 
memnon, which is, I hear, appearing 
in fortnightly parts in * The AVorld’s 
Great Books.’ Poit is our noblest legacy. 
Burgundy has ^eat genius. I do not 
compare the wines ; I distinguish the 
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qualities. Claret also, as you say, has 
moments.” 

[Do you drink Tliree Moon Brandy ?— Advt.] 

Conversing jocularly thus, they ap- 
proached the cellar. But their gaiety 
left them as they began to descend 
The cool, vaulted passages struck a 

Next Week! Our Grand New 
Serial commences ! ! 

JUGGLING JUDE; 

' OR, 

THE MAN WHO DID. 

BY 

Tnos. Hardy 

(Author of “ Why Bathsliela Left Borne**) 

sudden chiU into the heart of his lord- 
ship. He shivered. A nameless fear 
also seized the eminent divine. 

“ AVait,” he said hoarsely ; “ there is 
something I must tell you.” 

It was too late. The other had turned 
the key and the cellar-door swung open. 

They held their breath as they peered 
into the darkness. What was that 9 

A sudden shriek, and then silence. 

(To he continued,) 

Would Crossjay have Passed into 
THE Navy? 

To the Editor of “ The Daily MaiV^ 
The Laurels, Eastbourne. 

Dear Sir, — ^I have been much inte- 
rested in the discussion which has arisen 
with regard to the education of the lad 
Cross jay, and I am certainly of opinion 
that it would be advisable to remove 
him from his present tutor, and place 
him in charge of a specialist in pre- 
paring boys for the Navy. Speaking for 
myself, I have one vacancy for the next 
term ; and I may state that boys under 
my charge are not only instructed by a 
highly qualified st^ of resident gradu- 
ates, but also receive every home atten- 
tion^ from Mrs. Tutt, assisted by an 
efficient lady matron. 

I am, Sir, &c. Perot Tutt. 

Owing to the great interest aroused 
in this question, an interest which will 
be largely increased by Mr. Tutt’s letter, 
we have telegraphed to the headmasters 
of aU our leading public schools, asking 
them to let us know whether, in their 
opinion, a private tutor or a coaching 
establishment is the better preparation 
for the Navy. We print the answers 
we have received : — 

From the Headmaster of Pookling ton: 
“Many of our boys pass direct into 
Army without extra coaching.” 

From the Headmaster of Clayesmore : 
“The health of the pupil is of more 
importance than mere examinations.” 

From the Headmaster of Bromsgrove : 
“ It depends on the boy.” 

[Yoti must kave a glass of Sherry.— .A dvt ] 

A.A.M. 
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FIUST AID FOR THE DRAMA. 

The spirited new departure taken 
by Mr. Herbert Trench in enricking 
the Hayniarket programmes for King 
Lear with, an essay on that momentous ^ 
tragedy is, we are glad to learn, about 
to be extensively followed by other 
lessees, managers and presenters. It 
is with sincere pleasure that we repro- 
duce portions of the masterly appreci- 
ation of Bear Little Denmark, which 
has recently emanated from the scholarly 
pen of Mr. Frank Curzon. ^ ^ 

Dear Little Denmark is Paul Rubens’s 
supreme achievement, perhaps the most 
poignant and soul-shaking comedy ever 
written, excelling the Frogs of Aristo- 
phanes in subtlety of characterisation, 
The School for Scandal in beauty of 
execution, and Oiir Boys in profundity 
of thought. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Never was a more daring conception 
than that of Ophelia, a maiden from 
Jutlani, wearing a tall hat and speaking 
broad Lancashire ! A lesser genius with 
a lesser conception of cosmic humour 
would have shrunk from such a teme- 
rarious flight. But Paul Rubens, uniting, 
as his name implies, apostohc fervour 
with’ the opulent artistry of an old 
master, shrinks from nothing. His 
’tragically profound sense of humour 
perceived that this strange manifestation 
of the eioig weihliche supplied a scope 
, for irony which great imaginations have 
; always found in human affairs, and the 
result is an overwhelming justification 
of his intrepid enterprise. 4* \ ^ 

In his versatility — for he is his own 
librettist — Paul Rubens challenges com- 
parison with the Bayreuth Colossus and 
emerges triumphantly from the exacting 
ordeal. For while Wagner’s command 
of sentiment was restricted to its more 
serious phases Paul Rubens ranges 
over the whole gamut of human emotion 
from elemental passion to the most 
• delicate caprice. Wagner, great genius 
that he was, could never have written 
that adorable refrain to the ‘‘ humming 
;duet”: — 

Oh, tiddily lun ! 

Lum tity toty turn I 
j Lum tiddily um I 

Lum tity toty turn I 

Lum tiddily xim 1 

Lmn tity toty turn I 

Lum ti to ta tee — 

. Tiddily um I 

To find a parallel to the fine careless 
rapture of this wonderful lyric one has 
to go back to Herrick, Catullus or 
Sappho. # ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Another trait in Paul Rubens which 
stamps him with the indelible haU-mark 
of genius is his prescience. Thus the 
family name of the Duke in Dear Little 
'Denmark is Basmussen, though the pro- 
duction antedated by many weeks the 
sudden leap into eminence of his name- 



sake, the renowned Eskimo linguist and 
champion of Dr. Cook. But in nomen- 
clature, as in all else, Paul Rubens is 
paramount in poetic significance and 
imaginative splendour. Note how trip- 
pingly his title flows from the tongue — 
Dear Little Denmark, and compare it 
with the clumsy inanity of, say, Cheap 
Great Sweden or Hateful Huge Buss la. 
In fine, anyone who reads the play 
aright will find through all its spiritual 
chaos and terror the savage, majestic, 
human soul struggling tovrards gentle- 
ness, dignity and feeling for others. 
Changed are the men and women who 
have come through these stormy waters, 
and the headstrong, wilful Hansen of 
the opening scene is hardly recognisable 
in the discredited Court physician who, 
in the hour of supreme humiliation and 


defeat, forgets his own sorrows to com- 
fort his faithful Lancashire sweetheart 
from the vine-clad summits of Jutland. 

“ Incapacitated, presumably by gout, judging 
from the boot that cannot escape the eye of a 
sufferer from this complaint, the lady sat com- 
placently in a chair /’ — The Observer. 

“ Judging,” we should have said (mind- 
ful of the gouty squire of fiction) “ by 
the eye that cannot escape the boot of a | 
sufferer from this complaint.” 

** Widower (35), two daughters, desires cor- 
respondence with smart, lovable young lady, 
able to swim .” — Yorkshire Post. 

We suggest to Mr. Maugham that he 
should strike new ground by making 
his next heroine a smart, lovable young 
i lady, who can swim. 
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THE NEW FOLKS AT HOME. 

IT* 

London (England). 

Dear Sadie, — It’s a terrible while 
since I heard from yon, and I’ve been 
looking for something from your end of 
the line this last month, Jnst rustle 
two cents (that ’s all it is now) and send 
me a letter, dear, quick; I’d like to 
know what ’s happening your way. 

Pop is in terriMe disgrace, and I must 
tell you about it. The wliole racket was 
over a salmon, so I reckon you won’t 
understand it ; but it shows what queer 
folk they are over here anyway. This 
is how it happened. Pop was staying in 
Scotland at a house where they ’ve got a 
grouse reservation and a bit of a wood, 
and a little one-horse creek with sahnon 
in it* AH the sports were crazy to catch 
a salmon, but couldn’t do it, although 
they tried for weeks and talked about it 
no end . You have to wear a hat trimmed 
with flies, and creep about behind bushes 
so as to fool the salmon, and if you ’re in 
luck you get a rise ; and that ’s the end 
of it, because it never comes to anything. 
►Well, Pop had noticed the men doing 
all this play-acting, and listened to their 
hard-luck tales about the pesky fish, and 
one night he fixed it up to have a dash 
himself. Next morning, bright and 
early, Pop went out and dug up a worm, 
put it on a hook and dropped it into the 
creek and waited for the bell to ring. 
Sure enough in a minute or two he felt 
a tug and yanked out a big salmon ! It 
was a beauty, and Pop was in two minds 
about putting it back because fish don’t 
agree with him, but he concluded to take 
it indoors and show the folks. When 
they saw the fish and heard how Pop 
had caught it they were fit to be tied, 
they were, so mad. It appears that the 
old man had done the wrong thing 
somehow, and ought not to have fished 
that way on any account ! One man said 
it was worse than shooting foxes, and 
another one said it wasn’t cricket 1 And 
Pop said. No, of course it wasn’t, it was 
fishing, and all he caredaboutwasresults 1 
They didn’t quit talking about it all day, 
and they kept up until Pop cleared out. 
It ’s a kind of mystery, anyhow, 

I met Maisie Hopkins out shopping 
one day last week, and we went to the 
Silence Boom and had a long talk. As 
soon as her souvenir collection is ready 
she ’s going back home, and my word ! 
^die, she has got some things. Maisie 
is no slouch when antiques are around ! 
Four full-sized Saratogas bursting with 
them — curios, hotel spoons and relics ! 
It made my mouth water worse than a 
melon! Maisie says collecting is dead 
easy in this country because folks don’t 
savvy the value of things and don’t 
know what they ’re selling half the time. 
For instance, Maisie was in a cathedral 


town and lit on an old cmiosity-store on 
a side-street, and you ought to see the 
bargains that woman walked away with ! 
There was a plague-pipe — there are only 
about half-a-dozen of them left in the 
country— and a silver coin very old, with 
B.C. 62 on it, and the cutest snufi-box 
you ever saw 1 It was dug up some- 
where in a part called Cornwall and 
belonged to King Arthur! The old 
hay-seed who was tending store for his 
brother let her have the things for a 
song 1 I teU Maisie she has all the luck, 
sure, but she says No, it ’s just the bar- 
gain sense 1 I guess she ’s right. 

I took Pop to dinner at the Wacken- 
baths a few nights back. Old man 
Wackenbath has struck it rich in glue, 
and he ’s over here now collecting heir- 
looms. He claims that his collection is 
the biggest in Europe, and I guess he ’s 
not far ofi the mark. There were a lot 
of folks there, and after dinner most 
everybody settled down to bridge ; so I 
talked to the man who took me in. He is 
in the Army, and games give him brain 
fag, he says. He wears a monocle, and I 
asked him why. And he said it was a 
regimental custom, and the other officers 
would haze him if he didn’t ! I never 
saw such a man 1 We got on to Ameri- 
can history and national heroes, and I 
asked him who was his favourite cha- 
racter in American history — George 
Washiitoton or Rockefeller? and he 
said the Governor of North Carolina 
was his favourite character 1 Sakes 
alive 1 I couldn’t make anything of the 
man ; but he ’s going to call here some 
afternoon, if he can get time off. He ’s 
in the Guards, and they hardly have 
time for anything, they have to work so. 
It ’s too bad. 

Cy has just come prancing in as 
proud as a poodle with a blue rosette. 
He got among some green-goods men at 
a race meeting, and they thought he was 
a Britisher because he didn’t wear a fiat 
hat and fancy shoe-laces, and one of the 
men said he was at school with Cy, and 
Cy said. Yes, sime, and did he remember 
the old vicarage with the honeysuckle 
round the portico where they used to 
spend vacations? And the man said, 
Yes, and would Cy flutter for sovereigns ? 
So Cy fluttered, and won twice, and then 
he wouldn’t go on with it, and when the 
man said, Why not ? Cy said that his old 
man — the Vicar— told him never to toss 
more than twice with old school-mates 
at race meetings because it was immoral. 
The green-goods merchant cracked on to 
beat the band and said that Cy ought to 
be deported 1 I reckon Cy is slick 
enough to be a politician ; what do you 
think? 

How are things at Baugville ? I shall 
be glad to be back along with all the 
folks, though I’m not saying that it 
isn’t good fun, this traveUing around 


and seeing things. I shall never be 
sorry I brought Pop over here, and it 
does me good to see him! he’s as 
chipper as a sandfly, and enjoys himself 
aU the time. 

Write as soon as you can, Sadie, and 
send me all the news. I must quit now 
as I ’m going to try on Some clothes and 
the woman is waiting. They ’re dreams, 
but I haven’t the time to tell you about 
them this mail. Happy days ! 

Yours as before, Elmira. 


THE STAG O’ TEN. 

We left the lodge in the morning, 

The rime was white on the grass, 

The cock grouse crowed on the hillocks 
To cheer us up the Pass, 

The peaks were in golden glory, 

The flats wine-purple, when 
We left the lodge in the morning 
To look for the stag o’ ten ! 

And we searched each face and corrie, 
And we saw the heather swim 
A-jurap in the heat at noontide. 

All hazy blue and dim ; 

And we saw the red hinds listen 
Heads high and ears held still, 

And we watched the bobbing canter 
That carried them up the hill ! 

We spied and we crawled and clambered, 
But never the glass picked up 
A hint of his branching honours — 

Of brow, of tray, of cup, 

Till over the western summits 
The night came down the glen, 

And out came a star to mock us 
For want of the stag o’ ten ! 

As back to the lodge’s lamp-light 
We went by the darkling braes, 

All solemnly through the birches 
The moon came up to gaze 
On one of us lamely limping. 

Burnt sorely red and brown. 

As stiff as a kitchen poker 

With “ plowtering up an’ down ! ” 

But we ’d seen some six fair counties 
Spread out as a map might be ; 

We ’d seen an eagle wheeling, 

A far gray shield of sea ; 

We ’d looked on the rugged splendour 
Of loch and rock and Ben — 

So one of us said ’twas worth it, 

In spite of the stag o’ ten ! 


“The dispute at the Auckland Park Collieries, 
Bishop Auckland, was accentuated yesterday 
by the putters declining to undertake the duties 
of the disaffected drivers.” 

The 'Westminster Gazette. 

No wonder. Much better try an iron. 


The Truth about Moses. 

“ Captain Peary, who, like Moses, was granted 
but the sight of the Pole.” — The Eastern 
Province Herald. 
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EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE GREAT.—V. 
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E^CUU HIS FAHILT .HD ™s OHUBEAIINO IHE THIEIIEIH AhHIVEK^T OF HIS DISCOVEE. ’‘tHaJ TWO SIDES OF A TEIAKO 

— TOGETHER GREATER THAN THE THIRD.” TRIANGLE 


THE "ROOFER’S’’ SUCCESSOR. 
The roofer is dead; that is certain. 
But when did it die? When did the 
agreeable habit of thanking a hostess 
lor a pleasant visit beneath her roof die 
and disappear ? It would puzzle the 
social historian to say, but it probably 
met its end at about the same time as 
many other good manners. To-day 
visitors come and go and say nothing 
ol it, and it is by way of commentary 
on this new departure that a hostess of 
imagination has invented a novel type] 
of duty-letter. It takes the form of a 
communication from the hostess to her 
guest thanking him for being so gracious 
as to confer distinction on her house 
by his presence and so condescending 
as to eat her food and drink her wine. 
It runs something like thi> : — 

" Deae Mr. Biask,-— 1 trust that you 
got home safely, and found that all had 
gone weU during your absence. It was 
very kind of you to spare so much of 
your valuable time for such insignificant 
persons as ourselves, and we duly appre- 
ciate the honour done us, especially 
when we recollect how far we live from 


town, and how few attractions the house 
can offer to so repandu a worldling as 
• yourself. If at any time you are so 
) good as to pay us another visit, I trust 
5 you will remember that a Complaint 
s Book IS placed in the hall, and anything 
! that you object to we will do our best to 
■ improve. 

Pray do not trouble to acknowledge 
this, and believe me to be yours to 
command, « Alice Haven.” 

NATURAL HISTORY NOTE. 

Dear Mr. Pongh,— I think that you 
as a dog-lover (for you do love Toby, 
don t you ? At any rate, you seem to 
be inseparables) will be interested in 
hearing of an invention that has just 
been perfected by Messrs. Curzon of the 
Strand, the weU-known mathematical- 
instrument makers. This consists of a i 
pedometer for dogs, so carefully con- 
jstructed that it may be altered in its 
gear to suit the gait of both a toy terrier 
and a St. Bernard. It is a small instru- ’ 
ment with a strap to fix it firmly to the j 
leg, so that the dog cannot worry it off. < 

Every dog-lover has remarked from time i 


' I? wonderful distances 

1 tiiat his dogs run when they are out 
with him. By means of this pedometer 
those distances can now be ascertained. 
I tried one on a fox-teirier last week] 
amxing it to him at the beginning of 
a walk over the hills which was to ex- 
tend on my part to a measured two-and- 
a-^lf miles, or exactly an hour in time. 
Will you believe it, that when the hour 
was up the dog had covered fifteen-and- 
Br-third miles ? You see how interesting 
this invention will make country walks ; 
and I need hardly remind you of the bets! 
etc., it wiU lead to. 

Yours, Phil Caine, 



• •) i Arthurs, Simpson, 

Padley,Eayboul(i,andLee. . . . The Worisop 
loiward Ime was veiy weak, and tlie only 
players worthy of any praise were Arthurs, 
Simpson, Padley, and Lee,”—Ret/ofd Times. 

Our sympathies go out to Raybould. 


“ There are middle-aged men living on the 
Forest who recollect their fathers and uncles 
attending this school .”— Bast Orinstead 
Ooserver, 

(Sensation,) 






TO A TEMPLE PIGEON. 

3, Temple Buildings. 

(Go on climbing stairs till 

you seO my name on a door.) 

. My deae Herbert, — I think you are 
being a very silly pigeon. It used to 
be such a comfortable arrangement, 
your coming to the window of my rooms. 
After all, you did not have to struggle 
with the stairs, and, even if I had 
wanted to, I couldn’t fly to your nest. 
How was I to know where it is, or 
whether you pigeons even have nests 
at aU ? Then you suddenly go and take 
offence and never come back to the old 
window-sill any more. * As I say, I 
think you are behaving foolishly, even 
for a pigeon. 

I must confess that, when in the first 
place I started putting crumbs on the 
sill, it was not so much out of kindness 
to you as because I did not know where 
else on earth to put them. If I threw them 
out on to the lawn, there were always 
the Temple porters with top-hats ; if I 
put them down the waste pipe, there 
were always sanitary inspectors without 
top-hats, but with a lot of violence con- 
cealed about them. So I laid them on 
the sill and you came along and thought 
that I was meaning to do you a good 
ton. Who was I to undeceive you? 
ReaUy, my dear old bird, you cannot 
blame me for that. Be blowed, they 


were excellent crumbs as crumbs go, 
and I know lots of sparrows who would 
simply liave hopped at them. Moreover, 

I dare say that when you first took to 
leaving feathers on the sill you were 
not thinking entirely of my pipe-clean- 
ing. Of course you will now say that 
you were, but I can quite imagine that, 
though feathers are dl very well to fly 
with and to keep yourself warm and all 
that, it is very comforting to find a man 
who will let you shed the worn-out ones 
all over his house and still go on giving 
you crumbs. You simply dared not go 
into a second-hand clothes shop and try 
to dispose of them ; you knew that, if 
you once started doing that, you would 
probably end in a cage or in a pie. 

I As it was our little mutual arrangement 
might have gone on for years and years (or 
for as many years as pigeons go onh and 
no blame have attached to either party, 
when you go and make an idiot of yourself 
over a cigarette-end. Surely you are 
never going to say that I had no right 
to put it there ? After all, it is my sill, 
and how was I to know that you were 
a non-smoker? Besides, even a non- 
smoker might have known that, with 
however good intentions you start a 
cigarette, you have to leave off before 
you get to the end. Then there is that 
tiresome bit to get rid of, and, as 
the Temple porters stiU wore top-hats 


and the inspectors were still ' sanitary, 
there was nothing else for it but the 
window-sill again. But I .thought that 
any fool could tell the difference between 
a cigarette-end and a crumb, and surely 
you are aware that, if you do not care 
for what you happen to be eating, you 
can always leave it on your plate ? 

Now look here, old cock. I am ready 
to climb down, if you are ready to climb 
up. Come and patronise the old window- 
sill, for goodness’ sake, and get on with 
your crumbs, and let me get on with 
the cleaning of my pipes. Anyhow, I 
promise not to put another cigarette- 
end in your way unless I feel that I 
simply must have one more good laugh. 
Lastly, I warn you that, if you ignore 
my very decent offer, I shall resort to 
drastic courses. I may .even have to 
punish you by sub-letting my rooms to 
a man I know, who eats all his crumbs 
himself, keeps an air-gun and simply 
hates pigeons. 

Yours still, George. 


An Autbentic Criticism. 

Working Man. What I say is, why 
tax the working man’s beer and tobacco ? i 
Why can’t things stop as they are? 
What do we want a Budget for? Never 
I heard of it before Lloyi>-George came — 

1 it ’s one of his fads.*' 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Duby of Toby, M.P. 



The “Backwoodsmen” are coming to Town. 

(A Fancy Sketcli of the March of the Lords’ Reseiwes on their way to deal with the Budget.) 


House of GommoiiSy Monday, Septem- 
ber 27, — Only tliirty questions on paper. 
When first called on not as many Mem- 
bers present. Front Opposition Bench 
tenantless. Treasury Bench almost in 
same condition. Here and there a lusty 
trout, such as N. B. Haldaite, and here 
and there a grayling, represented by 
Sydney Buxton, who also had question 
to answer, W^hat with non-appearance 
of Members who have put questions 
down and non-arrival of Ministers to 
whom they are addressed, collapse of 
sitting seems imminent. 

Fine opportunity for Hobhodse, who 
makes the most of it. Nominally Finan- 
cial Secretary to Treasury, he is actually 
the Utility Man of the Ministry. When 
any right hon. colleague is detained 
elsewhere by State affairs, he sends 
written answer to Hobhouse, who in due 
course reads it to House. A quick- 
change artist, he at one moment repre- 
sents the Admiralty, anon the Board of 
Trade, frequently the Treasury, Lloyd- 
George being shut up in his room 
drafting new clauses for Budget Bill. 

All very weU to read typewritten 
manuscript. Difficulty presents itself 


when enquiring minds opposite put 
supplementary questions. Process akin 
to that of giving novice swimming lessons • 
with assistance of the corks, presently 
withdrawing them and bidding him 
go ahead. Hobhouse comes through 
ordeal admirably. Naturally knows 
little of particnkrs of case presented 
as affected by internal arrangements 
whether of Admiralty, Board of Trade, 
or Treasury, Nevertheless manages to 
give the soft answer that turneth away 
curiosity. 

Business done. — Thirty-fifth sitting in 
Committee on Budget Bill. Members 
in almost comatose state. 

Tuesday . — The Chatterjees in full 
cry. A group of fourteen questions 
relating to unrest in India stands in 
their name. Chatierjee Cotton leads 
off with three. Close on his heels come 
AcHYUT EUTnERFORD, Ar.4jbindo Magkar- 
NESS, and Kolhatkar Lupton, who be- 
lieves vaccination is at the bottom of 
the whole bad business. From lus tower 
on top corner seat below Gangway, Rees 
OF Hindustan looks on, watchful, ready 
to trip up the Chatterjees. 

Got a bit of stidng across the road 


in preparation for preliminary canter 
of Chatterjee Cotton, who moved 
for return setting forth particulars of 
receut deportations in India. Rees gave 
notice of another designed to present 
situation in entirely new light. When 
Questions got in full swing, he, a sort 
of Parliamentary King’s Proctor, was 
constantly “ intervening,” submitting in 
form of cunningly constructed question 
propositions designed to bring the 
Chatterjees ignominiously to mother 
earth. 

One of the finest touches in the 
familiar comedy is the attitude the 
Chatterjees adopt towards their inquisi- 
tor. They just ignore him. As far as 
sign of knowledge of his presence is 
forthcoming, he might still be in Hindu- 
stan. If it were the Irish Nationalists’ 
turn, and if in analogous circum- 
stances anyone were to controvert their 
questions by argument prefaced by the 
phrase, Before the right hon. gentle- 
man answers that question, may I — ” 
there would be wigs on the green. 
Half-a-dozen of the bhoys would leap to 
tbeir feet and fall on the intruder. 

Possibly Rees of Hindustan sometimes 




.is* 
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not so far lacking in sanity as to force a 
Dissolution at this particular juncture. 
Above all in view of th is particular Budget. 

'‘Of course,” he says, “if they do 
take the unprecedented course attributed 
to their intention, they will be actuated 
by no other motive than that of pure 
patriotism. .But this is a wicked world, 
and seeing that they as a class are most 
severely hit by the new or extended 
methods of taxation folk are sure to 
say they are fighting for their own. If 
I the fourteen millions which everyone 
I admits have to be raised somehow were 
levied upon tea or sugar, to destroy the 
proposal would not avoid the constitu- 
tional question of the Lords’ meddling 
with money Bills. But it would be 
free from suspicion of personal interest. 
By a Budget that creates a system of 
Land Taxes, increases Death Duties, 
invents super -income-tax, the Lords 
themselves are sorely smitten, and can- 
not escape unworthy suspicion. 

“In throwing out the Budget they 
will not only commit an unpardonable 
sin against the Constitution; they will 
appear to be sinning in order to save 
their own pockets. Impossible to con- 
ceive choice of battle-ground being 
made under worse conditions. That is 
my specific reason for refusing to believe 
that the Lords will throw out the Bill — 
unless, indeed, the wild backwoodsmen 
force Lansdowne’s hand.” 

All very well ; but it is the voice of 
one crying in the wilderness. As for 
the rest they shout for the battle. 

Business done , — Nearing end of dis- 
-cussion in Committee of original clauses 
of Budget Bill. 

QUESTION AND ANSER. 

Interview with the Talking Goose. 

The wonderful thinking goose which 
so deeply impressed the editorial staff of 
The Daily Ghronicle has made astonishing 
strides since his arrival in London. To 
begin with, “ Jimmy ” was able to con- 
verse only by the somewhat cumbrous 
method of picking out cards with words 
painted on them. But a few lessons 
from a famous voice-producer, Mr. Benry 
Hussell, have put that all right, and 
“ Jimmy ” now talks quite distinctly in 
a rich fruity voice with the timbre of a 
bass clarinet. 

Interviewed last Saturday by our 
representative at the Golden Egg Hotel, I 
“ Jimmy ” courteously answered a num-! 
ber of questions bearing on his own 
career and the political situation with 
the utmost lucidity and inteUigence, 
though confessing to a little fatigue after 
a succession of Michaelmas escapes. 

Asked as to his parentage and origin, 
“ Jimmy ” stated that he was un- 
doubtedly of royal descent, as his ancestors 
were settled at Kingussie (King Goosey). 



Master. “Well, Jack, can’t you give us a hand with a spade?” 

Jaeh (iclio has hcen running all the morning). “Very sorry, Sir, daren’t do no work. 


I ’m drawin’ club money.” 

Master. “What’s the matter?” 


JaeJt. “Got a bad foot.” 


When the laughter provoked by this 
joyous sally had died away our re- 
presentative asked “Jimmy” what he 
thought of the Budget. “What do I 
think of it ? ” he replied. “ Why, of 
course, I have an hereditary partiality for 
all quack remedies.” In this context 
“Jimmy” spoke with great cordiality 
of his reception at the offices of The 
Glircmide, where he was delighted to 
find a rook sitting in the office window. 
“ This,” said Jimmy, “is the age of the 
bird. Man takes Mm for his model in 
aerial locomotion. He cannot even dis- 
pense with swallow tails in his evening 
attire.” 

“Is it true,” queried our repre- 
sentative, “that you have decided to 
appear at the Music-haUs ? ” 


“No,” said “Jimmy,” “ but I have-i 
accepted an engagement to speak on 
behalf of the Budget League to counter- 
balance the effect of the fifty-seven- 
years-old goose (belonging to a friend of 
the Duchess of Bedford) who has been 
retained as a champion of Tariff 
Reform.” 

“One word more. Is it true tint 
your feet ” 

‘'Are webbed? Yes, it is; and I shall 
continue to call them so until Holbein 
has swum the Channel.” 

From “Things you should know,” 
in The GLasgotc Neics : 

“ The eel has now two separate hearts.” 
What can you expect with this Budget ? 
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A STUDY IN JOURNALISTIC ' 
CONDENSATION. • 

The passengers in the coasting steamer, 
Davy Jonesy had an alarming experience 
yesterday morning when that vessel 
struck on a submerged rock near 
Murther-Treadinyll, North Wales. The 
captain, Mr. John Jones, immediately 
ordered the boats to be lowered, and a 
lifeboat was despatched from shore by 
Mr. William Jones, harbour-master, under 
the command of Mr. Thomas Henry 
Jones (retired Royal Navy) ; but, the 
catastrophe having occurred in only six 
feet of water, the passengers, to the 
number of seventeen, were safely got 
ashore without even getting wet. 

Ml*. George Ap-John Jones (aged 45, 
married), a spectator from the beach, 
gives the following account: — “I was 
standing on the shore with my friend, 
Mr. Owen Owens Jones, when we saw 
the Davy Jones strike end-on upon some 
obsti’uction below the surface. The 
boats were instantly lowered, but were 
found unnecessary, as the passengers 
managed to climb ashore over the rocks 
without even wetting their feet. There 
must have been some sixteen or eighteen 
of them. The wreck was got off without 
any assistance from the lifeboat. The 
incident reflects great credit on all con- 
cerned [except perhaps the helmsman, 
Mr. Thomas Jones. — En.]. 

In an interview, the captain, Mr. 
John Jones (49, unmarried) states : — 
We wass steaming off Murther-TreadmyU 
I about eleven o’clock in the forenoon, at 
a speed of ten knots whateffer, when I 
heard the ship strike a rock. I ordered 
the boats out whateffer, although the 
water wass no more than six feet deep. 
I wass be signalling for a lifeboat. 

How many passengers were you carry- 
ing, Captain Jones? — Seventeen. I 
wass shouting out that there wass be no 
danger, and put on a lifebelt. 

Was there any panic? — None what- 
effer. We wass only a yard or two from 
i the shore, and they wass landing in a 
few minitts. 

Nobody was drowned? — Nobody 
; whateffer ; they went ashore dry-footed, 
I wass be administering stimulants to the 
: crew, and we got the vessel off whateffer. 

The Mnrther-Treadviyll Cross-Examiner 
\ supplies the following interesting de- 
! tails ; — The depth of the water at the 
i scene of • the unforeseen catastrophe 
approximates, according to the corro- 
borated evidence of experienced mariners, 
to six feet. No insuperable obstacles 
were therefore presented to disembarka- 
tion at this point, and no inconvenience i 
^ experienced by compulsory immersion in 
the waters of what our old friend Homer 
describes as the TroXv^Xottrdoto 6(xkcL<r(TTjst 


Mr. Robert Jones (.29, widower), a pas- 
senger, a jamboiler, in an account which 
we have to condense owing to extreme 
pressure on our space, statrs that the 
lifeboat, under Mi*. Thomas Henry Jones, 
made every effort to meet the wreck in 
time, but the passengers — seventeen in 
number— scrambled over the beach or 
(in the case of the ladies) were carried 
ashore before he arrived. There was 
hardly a wet pair of shoes amongst them 
all. Owing to the shallowness of the 
water — about six feet — the danger was 
infinitesimal. 

[We have corroborated the above parti- 
I culars. The Admiralty charts give the 
depth of the water as six feet, and 
' Lloyd’s Register identifies the captain as 
Ml*. John Jones, of Bangor. Private 
investigations endorse the fact that not 
a single passenger was submerged.] 


AWAKE, ENGLAND! 

[The following lines will, it is hoped, arouse 
our youtli to a sense of Iheir decadence (as 
recently remarked by The Daily Mail) in per- 
mitting forei^ers to monopolise the hotel- 
managing husiness.] 

Oh, where has the sea-dog been couch- 
ing? 

Oh, where are the Norsemen of old, 
The chaps who were constantly pouching 
Some enemy’s gold ? 

Has nothing been left of the order 
Of barons who boned what. they could. 
Of raiders who harried the Border, 

And bold Robin Hood? 

The buccaneer captains of Devon 
Who barbered King Philip of Spain, 
Has none of them left us his leaven 
Of duty and gain ? 

And those, the delectable rangers 
Of childhood, who dirked and who 
drank. 

Whose simplest amusement for strangers 
Was strolling the plank ? 

And Turpin, whose hoof-beats would 
hammer 

All night on his pillaging route, 

Has he not bequeathed us the glamour, 
Theglory of loot? 

Our fathers were full of the vigour, 

The veiwe of the caterer’s art, 

That bleeds at a regular figure, 

Or else ^ la carte. 

Then up, 0 ye Britons, and follow 
The gleam, the adventurous hope, 
With backs that are bending and hollow, 
With palms that are ope. 

Remember the gold of the galleons, 
Remember the night-riding swells, 
And cut out the Swiss and Italians 
At keeping hotels. 


A KINDLY SCHEME. 

“ Yes,” said the Philanthropist, it is 
quite true. The idea came to me at 
Burroughs and Watts’ the other day as 
I watched Stevenson waiting for his 
turn. It was the saddest ' face I ever 
saw. That man, I said to myself — that 
man and all the others like him — ^all the 
other billiard-experts who have to wait 
their turns — ^miist be catered for.” 

“But why?” I asked. “They are 
happy enough.” ' 

“Happy ! ” said he. “Happy ! You 
evidently weren’t there. I tell you he 
was the picture of woe. Besides, happi- 
ness has nothing to do with it. It is 
the sloth that I object to. ' Man’s duty 
is to w^ork, and here was a ’man doing 
nothing— not even watching the game. 
Half-hour after half-hour he sat there 
with only an occasional brief visit to the 
table, while an inferior performer was 
doing what he liked with the balls. I 
said to myself, I will take that man in 
hand.” 

“ And what have you done ? ” 

“ I have prepared a manual for such 
enforced idlers. It is called ^ All Things,’ 
an anthology of really good reading, 
likely to interest and improve their 
minds and lead to a fuller desire for 
literature and progress.” 

“ Why do you call it * All Things’ ? ” 
I asked. 

“ Because it is to come to those that 
wait.” 

“Tell me some of the contents,” I 
said. 

“Well, I begin with Tennyson’s 
‘ Break,' Break, Break,’ a beautiful 
thing. Then there are selections from 
tlie works of Q. and his sister, Lilian 
Quiller-Couch or Miss Q, ; Macaulay’s 
ballad on the Battle of Ivry ; Thackeray’s 
Roundabout Paper, ‘The Thorns in the 
Cushion' ; ’ Stevenson’s ‘ Merry Men ; ’ 
Shenstone’s ballad of Jimmy Dawson ; 
and a translation from the Basia of ‘ Se- 
cundus.’ At the close are a couple of 
exquisite funeral sermons by two Canons 
of Westminster, entitled, ‘ Th.e Long 
Rest.’ The work is published by Long 
Jenny, at the Bodley Head, and there 
is a marker in every copy. Not bad, is 
it ? ” he concluded. ‘ ‘ 

“I’d rather go on looking at my 
boots,” I said. 

From an official communication from 
the Boy Scout Headquarters relative to 
a peaceful invasion of France : 

“The numbers to be about 6,000, and the 
price per capiiem, about £2 10s.” 

As is well known, the three chief duties 
which a Boy Scout must practise ddily 
are 

Q) To do a good turn to somebody. 

(2) To find cover behind a turnip. 

(3) To decline caput. : . 5 ’' 




THE DREAM BIRD. 

In tlie sunny South Pacific there ’s an island all uncharted 

Where the lazy seals lie basking through the drowsy 
afternoon ; 

Not a tramp has ever hailed it, nor has dip of oar-blade started 

A single wash of ripple in the calm of its lagoon ; 

Never hurricane may harm it, though at times the land breeze, 
leaping 

Through glades of magic dream-cups, sets the fern fronds 

' all asway, 

Ere, trembling through the palm-ti-ees, a summer moon is 
steeping 

The beach in sudden silver at the ending of the day. 

Could you tread the sun-bleached coral where the warm and 
spicy valleys 

Eun up fr*om deep blue water where the darting ray-fish 
gleams, 

You would see across the twilight of the breathless forest 
alleys — 

A flashing, feathered jewel — ^flit the Bird of Pleasant Dreams. 

Never met him ? Very likely, though you know the night- 
mare s prancing 

(How often at your bedside has her hateful hoof been heard !) ; 

Yet if peace be on your piUow, and your dreams be all 
entrancing, 

You’ve to thank the ministrations of this charming little 
bird! 

In his plumes the gold of sunset with the pink of morning 
mingles, 

And his throat of ruby velvet every humming-bird’s outvies, 

While his wings are blue as ocean when the sapphire sweeps 
the shingles 


(There’s a fortune in his feathers were you dressing 
salmon flies !) ; 

I From his pinion breathes a fragrance, not of languid tropic 
hours 

(0 the pallid, waxen orchids where the branches twine and 
net 1), 

But a hint of June in England, and of cottage garden flowers, 

A scent of briar roses and sweet peas and mignonette ! 

Could you slip across the sea-line when the sun is westward 
stealing, 

And by grace of fairy magic on the coral take your post. 

You would Fee his radiant cohorts round the wavy palm-tops 
wheeling % 

Ere they wdiig it through the darkness to the folk who 
need them most ; 

To the streets and crowded court-yards, to the cottage, to the 
palace, 

To the wakeful and the weary, they are speeding anile on 
mile. 

Bringing pleasant thoughts and fancies drawn from out the 
dream-bloom chalice, 

Where it blows mid sea and silence on the small enchanted 
Isle! 

4e He « * 

No, I’ve not exactly seen him, though I weU remember waking 
On a perfect night in summer with my window open wide : 

On a quaint old Kentish garden of Elizabethan making, 

Where between the prim yew-hedges you could see the I, 
Channel tide 1 

(Some cricket week, I fancy, for I ’d dreamt I ’d sent the leather | 
Somewhere over the pavilion) ; and I ’d rather like to bet i 

That, although I didn't see him— not a single, shining feather-^ ; 
He had just that moment vanished— /or I still smelt 
mignonette! 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. SancJiia-Josepha; and 1 

(By Mr. PuneVs Staff of Learned Glerhs.) circles, would have 

clanghters with fancy-nai 

It is, perhaps, a pity that the John Senlwuse of Maurice the nobler kind of suitor 
Hewlett’s new novel, Open Country (]\lACiiiLLAN), should — 

have been aheady introduced to us, at a later stage in his When Mrs. Alfred S 

rr tj TT -XT . -11 11 /nr \ 


Poultry, could never have invented Meliisine, Hawise and 
Sancliia-Joseplia; and the mother, who tuft-hunted in the 
best circles, would have known better than to hamper her 
daughters with fancy-names which might well have frozen-off 


have been aheady introduced to us, at a later stage in his When Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick’s latest book, The Severins 
career, in Halfway House. Not so much because we had (Methuen’), appears in your house, my advice is this— secure 
become sufficiently familiar with the charming habits and it firmly and at once for yourself, before anyone else has a 
foibles of this delectable philosopher of the caravan, but chance to spoil your enjoyment by reading aloud, without 
rather because we should have liked to picture him incon- context or explanation, any of the many delightful scenes of 
solable at the loss of his Sanehia ; whereas we know, from comedy that it contains. Otherwise this is what is safe to 
Halfway House, that he is going to be quite ready, after a happen. I don’t know that it would be quite kind to tell you 
modest interval, to take up with another lady. He— and his the story ; but I will hint that the trouble for the Severins 
author too, I suspect- was first attracted to Sanehia by the was partly that Michael, the eldest, had been away from 
length of white leg which she exposed wliile wading in a the rest of them so long that when he returned prosperous, 
forest pool. But, in spite of these happy auspices, and the and with ideas of behaviour founded upon that of ordinary ' 
fact that half the book IS a r— LiC! 1 


fact that half the book is a pa?an 

in praise of her loveliness of body .. 

and mind, we never really get to . 

know her; because she contributes 

practically nothing in proof of her 

own excellence, seldom conomitting T ^ 

herself beyond the point of saying, ' 

‘‘It’s very difficult somehow to , ' 

know what one ought to do.” For / 

much of the time she remains pas- J • 

sive as a marble figmre— a sort of 

Galatea, that only wakes up at an 

advanced stage of the story. (By H "PI 

the way, talking of statues, what 

does Mr. Hewlett mean when he " 1 

says, by way of compliment to her 
unearthly chastity and beauty : 

“ He would as soon, he said, seek 

the favours of Diana of the ^ 

Ephesians as dare to expect one ^ W 

charged look from her eyes?” “ ^ 

Surely he c annot mean Diana “ of 
the Ephesians '' — ^not that many- _ 
breasted Oriental monstrosity !) S 

On the other hand, John Sen- 
house is at no pains to conceal liis 
personality. Among other items 
of self-revelation, he infonns his 
Sanehia, cheery iconoclast that he rr • j xt 
is, that for a man to ask a woman haturalist. « Are - 

to marry him is to pay her the 

w «. m his ^wer. Ye. ;; 

■wlien a successful rival pro 

poses to omit this degrading formality in his relations with 
Sanehia, Senkouse insists on it as an essentiaL Which 
at least proves him human at a pinch ; and that is more 
than can he said for the other gentleman. On Sanchia’s 


people, his family could not fail 
to strike him with something of 


^ shock. There were five of 
^ ^em— ^Mr^^Seumn ^(adiressed 

^h^ were ^^eauti:^,^ and^ vague, 
’ ' I j of tiie inost^an^ing 

shall read it for yourself ; and if 
^ ^ victim to the 

family fascination you will be 

Hacked Nakiralist. "Are tou aware, uy dear Sir, that of it. (I 

THIS GATE-POST OF TOURS IS TEE FEMUR OF AN OrNITHOSCELIDA?” SUre) did MrS. SlDGWIOK ; 

Parmer (apologetically. “I always thought it was some- Otherwise could she have 

THiN^ ODD LIKE. It don’t MATpH THE OTHER POST NOHOW ! ” Written what is Certainly, so far. 


not otherwise could she have 
\vritten what is certainly, so far, 
her masterpiece. 


A writer in The Manchester Guardian, describing his 
sensations on an aeroplane trip, observes that after the flight 


tnan can oe saia lor tne otlier gentleman. On Sanchia’s on im aeroplane mp, oDserves tnat alter the flight 

conduct in the matter (she finally omits the formality) I have oegan to feel as I think, perhaps, the poets do.” This 
no criticism to offer; after all, she is a sort of Arcadian “^7 for the headlines of his article which mn : 

nymph, and therefore not amenable to ordinary moral “A FLIGHT WITH MR. CODY. 

^ ‘fo^’* f^fok I have ve^ often met the kind IMPRESSIONS IN THE AIR. 

of British sportsman who would ask a nice, clean, gently-bred (FROM OUR SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT 

girl to share his ancestral home as his mistress when by MR. G. H. MAIR.)” ' 

lifting his hand ^ he could divorce his runaway wife, and 

make a decent thing of it. “It was more difficult for a oamd to go through the eye of a needle 

13dl TOT* tnft •nnerv nP . i 


T L 4. t * I 1 aimcuit lor a camel to go tkrougli the eve of a needle 

I hp'e spent all my space and said nothing of the tonic thfi for the little wisp of cotton in thf hands oi some of those mSe 
quahtiesof Mr.HEWtETT’s work. Still faintly Meredithian in volunteers.”— The Da% Chronicle, 
manner, hehas sloughed most of his affectations without losing Anybody who has seen a camel will aoxee 
his fertihty of language or his unerring flair for the right 

wL- ^ ^ , sketches of “ They (the Unionists) have everything to gain and nothing to lose • 

Sanehia s sisters. I tiiuk, indeed, be must bave been a and they intend to lose nothing for lack of courage.”— BaiZv H^il. ‘ * 

tbe baptism of these young women; But wby make sucb a point about losing nothin o- when there 
for the father, who was something round and large in The isn’t anything to lose ? ® ^ 



CHARIVARIA. 


It lias been ascertained that the Mr, HoRifUNG’s Raffles showed us how 
flamingo which was recently shot on to become burglars. Another author is 
the marslies at Bradwell, Essex, was now catering for those who wish to 
one which escaped from the Zoological go a step further. A weekly paper 


Now that Mr. ShacicIiETON has pointed the marstes at Bradwell, Essex, was now catering 
out the freedom from colds which he one which escaped from the Zoological go a step f u 
and his companions enjoyed in the Gardens some months ago. The sad announces: — 
Antarctic, there is some talk of Captain affair has cast a gloom over Regent s MURD 

Scott getting over the difficulty in Park, where the deceased was well 
regard to funds by taking with him on known, but it is thought that it may 
his expedition a limited number of serve a useful purpose as a warning to There is noy 
persons suffering from chronic catarrh, those animals who are always chafing failing to becc 
as paying guests. for emancipation, 


MURDER MADE EASY 

BY 

a. R. SIMS. 

There is now no excuse for any one 
failing to become a complete criminal. 


Dr. Cook, it has been asserted, is of “In the midst of the deluge,” we read 
Jewish origin, being a descendant of a in an accoimtof the South Wales floods, 


* According to Hie Sketch “ there is a 

“In the midst of the deluge,” we read physical reason why women make better 
an accoimt of the South Wales floods, speakers than men, and that is the 


family named Koch. A still more inter- “ the regular water supply of Aberavon superior construction of the larynx.” 
esting rmnour now reaches us. It is to was cut off.” The same economy, we They “ can speak literally for hours 
the effect that the two Eskimos who understand, is practised in many Scotch without experiencing undue fatigue.” 
accompanied him are also Semites, the towns where the street lamps are ex- We begin to understand why M.P.s 
word Eskimo being a local contraction tinguished on moonlight nights. tremble at the thought of the election 

of Eskimoses. ^ ^ of women to Parliament. 

* Someone has blundered again. The *,1;* 

Scarcely have we been reminded that adveitisement of the second part of the We were sorry to read the other day 
j the apparition of Hal- — — 1 tliat a testator had .in- 


ley’s Comet has usuaUy 
portended a grave dis- 
aster than a rumour 
reaches us to the effect 
that yet a third lady 
novelist is about to 
cease siting. 

ii:- * 

Meanwhile we are 
told that Halley’s Comet, 
though still invisible 
to the naked eye, has 
been photographed in 
Germany, England and 
America. To give them ) 
this kind of preliminary 
boom, as if they were 
mere Music-Hall Stars, 

; is scarcely the way to 
* encourage such rare j 
visitors. ^ . 

* ) 












tremble at the thought of the election 
of women to Parliament. 

.s|e * 

* 

We were sorry to read the other day 
that a testator had .in- 
serted in his Wilt' at 
. penalty for any daugh- ' 

\ ' ^ ter of his who should 
marry a minister. In 
our opinion clergymen 
worse than other 
people, and the dis- 
crimination is unjust. 

The Holland Park 
Skating Rink, an ad- 
^ vertisement tells us, 

will open “ in the Fall.” 
r '.1^1 h/iAnru It sounds ominous. 


boom as if tliey were t ^ of bath (h. and c.) ; terms 

mere Music-Hall Stars, ' " ' : mod. ; month, or longer.^’ 

is scarcely tbe way to ^ Percy .-‘- I >,. xr . Percy, -The Airt. in " DaUy Mail.’' 

encourage suen raie whom 1 am staying, are awfully decent, and do everything they This is not at all our 

visitors. 4: c\n to make my visit enjoyable. For instance, whenever we go shooting, they of ^he ordinary 

* give me a whole field to myself.” moneylender. 

Preparations continue — — ; 7: “ ^ ^ ^ 

to be made for the reception of the new Harmsworth publication leads ott The Ubiquitous Scot. 

Dukes in their new homes. The Cam- with the cautionary words : — « The Prince and Princess Kimi held a levee 

berweU Guardians have now laid out “Look Odt!” during the altemoom Colonel Eotet M. 

a lawn tennis court m the infirmary % , several of Ms friends. ”-Neic Yor/c 

grounds for the use ot pauper inmates. «« postcards,” says a contem- 

' ' • *** porary, “ are much more ancient than is , 

Every day one comes across fresh generally supposed.” We have perused “He is reported to be a tremendous traveller, 

xi... j if if his lournevs having taken him to almost every 


GO SHOOTING, THEY Qf ^^6 Ordinary j 

moneylender. 

The Ubiquitous Scot. 

“ The Prince and Princess Kimi held a levee 
during the afternoon. Colonel Robert M. 
Thompson introduced to their royal highlanders 
several of his friends .” — Neic York Herald. 


evidence that the upper classes are rome of the^comic ones and heartily 


He is reported to be a tremendous traveller, 
his journeys having taken him to almost every 


I doomed; The Great Western Railway support this theory. 
• is now abolishing second-class. 


The spread of SociaHsm again : — 
“EVERYTHINCt for EVERYBODY. 


“THE FORTUNATE ISLES. 

In the Canaries with a Camera” 
is the title of a review in a contemporary. 
But surely the Fortunate Isles are those 
where there is no one with a camera ? 


inaccessible .” — The Globe. 

It is only a report, mind, that he has 
ever been to Piccadilly* 


XLi V JCjXV X JLilJLLWJ X’ Vib Xi v X x . xo uxxu wxcxv/ vj. ** * v/ » .. *** v. j . /» • 1 x f- 

f?EE OHB But surely the Fortunate Isles are those Sphere ^i-snes its account of 

SMALL ADVERTISEMENTS.” where there is no one mth a camera ? the wedding oi Madame Olasa Butts 

Daily Mail. Sister in this way, the sequence oi ideas 

Harvard House, which was opened by bei^ very dear 

Satisfactory results are reported by ffiss Cobe^i last w^k, is to be a home pieaw'ZlyZSsLTpreseltr^ 
those visitors who partook of the life- for Americans visiting btrattord-on- umaerous friends, and are spending their 
prolonging sweets which were shown at Avon. Curiously enough, when we were honeymoon in Paris. Madame Clara Butt’s 
the London Medical Exhibition. Every last in that town, it seemed to us that beautiful voice may now be heard on some new 
one of such persons has lived longer what was wanted was a haven of refuge records of the Gramophone Company.--(Adrfc.).” 
since taking these wonderful bon-hons. for our own countrymen. The little word in italics is ours. 


The little word in italics is ours. 
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THE WANDERWOCHE. 

[Hints to Liberal M.P,’s on the best way of utilising their brief 
holiday. It has been suggested that if they spent the week in 
stumping the constituencies it might be called The Jabberwocky. 
This suggestion has been courteously declined.] 

Rest, rest, perturbed spirits, and repair 
The pallid veins where once the blood ran red 
Ere yet the small hours blanched your raven hair, 
Hollowed your eyes and wore you to a thread ; 

Shake off your megrims, go your blithesome way 
Far from the dust of that infernal Forum ; 

Break into laughter, run and romp and play 
Hicockalorum ! 

Stay not to work the latest Budget out, 

As George suggested (talking through his hat) ; 

Let those who made it maul the Bill about. 

Your idle hands were never meant for that ; 

Don’t waste your time and precious stock of wit 
On stuffy tasks when earth and sky and water 
Can give you better game — and.every bit 
As ripe for slaughter. 

While there are salmon spoiling for a fly, 

And grouse that want you badly in the butt, 

And hares to mock you with a backward eye, 

And conies to provoke the loud “ Tut, tut ! ” 

With driven partridges to make you sport, 

Swerving at sight of your pronounced apparel, 

And pheasants which occur— the tamer sort — 

Close to your barrel. 

Or haply you will go for gaudier game, 

Dukes and the like, and follow on the scent 
Of those ground-vermin who, to England’s shame. 
Batten upon an unearned increment ; 

Stumping the provinces, you ’ll take your stiind 
And cry from hustings, motor-car, or steeple, 

Down with the Lords ! and, on the other hand, 

Up with the People 1 ” 

Renewed (by these pure joys) in heart and brain, 

Back to the Budget Bill fresh courage bring, 

Trim, and re-trim, and trim it once again, 

Till not a soul can recognise the thing ! 

Then, when you ’re ready for the knife to fall 
And carve the victim up for chop or fillet, 

What if the Peers — ^unkindest cut of all — 

Refuse to kill it ? 0. S. 


Why Motor Associations are so Popular. 

Lord Kingsburgh, President of the Scottish Automobile 
Association, as reported in Tlie Edinburgh Evening Dis- 
patch : — 

“ He had seen a woman rush np when ber cliild was run over in a 
town, and, instead of abusmg tbe driver, whip the child. That -was 
what he called common sense.” 


** Still another prize will be offered for the competitor who performs 
one circuit of the aerodrome in the slowest time, and, as this has never 
been accomplished before, it is more than probable that Blackpool will 
establish another record — that is, if the elements and the conditions are 
favourable .” — Manchester Daily Dispatch, 

A strong circular wind against you might be of some help. 


Confession. 

The silent voter had to be reckoned with, and thoughtful men were 
not Socialists, nor were they Ngnconfomiists.” 

This (according to The Daily Mail) from Sir Robert Perks I 


THE WRECK OF “THE ARK.” 

All went well, as journalists say, until we entered the 
harbour. You might think, as I did before I made the 
acquaintance of this one, that a harbour was a nice safe 
place for a motor-boat to put into. There we sat, all un- 
suspicious of danger — the Captain’s wife and the Visitor 
and the Babe » at one end of the boat, and the Captain and 
the Engineer and the Crew at the other end. One end was 
called the stern, and the other end was called the bow ; but 
I gathered - from the conversation generally that it did not 
matter which end was called which. This may have been 
because on shore the Captain was a doctor, and the Engineer 
was a chauffeur, and the Crew was a novelist, and the Visitor 
was a suffragette. The motor-boat was not a motor-car on 
shore, but directly we arrived in the harbour it took to be- 
having like one, and, when it had. run over several fish and a 
wooden post that was sticking up^in the water to warn ^ to 
keep away from it, it went aground. 

The Crew, with great presence of mind, yelled “Star- 
board ! — ^ 110 , 1 mean Port ! ” and the Captain, under the stress 
of circumstance, told us all to get out of the way ; and the 
Babe, -who reads hoys’ books, jumped up and down and. said, 
“ What fun ! Have we sprung a leak, and shall we fetch the 
shore ? ” Then, suddenly, the Engineer remembered he was 
a chauffeur and said, “Reverse the engine, Sir,” as you would 
4f you had run over a man instead of a fish ; and then a lot 
of mud was stirred up, and the Captain’s wife wished she 
had worn her other skirt, and the Visitor said it was a bless- 
ing purple didn’t mark, though white and green did. 

Presently, as nothing moved except the dinghy, which 
strolled round to the side of the boat *and looked up at us 
pathetically, the Crew said something about lightening the 
ship, whereupon the Captain’s wife flung her arms round 
the Babe, while the Babe flung hers round the tea -basket, 
and the Visitor was heard to regret the absence of Cabinet 
Ministers among the ballast. The Captain followed this up 
with a further suggestion that we should take to the boats. 

I There was only one boat, tbe little thing that was tied on 
[behind; but of course in a shipwreck you never talk of 
taking to a boat. 

“ I ’m not going to move till I’ve had my tea,” said his 
wife finnly. “ Perhaps by that time, if you stop disturbing 
the underneath part of the harbour, we shall be afloat 
again.” 

The Engineer’s caustic remark that the tide was going 
down met with nothing but incredulity. “ Perhaps it will 
go up again if we turn our backs on it,” the Crew said 
facetiously. 

We were just through with the jam sandwiches and were 
starting on the cake when the Engineer, not at all a nice' 
person to have at a picnic, by tbe way, mentioned that if‘ 
we did not take to the boats now we never should, because | 
the dinghy was nearly aground too. Whereupon the Crew' 
dramatically proposed that the women and children should; 
be landed, while the men remained at the post of danger. 
This proposition sounded magnificent until one came tO; 
examine it, when it appeared that the women and children' 
would have to go without their sscond cups of tea and their 
cake in order to walk home with a tired child across four 
miles of broken landscape, while their natural protectors 
sat and smoked until what time the tide should rise and 
bear them gallantly homewards. 

“ Privileges, forsooth ! ” scoffed the Visitor. Give moi 
penalties— I mean rights ! ” 

The Captain rose to his full height and stood there with 
folded arms, irresistibly suggesting Napoleon— or wa.3 it 
Peter P an ? “ The Babe must be got home before bedtime;”? 

he said in full rich tones, “and it is my duty to stand by, 
the ship.” ^ 
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You won’t Ixave any difficulty in doing tliat, darling, if 
the tide continues to go down at this rate,” said his wife, as 
we rowed ashore. 

We found the local Ancient Mariner most discouraging 
when we met him later. In his opinion The Ark could not 
be got off for a week ; he talked also of neap tides. “If it 
was a spring tide now,” he added kindly, seeing we were 
depressed. 

“ How could it be a spring tide in the autumn ? ” demanded 
the Captain’s wife crossly ; and we left the Ancient Mariner 
shivering his timbers. 

After that the Babe was packed off to bed sans phrase 
because she predicted cheerfully that we should have to sit 
through the watches of the night, a prey to horrid thoughts ; 
but her words came unpleasantly true, and as the hours 
went by, bringing no sign of the shipwrecked heroes, the 
Captain’s wife said she knew now what it meant to be a 
mariner’s widow, and the Visitor said warmly that she felt 
more and more that never until women were placed on the 
same, etc., etc. 

“ Yes,” agreed her hostess, shivering over a blazing fire. 
“Think of the wretches all snug in the cabin with their 
ginger-beer ” 

“ There ’s only one bottle left,” the Visitor felt bound in 
honesty to remind her, “No dinner — and it’s just striking 
three a.m.” 

“ Don’t!” wailed the Captain’s wife, “For all we know 
they may be drifting out to France. And he doesn’t know 
anytliing but Esperanto.” 

Some hours later, a happy, washed and be-ribboned Babe 
came dancing down to breakfast and went out with her 
mother’s opera-glasses to sweep the offing for some trace of 
the missing craft. She swept in vain, and came dancing in 


again with a most tactless remark. “ I spects they ’re having 
a nice warm breakfast now at the Haven Hotel,” she said, 
and plunged into her porridge. 

We went silently upstairs to try to remove all appearance 
of having passed a night in the train. 

When they came home at three o’clock in the afternoon, 
having dug out The Ark with spades, we overwhelmed them 
with feminine sympathy. Could anything, we asked, be 
more cruel than the way brave men were sacrificed to duty, 
while women and children in the shelter of their homes 
merely sat up all night for them? “ Sit down,” we begged, 
“sit down and eat your dimier, your breakfast, and your 
luncheon before you speak one word 1 ” 

They sat down, rather unwillingly, we thought. “You 

see,” began the Ci'ew, “ you see, there was a neap tide ” 

“Yes,” chimed in the Captain eagerly, “ it got neapier and 
neapier ” 

“Yes,” echoed the Crew, “neapier and neapier and 
neapier and ” 

“So we simply had to abandon the ship to its fate for 
the time being,” ended the Captain on a high soprano note. 
“Yes,” shifiUed the Crew, “yes.” 

The Visitor observed that they did not seem so very 
hungry considering they had not touched food for nearly 
twenty-four hours. 

“ Amd you have both shaved,” added the Captain’s wife in j 
a tone of icy calm. | 

The Babe was crooning to her doU, “So the women and 
children was landed and sat through the watches of the night, 
a prey to horrid thoughts, while the gallant Captain — 
Daddy, -were you comfy last night at the Haven Hotel ? ” 
There was one of those long deep pauses which make 
England’s homes what they are. 
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THE FIRST GREEN. 

Chapter I. 

THEdocumentsiatliecasearethese:- “'Well, that’s jv^t as you— ^ ^ r^e'thisT™ 

thin k a medium cue. Slow to faUwith my ability to use tms Drassy 

Him to Me. medium ” thing. I m not a golf professional. 

“Come and play golf on Thursday. preliminaries being arranged, I Thomas allowed himself to smile. “I 

What is your liandicap ? I expect you to address the baU. My own will teU him,” he said, “that you are not 

will be too good for me.” instinct was to take the address as read golf professional.” 

Me to Elm, and get to lousiness as soon as possible, We veered right to the east 

“ My good Thomas,— Don’t be silly, but in the presence of an expert like with my foui-th, and then 1 became 
I will play you at cricket, tennis, lawn Hector I did not dare to omit the despmte.^ + j » j., T hit tho h-ill 
tennis, football (both codes), croquet, trimmings. As it w^, after every . thk ’^ I 

poker-patience, high diving, and here- waggle i felt less and less like Intting with a ridiculous dub hke tlus . 
we-go-tound-the-miilberry-busL If you the Colonel. When at last I did let fly wuld send it farther with a cn^et bat. 
insist, I wiU take you on at prisoner’s it was with feeling of relief that I dis- I could push it strmghter -mth a b^a d 
base and billiards. Moreover, I can covered, on returning my eye to the spot, cue. Where s that bag . I am going 


“I want to hit this Colonel baU very held to_ be an amusing r-aeonteur. lie- 
hard in the direction of that flag. What mind him of my villanelU^ To Autumn 
i do you recommend?” ‘ For heaven s sake make mm understad 


For heaven’s sake make him understand 
that my reputation does not stand or 
Slow to fall with my ability to use this brassy 
thing. I ’m not a golf professional.” 
inned, I Thomas allowed himself to smile. I 


football (both codes), croquet^ 


dance the favane. 

Yours ever, Adolphus. 
P.S. — ^Anyhow, I haven’t any clubs.” 

Eim to Me, 


aren’t a golfer ; well, why not begin on 
Thursday? There will be nobody else 
playing probably. Meet me at Victoria 
11.5. My brother is away, and I will 
lend you his clubs.” 

Me to Ewi, 

(Telegram.) 

“Is your brother out of England? 
Wire reply.” 

, EimtoMe, 

“Yes. Sicily.” 

Me to Eim, 

“ Right you are, then.” 

Chapter II. 


that the tee was indeed empty. I shaded have a lucky dip. 
mv eyes and gazed into the middle I dipped, and came up with what 
distance Thomas caUs a cleek. “Now then,” I 

“No ’’said Thomas, “it’s more to the said. I didn’t stop to address the 
right”' He indicated a spot in the Colonel, I simply lashed at him. He 
foreoTound, about ten yards E.N.E. flew along the ground at a terri^ pace. 
“ There you are.” “Well kept down,” said Thomas 

“That isn’t mi/ hall?” admiringly. . ^ , , 

“ Yessir,” said Hector, grinning. “By Jove,’ I cried, thats never 

“ May I have it hack ? ” going to stop. See how he flies along 




' There you are.” 

“ That isn’t my hall ? ” 

“Yessir,” said Hector, grinning. 
“ May I have it hack ? ” 

** , in 1 , 1 • _ 


Thomas laughed and smote his own . . . now he breasts the slope . . . look, 
into the blue. “ You go on from there,” he is taking the water jump , . , ah, 
gaid he has crossed his legs, he ’s down. 

“ I »m still aiming at the same flag?” “This,” I said to Thomas as we 
“ Go on, you ass.” walked after the Colonel, “is golf. A 

I went on. The hall again rolled ten glorious gapae. 
yards to the east. ' ' “ What nonsense,” I said to Thomas, 

' “I don’t know why we’re going in “they put in comic papers about golf, 
this direction,” I said. “If I get much All that about digging up the turf! 


^ further east I shall have to send back , y , t t • i 

Chapter H. ^ Bartlett. You know I don’t believe the breaking the clubs ! I mean, i pmply 

“ You know,” I said to Thomas In the Colonel is taking this seriously. He don’t see how one could, ^^Let’s see, 
•ain, “I have played a little on a very doesn’t seem to me to be trying at all. I ’ve played four, haven’t I? 

n-f fliA pmirsA FlVft.” Said TllOmaS. 


and missing the hall! 


small island off the coast of Scotland; Has he ever been round the course “ Five,” said Thomas. ' 

hut it was such a very small island before?” . “What I am wondering, he added, 

that we never used a driver at all, or — “Never. He’s quite now to it.” “ is why you should have been afraid of 
what’s that other thing called?— a “There you are. He’ll come down using am/ club in your small island off 
brassy. We should have been into the at the ditch for a certainty.” the coast of Scotland.” 

sea in no time. But I rather fancy I played my third. A third time we Chapter IV. 

myself with a putter. went ten yards to the east ^well, psr- Twenty stvohes uiteT, 

“You miglit go round a putter haps a touch of north in it again. And 

• 1 f 1 f T T to toe Hector gave a sudden snort of ^ 

dexterity. And I think you will find into gravity. Then I took Thomas by ^ 

that I can do my Httle hit with the the ^at and led him on one side. j a careful aim and put the white 

mashie. What s a niblick ? There are, Thomas, I said, other . ^ 

“The thing yon get out of hunkers things than golf/’ ^ 

There are,’ he agreed. ' A A M 

“ Then I shan’t want that.” « A ma n may fail temporarily at the 

Chapter IH. game and yet not be wholly despicable.” 


the coast of Scotland.” 

Chapter IV. 

Twenty strokes after, 

“The green, the green,” I shouted 
joyfully, in the manner of the ancient 
Greeks, though I was only on the edge 
of it. 

“ Go on,” said Thomas. 

I took a careful aim and put the white 


. , „ ^ ^ ^ “ You see,” I said carelessly, leaning 

There are,’ he agreed. ' A A M ' 

“ Then I shan’t want that.” « A ma n may fail temporarily at the . . . i 

Chapter IH. game and yet not be wholly despicable.” 

The fateful moment arrived. Thomas “True.” Now that evenings are drawing in, 

presented me with a hall called the “ He may, for instance, be able to country-house hostesses are always glad 
Colonel, and a caddie offered me Thomas’s dance the ^avane with grace and dis- to hear any new suggestions for amusing 
brother’s driver. He also asked me tinction.” their guests during the awkward time 

what sort of tee I should like. “ Quite so.” ^ ^ between tea and dinner. We reproduce 

I leant upon my club and looked at “ Well then, wiZl you take this giggling this week, therefore, a simple conjuring 
him. Then I turned to Thomas. child away and explain to him that I am trick from Tit-Bits : 


The fateful moment arrived. Thomas 
presented me with a hall called the 


what sort of tee I should like. 

I leant upon my club and looked at 
him. Then I turned to Thomas. 


“ Our young friend Hector,” I said, not such an ass as I appear ? Tell him u pressing a coloured dress, and you 
“is becoming technical. Will you ex- that the intellectuals of Brook Green iiave the misfortune to scorch it, take a shilling 

_ . _ ® .I • v 1 - J J.'Uy.v 


plain?” 


tFinV highly of my mental powers. , or any silver coin and lay it flat on the scorched 

- ^ I. n I . -I 1 ^ - ... .!!! J Tj. ^11 


“Well, do yon want a high or alow Assure him that in many of the best part and ruh it briskly, and you will find it will 
one?” 1 houses at Wandsworth Common I am disappear. 
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HANDBOOK OF PARLIAMENTARY TERMS. 

I (Mainly for the Majority.) 

I I A Whip. 

i (a) An underlined litliograplied letter commanding at- 
'i tendance under the guise of a request. The urgency of a 
Vhip varies directly as the number and thickness of the 
; underlines and inversely as the reluctance of the Irish to go 
’into the other lobby. 

(6) A human watch-dog who lets you in gladly for an all- 
r night sitting but never lets you out again if he can help it. 
He is a stern upholder of numbers and a blind believer in 
them, but whereas he permits no single Member to pass him 
he may often be placated with a pair. He is generally abused 
without discrimination by those who have made his task difSi- 
,cult. His faith is summed up in a conviction that the absent, 
(unpaired) are always wrong and that the present (when they 
vote against him) are never right. When four Whips are 
arranged in a line they bow beautifully, and may be produced 
as far as the Table of the House simultaneously. 

IL A Pair. 

^(a) A friend in need who helps you to go to bed because 
(i) he wants to go to bed himself, or (ii) he thinks he has 
had about enough of it, or (iii) he doesn’t want his name to 
"^appear in the Division list. 


(b) A combination of two mutually^ destructive voting 
machines for the purpose of maintaining the balance of 
parties and redressing the iniquities of late sittings and dull 
debates. 

HI. A Division. 

Divisions are such stuff as Acts are made of. 

Divisions may be missed (when the doors are locked), or 
multiplied (when Sir F. Bandury is present), or avoided 
(when a deal has taken place). 

According to the frequency of his Divisions the^ many 
electors add reputation to the elected one, or subtract it from 
him , Yet the elected may enter the door and afterwards 
pass the Tellers without knowing why he has voted for what. 
Compare the common phrases of the Division Lobbies : — 
“ What ’s this we We voting about ? ” “ this the- Closure 9 ” 

“I don^t know, they told me to come in here^^ ; “I saw 
Harold Cox in the other lobby, so I came into this one^ 

IV. A Speech. 

A method of spending breath without profit, and time 
without amusement. 

A speech may be prolonged to infinity without meeting 
any arguments. ^ 

The Week’s Notable Sayings. 

Sir Herbert Tree, as interviewed in a contemporary : — * 

“ Mogna et ocritas, and it skall always prevail.” 
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THE LORDS AND “THE GHRONIG.” 


the country is suffering, Tbut this is on 
account of the provisions of the Budget, 


The Lords must go: that is certain, and not for any other reasons coimerted 
They have failed all round. Not only -with it. I shaU do vrhat I sl^ do. 
do they threaten the people’s rights but This is a masterpiece of evasion, and 
they have even’ lost their old manners, one cannot but humbly and respectfully 
Once upon a time, however headstrong admire the author of it. Lord Eoth- 
and foolish the Lords might he in schild was, of course, not under any 
politics, they did practise the ordinary obligation to answer our question, but 
courtesies of society. If you asked them the manner in which he has replied to 
a question they replied to it. But now our telegram, while ignoring the query. 


express our scorn and contempt. . Apart 
from the loss of money-some hundreds 
of telegrams, reply paid — ^it strikes us as 
shoddy conduct in the extreme. That 
the Lords must go is now more than 
ever certain. 


all that is changed. 

On Monday we sent a telegram in 


is beyond all praise. 

I This is compai-atively polite, if uncivil. 


these words to every member of the There are several other evasive answers 


House of Lords 


that are contemptible in their want of 


Trade of the Country is suffering co mm on decency to members of the 
hy uncertainty which exists as to fate Fourth Estate. Lord Lindley, for 
of Finance Bill. Now that Bill is prac- example, actually brought himself to 


tically settled by House of Commons, 
Editor of ‘ Daily Chronic ’ would esteem 


reply thus ; — 

j << Do not know ; ask no more.’’ 


favour if Lord would say what he meaning of the first three words 


intends to do about it.” '| 30 yond dispute : Lord Lindley does 

A moderate enough request, one would know wliat he will do when the 
think, and one the answer to which Finance Bill reaches the House of Lords, 
is generally required. No self-respect- The second three words are prohlemati- 
ing editor could do less than put it. c^l, but we fancy we know their mean- 
In order that the chances of getting no His lordship’s telegram was sent 

answers might he reduced, we paid six- from Mulharton, in Norfolk, five-and-a- 
pence on each telegram for a reply— in Falf miles from Norwich. Ask no 
the aggregate an immense sum. more” is the wearied cry of a man en- 

And what happened? Will it he joying a weU-earned holiday, far from 
believed that only three Peers gave a turmoil of the Legislature, who does 
satisfactory and straightforward answer; ^lot wish to be troubled with any more 
all honour to them! Earl De La editorial inquiries. Well, it shall never 
Warr, consummate statesman as he is, that we on The Chronic are in- 

although nominally a Conservative, sent capable of taking a hint. We shall be 
us at once six hundred words, or five y^ry careful never again to ask Lord 
hundred and eighty-eight more than Lindley anything, 
we had bargained for ; but the novelty Worse remains. Lord Lindley is simply 
and rapture of being addressed at such of the cowards ? Here 

length hy a peer compensated us for jg ^Le reply from Chislehurst Park, the 
the expense. His reply was a trenchant ge^t of the Earl of Chislehurst 
defence of the Budget, and p intima- Chislehurst is too unwell to 

tion that he should vote for it when it ?? 

reached the Gilded Chamber. The ^ ^*,1 • tt n • 

Marquis To-whsheto repHed at once Tliere s a cliampion answer. UnweU, is 

m X -u he? We dont wonder. And he s 

“ Shall not he present.” 


^‘Lord Chislehurst is too unwell to 


Marquis Towhsheto repHed at once Tliere s a cliampion answer. UnweU, is 
11 X -u he? We dont wonder. And he s 

Shall not he presen . going to he worse. They all are. The 

Here is a manly pronouncement, a model Pcerg are in for a pretty hot time, if we 
of straightforwardness which we invite Lave our way, and mean and tricky little I 
some of his so-called peers to imitate, subterfuges like this won’t help them 
Earl Eosslvn was equally explicit and much. For, of course, Lord Chislehurst 
courteous : — isn’t ill at all : he ’s simply hiding. He 

‘‘ Shall he at Monte Carlo.” daren’t come out into the open and 

Some of the Peers whom we addressed hand. ^ 

sent non-committal replies. Even these, 
however, are not without their interest, Milford House : 


although it is more on the human than 


Lord Milford out of town.” 


on the political side. As one reads these Now there’s a foxy answer. Look at 
little sheets of rustling thin paper one it well. Carry it to the light. Take the 
wonders if it is possible to wrest from reading-glass. “ Lord Milford out of 
them the secret of the writer’s opinions, town.” Did you ever see a statement 
What, for instance, was behind the cool, that so palpably bore on its face all the 
calculating, and massive brain of Lord insignia of evasion ? 

Eothsohild when he sat in his great So much for the replies, the paucity 
office in St. Swithin’s Lane, and wrote and tone of which, always excepting 
the following telegram, and sent it to the noble Earl De La Warr, speak 


the postoffice in Cannon Street 


volumes for the decay of the old prin- 


“In Emswer to your message, there ciple, Nohlesse oblige. As for those who 
is no doubt, I think, that the trade of did not reply, we have no words to 


THE SONG OF THE DIRT. 

{With ah jeet apologies all round) 

[“ ‘ Dr. Cook was the dirtiest white man T 
ever saw,’ said Mr. Whitney, who, after the 
explorer had rested, ‘ worked on him for nearly 
half a day with hot water and a hnish.’ He 
found Dr. Cook ‘nothing hut skin and hones,’ 
and had difficulty at first in distinguishing him 
from the Eskimos.” — Press) 

With fingers frozen and numb, 
i But with eyes the colour of hope, 

A man in latitude 82 
Was plying a brush and soap — 
Scrub— scrnb— scrub 1 
(So hard that it must have hurt,) 

And all the time in a minor key 
He sang the “ Song of the Dirt 1 

“ Scrub— scrub — scrub 1 
While the water is cooling fast, 

And scnib — scrub— scrub, 

As hour after hour drags past. 

It ’s 0 1 for a glimpse of pink ; 

If only on flesh I could look ! 

’Twould make me scrub with vigour 
afresh, 

If I knew it was really Cook ! . 

“ Scrub — scrub — scrub 
Till I almost begin to sob, 

Scrub — scrub — scrub 
Will this brush last out the job ? 

Nose and forehead and ears, 

Ears and forehead and nose, 

How I long to he in a Christian land 
WTiere a fellow could borrow a hose 1 

‘^The shape I am trying to clean 
Is nothing hut skin and bone, 

Yet but for the terrible dirt . 

It seems so like my own ; 

It seems so like my own ; 

Poor chap 1 it makes me weep 
To think that soap should he so dear 
And ice should be so cheap. 

“ Scrub— scrub — scrub ! 

My labour never flags, 

And what shall I get ? — ^A par or two 
In the half-penny evening rags. 

But there, I mustn’t complain. 

My name would never he seen 
In even the most obscnre of prints, 

If Cook had been fairly clean ! ” 

With fingers frozen and numb. 

But with eyes the colour of hope, 

A man in latitude 82 
Was plying his brush and soap— 
Scrub— scrub— scrub 1 
(So hard that it must have hurt) 

And all the time in a minor key — 
Which must have been jolly for Dr. C. ! — 
He sang this “ Song of the Dirt ! ” 




“ARMS AND THE MAN.” 

[Lines attributed to one of those Socialists who 
have recently refused to acknowledge any con- 
nection between themselves and the Teriitorial 
Annj'.] 

Let others, with mistaken zeal, 
j Prepare to gall th’ invader’s heel 
I With dreadful shot and awM steel 
And things that burst ; 

Before the noble-minded, free, 

And gentle Socialist will be 
In any way concerned, he ’ll see 
Them further first. 

They are but slaves, who walk, and run, 
Hither and thither — ^rain or sun — 

Carry a rifle, serve a gun, 

And creep and crawl 
As tyrants bid them ; they must do 
Exactly what they ’re ordered to ; — 

It wouldn’t be the thing for you 
Or me, at all. 

Men of our independent mould 
Are little used to being told 
To do our siUy job and hold 
Oar silly tongue ; 

Yet, if we tried to state our views 
On doing what we might not choose, 


My comrades, in a brace of twos. 

They ’d have us hung ! 

It may be very well to save 
Your native land (which rules the wave) 
From alien eaemies who crave 
That noble site ; 

But who are we to lend a hand ? 

We tell them that it ’s nob our land ; 

The dukes and classes have it, and 
They ’d better fight. 

Ah, no ! Let those prepare to bleed 
That scorn our Socialistic creed ; 

We, brothers, who are all agreed 
To stand alone, 

May still pursue our settled plan 
Of taking everything we can 
From every other class of man 
Except our own. 

The only point we have to win 
Is decent safety for the skin ; 

And, even if the foe comes in 
And makes a fuss. 

The Territorials, no doubt, 

Will promptly come and turn them out ; 
They can’t defend themselves without 
Defending us. Dum-Dum. 


THE NEW TYRANNY. 

[To the great inconvenience of many foreign 
competitors, The Aero Chib has laid its ban on 
the Doncaster flying -week because it clashes 
with another at Blackpool, to which the €lub 
has extended its sanction.] 

Suburban lady clerks who are in the 
habit of simply flying for their trains in 
the mornings are warned that the Aero 
Club will not permit this method ^ of 
progress at any time that coincides with 
the Blackpool Aviation Meeting. 

All migratory birds that have not yet 
left our shores must take notice that 
flight will not be permitted on the days 
of Blackpool’s flutter. 

Defaulting trustees are informed that 
during next week any sudden departure 
from this country that may be termed 
flight will he rigorously refused sanction 
by the Aero Club. 

Master James Martin and his brother, 
of Streatham, who had completed all 
arrangements for a kite-flying contest 
on the Common with their uncle John 
next Tuesday, have received a registered * 
letter from the Secretary of the Aero 
Club to say that this thing is not to be. 
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THE CALL. 

Dear Beowiie-Smyth, — Calls are of four 
qualities: tlie telephone 'call, the call 
on hostesses who supply free meals' to 
deserving bachelors, the call of the 
blood, and the call to the Bar. Yours is 
to be of the fourth quality. Keep your 
ears open and, when you hear the 
Benchers of your Inn calling on the 
seventeenth of this month, indicate by 
a brief gesture that you are there. * I 
cannot help thinking that you have 
been successful with your examinations, 
or the Benchers would not be making 
all this noise. Let me congratulate you 
upon having completely deceived a 
reputedly intelligent set of examiners. 

If the immediate awe of your relatives 
-permits them to jest at all they will pro- 
i bably make some humorous reference to 
other less respectable but more profitable 
bars. There ’s many a true word spoken 
in, etc. Having qualified yourself by a 
course of three years’ dinner-eating, you 
will finally become a barrister by one 
night’s drinking. ' Between you and 
me, this “ call ” is a euphemistic way of 
describing a little razzle-dazzle with the 
Benchers. For you, the razzle-dazzle 
wiU consist of one glass of port, sherry, 
[or marsala. 

j For this night only you will be great, 
not only in the eyes of your proud 
jpaxents, but also in those of the Pro- 


fessional News Distributors, Match Mer- 
chants, and Gentlemen at Large who 
hang round the entrances to the Temple. 
They are sufficiently in the know to see 
what it is all about, but are not so over- 
fed with the prospect of beautiful young 
men in evening dress as to despise them. 
Make the most of your ‘‘ moment,” for 
this one glass of port will cost you up- 
wards of £100, and drink at that price 
per glass is not to be tossed off lightly 
or to be upset carelessly down the shirt 
front. 

Make the most of yourself by idle 
boasting of the future and frequent 
appearances in the new wig and gown 
afterwards. It will take all your efforts 
to keep the popular interest alive. Your 
most enthusiastic female relatives will 
lose all interest, and even contrast you 
unfavourably with poor Cousin Tom who 
makes £90 a year in a bank, unless you 
are made Attorney -General within a 
month of your call. Be thankful that 
they do not in these days insist on the 
Woolsack for you, but also do not be 
too certain of this Attorneyship. The 
next election, I am told, cannot take 
place much before January, and, even 
if the results necessitate a change of 
Law Officers, there are reasons, which I 
am not at liberty to reveal, why they 
may not hit on you for their Attorney- 
General. 

FinaEy, keep your copy of OJhe Times 


of the day after your call, in which that 
great incident is mentioned. It wiU be 
the last gratuitous reference to you in 
public print for about five years. The 
next one, when it comes, will be in the 
local rag of some unknown circuit town, 
where a prisoner will be lucky enough 
to be prosecuted by you. It will be 
only because the reporter was not com- 
petent enough to make the observation, 
or the editor not bold enough to print 
the statement, if that notice omits to 
mention how thoroughly badly you con- 
ducted the prosecution. 

Your Fellow-sufferer, Eobinson. 


Why Men Best their Feet on Chairs. 

“ According to a social authority the mascu- 
line hahit of resting the feet upon another cliair 
than the one occupied by the sitter lias its 
origiu in the instinct of self-preservation.” 

Weekly Seotsman, 

We agree. We’ve tried putting our 
feet on the same chair as the one occu- 
pied by the sitter (ourselves), and it 
isn’t anything like so self-preservative. 


Little Known Heroes. 

“ After the match there was a supper and 
social, when there was a large attendance. . . e 
Messrs. Q-. Armstrong and W. Thompson were 
the carvers, and Mrs. Thos. Orelliu boiled the 
water.”— 7^68^ OmnJberland Times* 
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PAELIAMENTART GOSSIP. 


Charwoman of House of Lords. “YOUR PEOPLE GONE AWAY FOR A BIT O’ QUIET THINKING?” 
Charwoman of House of Commons. “WELL, O’ COURSE, I DON’T KNOW NOTHINK, BUT YOU MARK 
MY WORDS, THERE ’S HINFLUENCES A-GOIN’ ON. ’OWEYER, MUM’S THE WORD, GOD BLESS ’M.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, October 4. 
— Wasn’t it Hazlitt wlio made strewd 
oliservation that in a transpontine theatre 
no one ever lieard conclusion of sentence 
beginning, “ A man who raises his hand 
against a woman except in kyindness 

” So quick and thunderous was 

applause of gallery that the actor’s voice 
was lost in the roar. In the matter of 
chivalry towards womankind the Com- 
mons yield first place to nobody. This 
makes all the more significant the 
chilling reception which gi-eets appeals 
made from time to time for imprisoned 
Suffragettes. 

This doubtless largely due to per- 
sonality of self-appointed champion. 
Though, as the name indicates, Don’t 
Keir Hardie’s principles are based on 
negations, he is particularly alive to 
opportunity of asserting himself when 
gratuitous advertisement is forward, 
whether the objects of his passionate 
sympathy dwell in India or in London. 

Up again to-night with catechism ad- 
dressed to Home Secretary with intent" 
to show that Suffragettes are being in- 
humanly tortured in Birmingham Gaol. 
Masterman— whose answers throughout 
have been the more effective by reason 
of their cool courtesy and extreme 
matter-of-fact character — showed that 
the treatment of artful abstainers from 
food is a common practice in analogous 
j cases in hospitals and prisons. It is ! 






Pouring unpalatable truths into Keir-Hardie 
against his will. 

(Ml*. C. F. G-. Mastermaii, Under Secretary 
to the Home Office.) 


neither painful in process nor harmful 
in result. Food prepared in the ordi- 
nary way is ready for the women if 
they will take it. If not, the prison 
authorities cannot be accessories to 
deliberate suicide. Therefore nourish- 
ment is administered. 

No one rises to back up Don’t I&]ir 
Hardie in his latest crusade. On the 
other hand, cheers from both sides ap- 
prove action of authorities, as described 
hy Under Secret^uiy. 

The Member for Sark wants to know ^ 
who finds the money for this unwomanly I 
farce. The Suffragettes can’t go riding ! 
about in chariots for nothing, bedeck- 
ing themselves with ribbons and giving 
bountiful breakfasts to each other on 
coming out of prison. Nor can they 
pay the expenses of spinsters of all ages 
living humdrum lives in the country | 
who jump at opportunity of a free trip i 
to London, free food and lodgings, with 
prospect of seeing their obscure names 
in the newspapers. It must cost some- 
thing in the way of travelling expenses 
down to Kent to biiffiet Ministers on the 
golf links, and fling stones through their 
drawing-room windows under shelter of 
night. Who pays ? 

At outset of campaign husband of 
one of the -women cast solitary gleam of 
humour on turbulent scene by an- 
nouncing that he would contribute £10 
a week to the cause as long as his wife 
was kept in prison. That source of 
revenue long since dried up. Who 
subsidises the continued antics, which 













m/ 










Mr. Keir Hardie almost sobbing with anguished indignation 
that some poor misguided women should be denied the glory 
of death by inanition. 


The Eon. Member for the Basan Division. 

A suggestion sympathetically tendered to Mr. Hilaire Belloc. 
If he were to adopt it, we could almost guarantee that his voice 
would carry even to the most distant portions of the House. 
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How they will look if the Budget discussion goes on much longer. 


include attempts to mount buildings 
where public meetings are held in order 
to fling down bricks on the heads of the 
hapless audience ? 

Certainly they don’t pay in the House 
of Commons. I 

Business done . — Schedules of Budget 
Bill dealt with in Committee. 

Tuesday. — This the forty-sixth and 
penultimate sitting in Committee on 
Budget Bill. Time land was in sight. 
Things going hard with crew on weather- 
beaten barque. Many absent when muster 
' called. The Speaker, who, owing to 
. habitual sitting in Committee, has been 
I practically a half-timer, fled for a while 
I to his northern home. Emmott, whose 
health improves under extra strain of 
work, doubles his part. In Question 
time sits in Speaker’s Chair. When 
Mace removed from Table, hey, presto ! 
becomes Chairman of Committees. 

Liquor licences being to the fore, 
Premier undertakes to look after Bill. 
Hardly had House met when he has to 
leave post-haste for Balmoral, sum- 
moned to presence of his Sovereign. 
Members nudge each other. Shrewdly 
suspect this has some bearing on pend- 
ing fight ’twixt Lords and Commons. 


Premier rushes off to catch Scotch ex- 
press, Leaves Infant Samuei. in charge. 
Someone with domestic instincts suggests 
a “small bottle.” Chairman rules that, 
clause of Bill dealing with that subject 
being passed, further reference is out 
of order. So the Infant’s feeding must 
take its chance. 

Members settle down to what promises 
to be dull night. Forecast not belied. 
Faber read what from tone of voice and 
subdued attitude suggested Last Speech 
and Dying Confession prior to execu- 
tion. Was merely moving amendment 
omitting the words “Making the duty 
equal to half the annual value of the 
licensed premises.” Belloc — whose 
name Winston wilfully pronounces as il! 
it were spelt Bellow — ^momentarily raised 
drooping spirits. His oratorical manner 
marked by cheery peculiarity. Starts 
speech with sudden shout, a sort of View 
Halloa which recalls to old Members 
memories of the hunt. 

What Belloo wants to whisper in ear 
of House is suspicion that Ministers are 
suborned by the arts and purses of 
millionaire cocoa-manufacturers. Look- 
ing into the cocoa cup, he discerns 
depths of infamy compared with which 


tumblers of toddy are bome-blessings in 
disguise. 

Hall Walker so moved by discovery 
of treason in our midst that he contri- 
buted most original idea that has yet 
flashed through debate. Protest being 
made against alleged design of Govern- 
ment to extinguish small licensed houses, , 
gallant Colonel deployed in their defence. 
Declared axiom that .public-house is, 
perhaps next to . garments, absolute 
necessity for working-man. 

“ Fact is,” he said, “ every working- 
man requires two public-houses — one 
near his home,- one near his work.” 

Member below Gangway, not to be out- 
done in generosity, suggested another ' 
midway,’ so that going and coming 
Weary Willie might drop in. No ; Hall 
Walker a man of moderate views. Not 
to be dragged into extremes. A public- 
house, say next door but one to his resi- 
dence, another three doors distant from 
his workshop, should suffice any reason- 
able labourer. 

Committee had heard o£ the principle 
of One Man one Vote. Something novel 
about this development of One Working 
Man Two Public Houses. Adjourned to 
think it over. 

Business done. — In Committee on 
Budget Bill. Land in sight. 

Thursday.— Timm Joseph Condon, 
five times Mayor of Tipperary, in another 
respect soars beyond Dick Whittington 
inasmuch as he contributes practical 
suggestion for amendment of Parlia- 
mentary procedure. Puts long question 
to Chief Secretary setting forth par- 
ticulars of the police hauling down 
American flag that flaunted over front of 
hotel in Dublin honoured by visit from 
Irish heroes who are not afraid to talk 
of ’48. St. Augustine remarks that 
he has only just received notice of the 
question. 

“I will,” he added, nodding genially 
to his interlocutor, “inquire into the 
facts.” 

“The facts,” said the man of many 
mayoralties severely, “ are as I have 
stated them.” 

House laughed; on reflection per- 
ceived the rejoinder conveyed valuable 
hint, designed to save trouble in 
Government Offices and expedite busi- 
ness in the House. Ordinary course pur- 
sued is that which St. Augustine showed 
inclination to follow. Member sets forth 
a narrative of questionable particulars 
thinly disguised in form of interroga- 
tion. It is referred to officials, who spend 
hours looking into it. Minister reads in 
due course precis of their conclusions. 
Why not forthwith accept the facts 
as stated by hon. Member concerned? 
Nobody would be a penny the worse, , 
irritation would - be avoided, much | 
time saved. ‘ Lacking the stimulus of 
Ministerial correction Members would 
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speedily tire of recreation of presenting 
controversial matter in form of question. 

Business done , — On stroke of two 
o’clock this morning Budget Bill through 
Committee. House, encouraged by 
prospect of a week’s rest, takes up ’ 
Development Bill with intent to pass it 
before adjourning for holiday. 

From an Irish Seedsman’s Catalogue : 
“ All seeds selected ■with the greatest care. 
Not accountable for the growth of any seeds.” 

They will sprout up sometimes; you 
simply can’t help it. 

“We have been appointed sole agents in 

Jamaica for ’s Antisceptic Preparations.” — 

Advt. in Jamaica Gleaner. 

Trial bottles have been forwarded to 
Dr, Cook, Mr. Balfour and Mr. LLOtD 
Georoe. 

The following appeal to gouty gentle- 
men appeared in a local paper : — 

“ When hopping for Christmas gifts call and 
inspect the large variety of fancy and useful 
presents now on exhibition.” 

“We shall be very thankful to whom who 
woud kindly recommend our establishment to 
thin friends.” , 

This^ advertisement comes from Rome, 
but it will be useless for Mr. Belloc to 
pass it on to his friend Mr. Chesterton. 


ODE TO AUTUMlsT 

[The fault of most of the classical composi- 
tions on this theme is that the witers of them 
were born in towns, and failed to catch the 
right bucolic spirit.] 

Season, when the skies are fainter, 

Spirit of the golden sheaves, 

Whom the mythologic painter 
Up in London town conceives 
Not inelegantly bodiced 
In a gown that ’s far from modest, 
Principally made of flowers and leaves. 

Autumn, would you have me utter, 

When I see your boons dispersed, 

Lots of laudatory butter, 

Me of Little Medlinghurst ? 

Hymn you like the writing fellows 
Whom romantic moonshine mellows, 
Folks that ain’t been country-born and 
nursed ? 

Shall I mention how Demeter 
Gathers in the girded shucks ? 

How the happy peasants greet her 
Laughing as the laden trucks 
Leave their trails, as bright as 
guineas, 

I Hanging from the roadside spinneys ? 

No, that’s not the way we talk in 
Bucks. 

Yellow grain and bursting berry— 
Think you these would make us glad ? 


Was there ever time so merry 
British hearts could not be sad ? 

Bravely though the wheat b e smiling, 
Someone’s oats are always spiling, 
Turmuts too be ruination bad. 

So it is through all the county ; 

Times in Pulborough is hard ; ’ 

Notwithstanding “ Ceres’ bounty ” 

There ’s a mort of mangels marred ; 

Let the city poets render 
Tributes to your blazing splendour . - 
Much they know of England, says thef 
bard. 

Ay, and if you choose to tumble 
“ Cornucopias ’ ’ about 
Till there bain’t no ground to grumble, 
Still the future hangs in doubt : ^ 

We ’d be laying up, remember, 

Sartin sure for next September, 
Either too much rain or too much 
drought. 

“ A barrister’s son, 25, educated, &c., desires 
post, any capacity. , , . Will train along 
any indicated . lines. Start when desired.” — 
The Daily Telegraph. 

For instance, if there was a vacancy at 
Dover College, he would train along the 
South Eastern and Chatham line, starting j 
from Victoria just when the Headmaster | 
desired him to, except, of course, that he 
would have to be guided by the time- 
table. 
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^ as foreshadowing Ben Tillett; Qidnee, attaci 

OUR LITERARY MINISTERS. Harry Quelgh; and Portia, Mrs. Sidney THE ALIAS. 

The announcement that Mr. John Webb. He also goes fully into the ques- [‘‘Mr. Asquith, travelling iinder the name ©f 
Borns gave £1,000 for a Second Folio tion whether Francis BaOoN was ever a ‘Mr. Herbert,’ arrived in Aberdeen by the ^ 
aaWare turns out to.be an exaggera- West Guardian or not 

tion, Mr. BuEJS bavmg for unately In this context it is interesting to rooms and left by Hie 8.5 train for BaUater.”] 
secured this treasure at a much lower learn that the Chancellor of ihe Ex- 
figure. CHEQUER, who recently acquired for the TJieBen Timodh Botd, 

It is, however, stated on good autho- sum of £2,000 a splendid MS. copy of Wji 1909 

rity that immediately after the great the Georgies, is preparing a monograph tt • ’ * j- 

dock strike Mr. Burns began to prepare on Virgil’s views on unearned increment. My Dearest Maria,— -now is your mdi- { 

a hook on the relation of SmvKSPEARE to Sir Edward Grey has longheen known gestion? Feel greatly myigorated by my 
the Labour movement, but political work as an ardent bibliophile. His latest holiday. But what I chiefly want to tell 
crowded upon him, and the book stiU acquisition is an editio prineeps of The JOxl about is an event which gave me 
remains to be written. Gompleat Angler, for which he gave a sum tbe proudest moment of my life always 


At the same time we understand that ^ running into five figures. 
Mr. Burns has sketched out , 


a good deal of the work, 
entitled Labour's Love Lost, 
and that some of his emen- 
dations and comments will 
throw a flood of light on 
passages which have hither- 
to baffled the ingenuity of 
I some of the ablest interpre- 
ters of the Bard of Avon. 

The most remarkable of 
these is that locus desperatus 
in Henry VIII., Act V., 
Scene 4 ; — 

“These are the youths that 
thunder at a play house and fight 
for bitten apples ; that no audi- 
ence but the tribulation of Tower 
Hill, or the limbs of Limehous© 
their dear brothers, are able to 
endure.” 

Mr. Burns satisfactorily 
proves, by a chain of incon- 
trovertible evidence, that 
this passage is one of the 
many instances of Shaks- 
pearb’s supernatural presci- 
ence, and identifies the ‘‘tri- 
hulationbf Tower Hill ” with 
Mr. Jack Williams, and the 
'‘limbs of Limehouse” with 
the supporters of another 
prominent demagogue. 

One of his very happiest 
emendations deals with the 
line in The Merry Wives of 
Windsor : — 

“I come to her and cry ‘mun 
* budget.’ ” 


)H[« W. STEVEKSaKT ^ 


id that 1 running into five figures. An article on excepting that in which you and I 

— — became one in the bond of 

MR- matrimony, my dear Maria. 

’While waiting for my train 
U mm p! Aberdeen station early 

II, if. litWHiiM 'iS* Sth- 

)H[« W. STEVENSON tea. There I^ beheld none 

■ ' ' ■' ^ ~ other than the Prime Minister 

'*W^o sa.id it was a ^oul ! of Great Britain, quietly par- 

^ ^ taking of a. frugal ^meffl. 

~ ^ venture to voice my heart- 

©©O VP felt admiration of your great 

FRECEIOO^ m work, Mr. AsQuira ? 

(tSfc Ue rose, and with a smile 

1 — a truly brotherly smile, I ; 

' . , ““ now remember — said, “ My 

she cries Walton’s views on Dry Flying Ma- name is Herbert.” 

. ..j I chines by Sir Edward will sWtly appear I need hardly tell you, my dearest 


FRECEIOISP 


mi • T Tir -n i viJuiiicD uv uii jui/waxul; vvjjix DAiuitiv duuoai jl xitiiuiv tcii >uu, iiiy utriiicou 

This, according to Mr. BoEira, should ' Stockbridge Parish Magasinl Maria, that this'sudden proffer of friend- 


] ' j • 1. j , T Haldane has undertaken to write ship staggered me. All I could do was 

(Him cries ‘budget; I cry exhaustive study of Schopenhauer’s to seize his hand and in broken tones 

T *1 • views on the value of captive balloons exclaim: “Thank you, Herbert: will 

Even more felicitous is the exquisite blockades, and Mr. Herbert Samuel you call me ‘ Horace ’? ” 
addi ion wMch Mr. Burns suggests to jg credited with the intention of writing His valet cut short our conversation 
® notbiut^s ^ compendious treatise dealing with by reminding my leader of his train, and 

A local hahitotion and a name.” Milton’s opinions on the Licensing so he left me, bestowing on me another 

Qi-iestion. smile. Thus am I favoured above most 

Sot Lastly, Mr. Lewis Harcoort recently men in Surbiton, my love ; and later on 

wi ntf ” Pi^rchased at a fabulous price the MS. in the winter we must see what we can 

have dropped out after the word local, ^ the unpublished plays of his do about a litUe dinner to Herbert and 


Mr. Bdrjis, we may add, is great on brother, Mr. Robert Harcourt. He is his wife. 


parallels, and in a critical excursus gives 


now engage 


witty brochure 


good grounds for regarding Ben Jonson | entitled, “ Why I believe in the Censor.” 


Your loving Husband, 
Horace, 
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RAISING THE WIND. 

“Yeb,” lie said, “ we were awfully 
stoney, but it’s better now. We tided 
Over the crisis all right.” 

' i “ Do tell me how;” I said. “ The last 
time I saw you it was hopeless.” 

“Jenny had an inspiration,” he re- 
plied. “ She went to visit an old school 
'friend who was having a baby, and the 
thought came to her then.” 

“Well?” I said. 

“Well, it’s like this. If you have a 
baby and advertise it in the papers you 
get all kinds'of truck sent you.” 

“I know,” I said. “It’s a regular 
nuisance.” 

“ Oh, is it?” he replied. “ Wait a bit. 
Look at these.” 

He handed me three tiny slips of 
paper. On one I read ; — 

HIGGINSON. — On Wednesday, the 29th 
September, at 4, Wellington Road, W., the wife 
of Henry Noble Higginson, of twins, daughters. 

On another : — 

MAYOR. — On the 2nd October, at 08, Omae 
Square, W., the wife of Robert Foxwell Mayor, 
of twins, son and daughter. 

And on the third : — ' 

SOLLY. — On the 4th October, at 99, Rich- 
mond Villas, W., the wife of Adolphus Solly, 
_ of triplets, sons. . . 

“ How odd! ” I said, as I returned the 


slips. “Two twins and one triplets. 
That must be veiy unusual.” 

“ Yery,” he said, “but not impossible. 
Not too unlikely for good art.” 

“ Art ? ” I enquired. 

“ Of course,” he answered, “all those 
are fakes. Inventions. But the addresses 
are real : friends of mine live there.” 

“ I don’t understand,” I said. 

“Why,” he replied, “it’s as plain as 
ninepence. These advertisements cost 
me six bob each, a sum which I had no 
difficulty in borrowing after I had ex- 
plained the scheme. They go into the 
Press, and at once the firms that send 
out aU the free truck begin to get to 
work. Here comes in the point of the 
twins and triplets, because the firms 
send twice or three times as much. Do 
you see? Now I’ll tell you what the 
harvest is, down to date. 

“Seven bottles of an excellent beef 
extract, retail 3&*. 6d. a bottle. 

“Seven pieces of perfectly beautiful 
soap, worth 6d. a cake at least. | 

“ Seven boxes of very superior violet 
powder, at say 

“ Seven pairs knitted socks, worth Is. 
a pair. 

“ Twenty-one tins of assorted food for 
babies, at say Is., 

and an odd lot of patent safety pins and 
things like that. Of course some of the 


people only sent things on approval, to 
be paid for if kept. The cheek of them 1 
But most were free, as they ought to 
be.” 

“ And what then? ” I asked. 

“Well, Jenny unloaded the lot on 
young mother friends of hers for three 
pounds, ^ or over 200 per cent, on our 
outlay. Brainy, isn’t it ? ” 

I agreed very cordially. 


“ The festivities will be continued on Monday, 
when a great lifeboat saving demonstration 
will be perfoimed by the Duchess. Otlier 
events of great moment will also take place.” — 
The Glasgow Herald. 

Look out for her Grace’s new volume, 
lAfehoats I have saved, 

Mrs. Pankhurst, as reported in The 
Times 

“ She was going to America for a few weeks, 
but would return for the test case. If she had 
to go to prison with her 94 comrades they 
would be 94 ‘ hunger-strikers.’ (Cheei s.)” 
Either Mrs. Pankeurst’s resolution or her 
arithmetic is not to be trusted. 


'‘In case of fire communicate with A. B., 
Fii*e Loss Assessors and Valuers.” — Advt. in, 
Manchester Gnardian.^^ 

If you are uninsured it is perhaps better 
to communicate first with the nearest 
fire brigade station. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Piinoh's Staff of Learned Glerlzs.) 

People wlio regard with, righteous indiguatiou and not a 
little personal loathing the mere possibility of a burglar 
couchant under their bed o’nights, gather round the cracks- 
man of fiction in admiring crowds. If their criminal care- 
fully divests his crime of every possible extenuation, steals 
because he likes stealing and happens to be called Baffles, 
their enthusiasm becomes unbounded. Mr. HoRifUNG was to 
be congratulated in the beginning of things for boldly 
recognising this innate immorality of the reader and allowing 
his hero-villain no merit save good sportsmanship. But is 
he to be congratulated either on protracting the existence of 
the popular idol, or on finding for him a duUy virtuous end 
to justify his charmingly disreputable means ? With all its 
easy style, occasional humour and pleasant seasoning of love 
interest, Mr. Justice Baffles (Smith, Elder) rarely rises 
above the level of everyday criminal fiction. The devices 
employed for the rescue of friends from the clutches of a 
moneylender are hardly ingenious enough to be w^orthy of 
the amateur cracksman, and, 
when he sits in mock judg- 
ment on the melodramatic 
blood-sucker and rebukes 
his rather conventional sins 
in no very original manner, 
the situation becomes a little 
ridiculous and Baffles him- 
self something of a prig. 

Frankly, the reader may feel 
at the end of the book that, 
though he would like a lot 
more of Mr. Horotng, he has 
by now had almost enough 
of Mr. Baffles. 


American novel-readers 
must, I think, be wonderfully 
simple and unsophisticated 
folk. Here, for example, is 
Mabel Osgood Wright, whose 
press -notices proclaim her 
one of their best-established favourites, serving up, in Poppea 
of tlie^ Post-Office (The MAOMiLLAif Co.) material that was thread- 
bare in these islands before the days of Dickens. In an early 
chapter we hear how the pretty wife of rich and proud 
J ohn Angus was driven from home by her husband’s coldr 
ness, and how, some time later, baby Poppea was found 
abandoned on the steps of the village post-ofiica The child 
is adopted by old postmaster Gilbert, and brought up as his 
own ; but years afterwards, when she has grown into the 
heroine of the tale, and proud John Angus has married and 
lost another wife, chance reveals Poppea to be none other than 
his own daughter by the ill-treated first. Well, with no desire 
to swagger about it, I must say that personally I guessed that 
in one. John Angus has also a son, a cripple, whom he 
treats with jealous affection, forbidding him the friendship 
of his half-sister at the post-office, and generally behaving 
in an overbearing and Dombey-isii manner, which I only 
did not mind because I was so sure that he would relent 
in the end. As indeed was the case. Seriously, however, 
there are features in the book that redeem the somewhat 
fustian character of its plot ; the picture it gives of rural life 
in America at the time of the Civil ,War is one, and another 
is a certain delicacy of writing that I would like to see more 
worthily employed. It is published at five shillings, a 
reduction that appears to have been rendered possible by the 
quality of the paper, though it is far better worth half-a- 


crown than the majority of those for which six shillings is 
charged. 


In his first essay in romance, Anne Inesoourt (Griffiths), 
Marcos Servian sIioavs a nice sense of character, and not ' 
merely of the kind that carries a label and lives in a pigeon- ' 
hole. His dialogue, too, is taken down from the living 
voice. Such signs of inexperience as one expects from an ' 
untried hand betray themselves rather in his narrative style, ' 
which lacks, at any rate in the first part of his book, "the 
right note of confident simplicity. The story itself, on the i 
other hand, moves forward naturally enough to the tragedy i 
of its conclusion, asking no assistance from those strained 
coincidences and melodramatic shocks which are apt to occur ! 
in a first trial of strength. The scheme of the book is a 
bold one, for it takes a fairly courageous writer to disregard 
popular sentiment and to demonstrate how poor in actual 
life are the chances of poetic justice when it runs up against 
the cussed irony of things. Here a good man’s happiness is 
rained, not through the faithlessness of his wife, but through ' 
his own fidelity to the word of honour by which he was j 
pledged to take her back if she wanted to return — a promise | 

on which her cowardice ! 
falls back at the very mo- 1 
ment when he is about to j 
free himself and find con- ' 
solation in the love of a ; 
woman who is worthy of him. 

I compliment Mr. Servian. 
on his hardihood in forego- 
ing the comfortable ending 
which threatened to issue oat ; 
of much evil. The home 
scenes, I should add, are laid 
among the marshes of the 
Norfolk coast, whose colours 
the author has not only ob- ‘ 
served lovingly for himself, , 
but seen also, as he shoald, 
through the eyes of his cha- 
racters. I could wdsh that 
his printer’s reader had done 
as much for us others. 


“Here come the Limbersnigs marching along!” So raii> 
the National Anthem of that unique race whose legend has 
just been published by Messrs. Lawrence and Jelliooe ; and 
such should be the cry of all Nice Children as soon as they 
set eyes on this herald of the season of Delectable Books. 
Flora and Lancelot Speed, the authors of The Limbersnigs, 
seem, between them, to know exactly what is wanted in this 
kind. The story, simply and very freshly told, with just the 
right touches of irresponsible fun, serves as an excellent 
thread on which to hang the pictures. Some in harmonies 
of brilliant colours, some in black-and-white, Mr. Speed has 
painted and drawn them with so generous a fancy and a‘ 
humour so lavish of detail that we are never done with them,, 
and don’t want to be.^ The plan of the Limbersnigs' castlei 
and the inap of their city are alone an occupation for a week* 
of British climate. If between now and Christmas any two' 
people produce a better book for children, I should like to! 
hear of it. i 


“ In an interview Mr. Orville Wright said lie had never flown so higb] 
before. He estimated the altitude at 500 metres. It took him five^ 
minutes to ascend and only five minutes to descend. The downward 
speed was simply terrifying .” — The Glasgow Uerald, 

A little under four miles an hour is indeed a terrifying 
speed. He must have been scared with wondering if he 
would ever get to earth again. 



A CHANCE FOR TRUE POLITENESS. 

South Bole Explorer (to Second Ditto). After you, Sir ! ” 
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At a demonstration at Edinburgh, worth’s epitomes of the World’s Great 
CHARIVARIA. last week, five Saffragettes played the Books. Sir Frederick slioixLd know some- 

nrVni! Board of Admiralty has sKown bagpipes. These, no doubt, are the thing of surgical operations, 
once more that it is always ready to deadly weapons in reserve which have *** ^ ^ 

adopt new ideas. A Navy War Council been darkly hinted at for some time past. The schoolmaster had been explaining 
is to be organised at once. This notion *** fo boys the difference bet^en a 


of making our Navy useful in time of A prominent San Francisco doctor, discovery and an invention. Please, 

war strikes us as being a really bright The Express informs us, is collecting Sir,” asked a member of his audience, 

I one. ^ * orphan babies of various nationalities “ was the finding of the North Pole a 

* with a view to rearing a perfect human discovery or an invention ? ” 


Now that the prospects of Home Pule being. This is a nasty hit ^t Lord *:is* • 

are so rosy Mr. T. P. O’Connor is to Curzon. * « Lo^d Carrington informed the Upper 

go to America to raise funds. America, ^ ^ Chamber that Mr. Lloid-George, accord- 

we understand, is prepared to respond In order to encourage maternity the ing to his first Budget speech, hoped, 
liberally to the appeal if an arrangement Mayor of Portsmouth, Virginia, has de- by the development of National indus- 
can be arrived at whereby the whole of cided to give a medal to the mother^ of tries, to relieve the landlords to the 
Tammany will return home in the event every child born in his municipality, extent of a q^uarter of a million a year, 
of Home" Rule being granted. iThe rumour that his worship has also Mr. Lloyd -George has become more 

— 1 sanguine. He now hopes to 

“A farmer in Canada or r-rm 1 "" /T TF S/i i — T" 1-’ u cafei landlords of a 

the States,” says Mi*s. l| K f // Wf far larger sim. 

Humphry Ward in her new y ** i 

serial in The Gornhill, a claims to be the 

“may be of all social A A V w largest skating rink in the 

grades.” He would, we W 1^^® been opened at 

should say, be a useful ^ If ^ wir m ^lourt. There is^ a 

person to transplant to f f 1 annexe for begin- 

theDukeries. I f 

Mr. Lloyd -George’s m crowded with spectators, 

statement that the Peers |j®/ i ^1^® pantomimes are 

consist of '“500 men \\ now faced with formidable 

has, we hear, caused quite \ Iffl “Dnlce Oman. — Oongratu- 

as much annovance to the * .fliDI i \ lations. I was very interested 

■--Sgfc- s“<sF“wr:r 

remarks that Robespierre -- R ““ ^ delation of Miss 

never said anything more DvIciq Domum, indeed 

violent than did Mr. Lloyd- deserves congratulations 

George in his Newcastle j on her longevity. 

Ctcorf^StattS EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE QREAT.-VII. 'SS 

rumour, not only is the Leonardo da Vinoi being informed by his master, Andrea Yereooohio, make a present of his parents 
House of Lords to be that only one eye is visible in a profile. to the public.’* — The Lahore 

abolished, but the name ;; 7 ~ Tribune, 

of the remaining Chamber is to be . pointed out that twenty of these medals ^ kindly thought, though for the 
changed to The House of Communes. wRL make a charming necklace, lacks j^^oment we do not quite see how it is 




f . Dujcie Doaram, indeed 

■ deserves congratulations 

on lier longevity. 

EPISODES IN THE LIVES OF THE GREAT.-VII. 

Leonardo da Vinoi being informed by his master, Andrea Yereooohio, make a present of his parents 
THAT ONLY ONE EYE IS VISIBLE IN A PROFILE. to the public.’* — The Lahore 

^ — — ^Tribune, 


LIVES OF THE GREAT.- 


** The bubble of these extravagances was at 


*** confirmation. « ♦ . going to help. 

Last week the Ladies Violet, Marjorie ^ ^ -u i 

and Diana Manners, daughters of the “Eugland is tne coimtry where the «xhe bubble of these extravagances was at 
Duke and Duchess of Rutland, gave a stage dominates fashion, says an actor once pricked by the lancet of Lord Crewe’s 
capital variety entei^ainment at Rowsley who has just turned costumier. “The irony.” — Daily Chronicle, 
in aid of local charities. We under- actress,” he grants, “ may overdress at go^ you see, there are more ways of 
stand th^t their reception was so favour- times . .” Surely, she more often does ^ bubble than by stamping 

able that the famdy will now know what the other thing. ^ ^ on it. 

to do should the Budget become law. *** . “7 TTTT . j 

M. Rostand’s announcement that the ^ 

Mr. Chamberlain presented to Mr. first performance of Ohanteoler will ^^^^r^lasUre Daily Post ^ 

Jesse Coilings last week, on behalf of positively take place in December~he a good rain to-night and a nice drying 
the Rural Labourers League, an album is cocksure at last-reminds us that a Neighbourhood may be 

containing the signatures of more than French contemporary, by a curious -.i • j . •. +/..Tnnvr/Tw 

5,000 agricultural labourers and small mistranslation, referred to our Mr. Lloyd- *=* ^ * 

holders. The long winter evenings will George, the other day, as “LeChantecler « Antonio Nittaya and Guiseppe Castino 
soon be upon us, and we can well de I’Exchequer.” _ were captured red-banded by detectives, while 

imagine Mr. Colltngs poring over the attempting to take blackmail.*’ — Ottawa ^Free^ 

pages of this fascinating volume night Sir Frederick Treves has written a Press, 
after night. glowing testimonial for Messrs. Harms- ,A clever disguise. 


all right by to-morrow. 

“Antonio Nittaya and Guiseppe Castino 
were captured red-handed by detectives, while 
attempting to take blackmail.” — Ottawa, Free ^ 
Press, 
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IDLE CORRESPONDENCE. 

I. 

19, Great St Scott's St, E.O, 
October 10, 1909. 

To the Managing Director, 

Messrs. Worpleton, Pipp and Scunder- 
thorpe, Ltd., 

Great St. Scott’s Buildings, E.C. 

Dear Sir, — Are you aware of the un- 
seemly behaviour of your young gentle- 
men in the second-floor window directly 
opposite U 3 ? They keep making eyes 
at the young ladies under my control, 
and seriously interfere with thieir work. 
Please stop them 1 Yours faithfully, 

Lavinia McTavish. 

P^. — One of them has just flipped a 
plum-stone at me ! 

ii. 

Beply. October 11, 1909. 

Dear Madam, — ^We have your esteemed 
favour of the lOtli inst., and in reply to 
same beg to inform you that our Mr. 
Grimley Scunderthorpe is away horn 
town and will not be back until next 
month. 

Assuring you of our best attention at 
all times, 

We are, dear Madam, your obedient 
Servants, per p'o Worpleton, Pipp 
: and Scunderthorpe, Ltd. 

r. WlGGS. 

III. 

To F. Wiggs, Esq, October 12, 1909. 

Dear /Sir;, — The behaviour of your 
youtugi-men — ^I. will not call them gentle- 
men — ;is«ipositively disgraceful. Not only 
did one of them flip an orange-pip 
down' tlie back of my neck as I was 
• sitting by the open window, but when I 
expostulated they took to pea-shooters ! 
I demand an instant apology, and this 
must be stopped immediately ! 

Yo.urs faithfully, 

Lavinia MoTavish. 

P.S. — One of them has just blown a 
kiss to our filing clerk ! 

IV, 

Reply, October 13, 1909, 

Dear Madam, — We have your esteemed 
favour of the 12th inst., and in reply to 
same beg to request that you will kindly 
fill in particulars on enclosed sdiedule 
and return same at your earliest con- 
venience. 

Assuring you of our best attention at 
all times, 

We are, dear Madam, your obedient 
Servants, per pro Worpleton, Pipp 
and Scunderthorpe, Ltd., 

F. Wiggs. 

Schedule. 

(1) Name ofyoung gentleman whoflipped 
plum-stone and approx, time of 
same..,.. 


(2) Name of young man who flipped 

orange-pip and approx, time of 

same 

(3) Number of peas shot from pea-shooter 

and approx, age of same 

(4) Name of young man who blew kiss 

to your filing clerk and approx. 

age of same 

V. 

To Mr. F, Wiggs. * October 14, 1909. 

Sir, — call it perfectly scandalous to 
allow such goings-on and then expect 
me to know their names ! I only know 
they are a pack of impudent young 
monkeys and one of them has lobster 
eyes and a gray shirt and collar ; that one 
is the worst of the lot. He is now trying 
to flash a mirror at our Miss Fluffles ! I 
demand his instant dismissal ! 

Yours faithfully 

loAviNiA MoTavish. 

P.S. — ^He has just flipped a kiss at 
me I / 

VI. 

Reply. October 15, 1909. 

Dear Madam, — W e have your esteemed 
favour of the 14th inst., and in reply to 
same beg to state that we do not see 
how it is possible to flash mirrors from 
our window to your Miss Fluffles. If 
we are mistaken, however, please correct 
same by forwarding us at your earliest 
convenience— 

(A) Elevation plan of Great St. Scott’s 
Buildings, showing window and gentle- 
man with lobster eyes at same marked 
with- cross x 

(B) Cross-section of street, showing 
direction of rays from mirror of same 
across to your Miss Fluffles marked with 
cross X. 

Assuring you of our best attention at 
all times, 

We are, dear Madam, your obedient 
Servants, per pro Worpleton, Pipp 
and Scunderthorpe, Ltd., 

F. Wiggs. 

VII. 

To F. Wiggs. October 16, 1909. 

Sir, — ^You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself and if you are not then I wiU 
come over and talk to your Mr. Grimley 
Scunderthorpe about you when he re- 
turns, which I hope will be soon. And 
I am now going out to call in the police 
at once and summons them forassaidt 
and battery if I don’t at once get an 
instant apology for the scandalous be- 
haviour of your shameless young liber- 
tines at the second-floor window just 
opposite us, for in this stuffy weather I 
can’t close the windows as you know 
very well or we should aU be suffocated ! 

Yours faithfully, 

Lavinia MoTavish. 

P.S. — At once, mind ! ! 

P.P.S. — Or I call in the police ! ! ! 


VIII. 

Reply. October 18, 1909. 

Dear Madam, — We have your esteemed 
favour of the 17th inst., and in reply to 
same beg to inform you that in default 
of receiving schedule and diagrams from 
you as we hoped, we have undertaken 
extensive enquiries re your complaint. 

As a result of same we have pleasm^e 
in informing you that no offices of this 
firm look out on to the street on the 
second floor, and that in all probability 
the young men in question are in the 
anploy of some other firm in the same 
building. 

Assuring you of our best attention at 
all times. 

We are, dear Madam,' your obedient 
Servants, per pro Worpleton, Pipp 
and Scunderthorpe, Ltd, 

F. Wiggs. 

P.S. — ^If we can be of any further 
service to you, pray command us. 


A BLACK-LETTER STORY-BOOK. 

In dingy binding dark with time 
And stately .centuries of grime. 

An offspring^oE that early prime 
When first Ambition 
Set up, of minstrel’s tale and rhyme, 

A print edition — 

This, the old volume that you ’ll find 
Dozing on upper shelves,, resigned 
To modern manners, and the mind . 

That seldom heeds it 
(Save as a marketable find) 

And never reads it. 

So dull it looks by tales to-day, 

For here no ^list’s paints portray 
In elfin fancy, gnome or fay. 

Nor pencil stages 
, His light conceptions of the way 
I Across its pages. 

I Its day was earlier far, you see, 

Than these — proved comrades though 
‘ they be — 

Who fill a fire-lit “ after tea ” 

I From weR-loved chalice, 

With fairy, giant, and jinnee, 

With Rip and Alice. 

Yet if you plod and persevere 
Along its leaded lines austere, 

As an adventurer in drear. 

Dark wildernesses, 

You ’n learn to love the spelling queer, 
The antic esses, " 

And find therein a promised land, 
Where friends of a robuster brand. 
Monks, archers, and a jolly band 
Of knights and dragons. 

Will toast your advent to their strand 
In brimming flagons ! 
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THE LITTERATEURS. 

A LIFE of occasioDal virtue lias been in 
my case rewarded by tbe gift of a type- 
writerfrom an easily deceived parent. Pro- 
vidence, on the other hand, has punished 
a number of pleasant mistakes by the in- 
fliction of lots of sisters, brothers, assorted 
* relatives, friends and acoLuaintances.^ My 
enemies do not count. It is unlikely 
that they would ever claim the right of 
having just one try on my typewriter, 
and, if they did, I could refuse them, ^ 

Father evinced no desire to typewrite. 
He is a man of business, and to him 
these machines are neither the beginning 
of luxury nor the last word in jests. 

The lady who has very kindly pro- 
mised to marry me, for those same 
reasons which induced father to give me 
the typewriter, had something very, very 
sweet to typewrite. Unfortunately the 
machine would not write it. 

in the sisters, female cousins, less 
intellectual acq[uaintances, and infants! 
in arms wrote : — 

“TH^ j£eSt i s veq[qrqqy =(’* 
or words to that effect. 

George (an acquaintance) occasionally 
contributes odd verses to the Press. He 
typewrote : — 


“ The boy stood on the burning deck disappearance of these creatures from 
(A lime-lit deck) ! He did not look the political arena, let us look into the 
As if he wished to save his neck merits of the suggestions they have so 
Or cared what course the burning wickedly made, and, if there be any- 
took. thing in them, let us quietly and un- 

For ‘ M tlie world’s a stage,’ said he, osteatatiously adopt them as our own.” 

‘ This smoke in fact is only steam. He did not take the ti'ouble to write 
The flames are onlv scenery : that because he had any affection lor 


‘ This smoke in fact is only steam. He did not take the ti'oubie to write 
The flames are only scenery : that because he had any affection lor 

Things are by no means what they typewriting machines. Simply, he wrote ; 
seem.’ ” because he loves to hear himself writing. 

mi . 11 j X -u • + George (the same George) insisted on 

This was aReged to be impromptu. , / 

It has since been dis^vered that the S schooner Heaperaa ! 

hnes had been refused by six editors and ^ 


manuscribed in six: books of impromptu 
poetry belonging to six lovely but several 
ladies, who could not by any chance 
meet and compare notes, but did. 

Uncle James, the leader-writer, type- 
wrote : — 


A worthy barque, but not for us, 

Who much prefer a motor-bus. 

The skipper has taken his little 


daughter. 


One wonders had the skipper oughter ? 
Perhaps she does not like the water.” 


“Gentlemen, I have no hesitation in George said that that had just occurred 
declaring against the vile policy of this to him. It appears that it had al^ 
present Government. ‘Vile,’ gentlemen, previously occurred to one of George’s 
is a poor word for such base cheating, writing friends. 

lying, immorality and criminality. True, Cousin Frank examined the machine 
I do not know what their policy is or with great circumspection, made some 
is, indeed, intended to be, but it is reference to “baRy pianists,” and then 
sufficient for me that it is the policy of wrote with great difficulty : — 
this present Government. Let us con- “DaM.” 

demn it to perdition, gentlemen, and let It is supposed that nothing but 
its authors be sentenced to lengthy Cousin Frank’s colossal ignorance and 
terms of imprisonment. Then, in that incompetence prevent him from being 
, calm which must necessarily foRow the a thoroughly wicked man. 
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“THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST TABLE.” 

[fn discussing tlie “growing increase in tlie cost of living,” an 
evening paper mentions that bacon now rants with the best cuts of 
beef, and eggs for cooking cost Id. more per dozen.] 

The price of beef went np ; I did not grudge it ; 

They said the loaf was dearer ; what cared I ? 

The bristling leaders on a baleful Budget 
Left me a mugwump still without a sigh : 

Baccy and beer were blowed, but now I waken 
To drain the teacup and its tannin’d dregs, 

If dearth shall reave me of my morning bacon, 

Topped by its two poached eggs. 

Some deem the deathless birthright of the Briton 
The football that be flicks with fliying feet, 

His Parliament, his Press ; and some have written 
Their sagas round his sirloins and his Fleet : 

But not the bard : I know that breasts are oaken 
Because (maybe by JElered’s dying wish) 

On ham and eggs their nightlong fast is broken — 

(We need not note the squish). 

Some Atheling, I believe, in bygone ages, 

Cooked them before the fight, and gave his men 
The courage of the boar-pig when he rages, 

Tlie blithe abandon of the farmyard hen ; 

And shall I shirk the furious fray (like Ashur) 

And not assail some party for its sins 
When dearer grows the immemorial rasher 
And rare the heavenly twins ? 

Hard by the open sweetness of the heather, 

In taverns underneath the fir-crowned hill, 

In every aspect of our glorious weather, 

Have I not put them down, and paid the bill ? 

The yolk that gushes out, the grease that hardens, 

They come with memories of the moor and lea, 

Or linked with “ wet, bird-haunted ” English gardens. 
Or lodgings by the sea. 

Better to lieed the siren voices singing 
Of Socialism, and prices hound to drop, 

Than lose our “ semper eadem^^ by ringing 
The matutinal change on fish and chop ; 

England is England stiU so long as morning 
With plenishment of gold and crimson cheers 
The platters of her hinds and those adorning 
The sideboards of her peers. 


SHADOWS FROM THE PAST. 

History. 

In my memory the clouds roll back and dissolve a little, 
and I see a pack of little boys trooping into a class-room. 

** Why are we going in here ? says one to another. 

“ History,’’ says the other. 

What’s history?” 

^‘Oh, I don’t know: some rot or other. Dates and 
things.” 

‘‘ Dates ? What are dates ? ” 

William the Conqueror and Willum Rufus and all that. 
They told us to learn them. They ’re a frightful swot.” 

‘‘ Have you learnt them ? ” 

Some. Haven’t you ? ” 

No ; I don’t know anything about them ; never heard 
we were to learn them,” 

. “ Then you ’ll catch it hot. Hammond ’s an awful chap. 
He ’s sarcastic.” * ^ 

By this time the boys are settled into their places, and the 
master is at his raised desk. A pale thin man he is, with 


Kack mutton-chop whiskers and dark hair fading away from 
a high forehead. I can see his hands now as if 1 had them 
before me. Strong sinewy hands with long straight fingers 
and nails beautifully polished and trimmed. He wears a 
signet-ring on the third finger of his right hand, and he 
has an uncomfortable habit of making dents with its edge 
all over the thick skulls of the ignoiant. How we came to 
loathe that signet-ring 1 


“ We will begin with the dates of theSovereigns of England,” 
says the master. “ You were all told to learn them, and I shall 
expect perfect accuracy. Dickson” — ^lie addresses the boy 
who hasn’t learnt them*-“you begin.” The anguish of 
Dickson cannot he described. Latin grammar had been bad 
enough ; dictation was a hateful torment ; and now, on the 
top of it all, came dates. Why must he learn dates ? Did 
his father know dates ? Why had his fatlier never menti<med 
dates at home? Wliy had he been left in ignorance of this 
fearful mystery ? Nothing was any good at aU ! Some day, 

very soon, he should die, and then, perhaps “ Dickson,” 

says the smooth voice of the master, “I told you to begin. 
We are all waiting your pleasure.” 

“There,” says Dickson to himself, “he’s begun his 
sarcasm; ” but he says no word aloud. 


“Dickson,” reiterates the master, “pray oblige me by 
beginning at the beginning. It is generally considered a 
good place to begin at. Now then.” 

“William the Conqueror,” prompts a helpful small boy 
under his breath. 

Dickson catches the casual suggestion, and repeats it aloud, 
doggedly and despairingly. “William the Conqueror,” he 
says, and pauses. 

“Proceed, my Dickson,” says the master blandly but’ 
ominously. “Yet once more, 0 ye laurels, and once' 
more.” 

“What does he mean?” thinks the victim, and aloud he 
says once more, “William the Conqueror.” 

“Ten sixty-six,” prompts the helpful one, and Dickson, 
about to sink as it were for the Ihird time, snatches at the 
straw, grasps it imperfectly, and in a loud clear voice says, 
“ Tens into six.” 

“ Tens into what ? ” thunders the master. 

“ Into six,” pleads Dickson. 

“ Tens into six never did go, and they won’t go to-day. 
Have you made any attempt to learn these dates ? ’' 

“ No, Sir— I— please, Sir— I didn’t ” 

“I thought not. You’ll he kept in next Wednesday 
afternoon, and you can thp apply your mind— ha, ha— 
to them. And Stephens will stay in too for prompting so 
feebly. Are you suffering in your throat, Stephens ? ” 

“No, Sir, not much.” 

“Never mind, you ’U be better after Wednesday.” 

At this point the clouds thicken and roll back again, and 
I remember no more. 


Y'et stay — there is one more incident of the history lesson 
that returns to me. It happened, I fancy, on a different' 
day, when there was reading aloud. ^ > ‘ i 

“ That ’ll do, Oakley,” says the master. “ Go on, Hope.” 
Hope is a small fat brown boy with a mop of most 
I rebellious hair. He rises in his place and begins very* 
gallantly : “ Everything being now ready, the English fleet 

set sail with a fair wind and arrived safdy at ” 

“ Don’t give it up, Hope. England expects every boy to 
do his duty. Now for it.” | 

Thus urged, Hope resumes : “ set sail with a fair windl 

and arrived safely at Bull Here he stops dead. 

“ Oh, Hope, a little courage.” 

“ — ^arrived safely at — BuUogen.” 
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Irate Doctor (finding bottle of qmch medkine). “Why didn’t you tell me you were taking this wretched stuff?” 

Patient. “Well, it was my missis, Sir. She says, I’ll dose you with this, and Doctor he’ll try his stuff, and we’ll see 
whioh’ll cure 'you first.” 


The master lies back and rocks with, laughter: “An 
i excellent rendering,” he says, “ but perhaps a little unusual. 
BuHoing would, no doubt, be more correct, wouldn’t it, 
Dickson V ” 

“Please, Sir, I thought it was Boulogne,” murmurs 
Dickson, who had once been there for some weeks. 

The master looks darkly at - the guileless Dickson. 
“Why is he glaring at me so?” thinks this fastidious 
pronouncer of French. 

This was how some of us learnt history a thousand years 
ago. . - 

POLITICAL CORRESPONDENCE. 

Backwoods. —Take a cab fromEuston. In all probability 
the driver will know the place. If he has any doubts, 
tell him that it is next door to the House of Commons. You 
can,’ as you suggest, do Madame Tussaud’s on your road. 
You do well to take out an accident insurance policy. 
London streets have altered very much since you were here 
in -59. 

J. B. (Battersea), — Congratulations ! We shall have the 
greatest possible pleasure in recommending you for a 
Carnegie Hero Reward L If any man deserves one it is the 
still, strong man who has never made a speech about the 
Budget. 

Unemployed. — We fear that no matter what becomes of the 
Budget you cannot count on being fed forcibly. 

Chmoellor. — ^We are unable to give an exact definition 
of the phrase “ small bottle.” . You don’t say whether you 
• mean an English, a Scotch, or an Irish small bottle. The 
racial differences are most striking. Keep to cocoa — ^it’s 
\safe*. 


' Lord Advocate. — Yours is a curious pseudonym. Which 
lord are you the advocate for ? 

Xjeo. — W’ e think your suggestions as to the Lite of the 
rest of the Cabinet admirable, but is it not a trifle hard to 
suggest that the President oe the Board of Trade be roasted 
at a slow fire? Why not be magnanimous and just string him 
up to the lamp-posts with the others ? 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

To Explorers and Others of the North, 

South, or any other Pole. 

The Advertiser has in stock an assortment of Complete 
Solar, Stellar, Lunar and Magnetic Observations, Notes, 
etc., sufficient to satisfy any learned society that the 
possessor has been to the North, South, or any other Pole. 

With the above can be supplied samples of semi- 
worn-out Sledges, specimens of Arctic Flora and Fauna, 
geological curiosities and small quantities of variegated 
snow. 

A few Hetookhishooks and Ah Welshers in stock. • i 

The bearings given are the best of their respective kinds ! 
and guaranteed to last many yeais, fair allowance being 
made for wear* and tear. 

Sample of Poles— North, South, or Magnetic— can be 
supplied in soft or hard wood at per foot run. 

- Address — ^Boiled Apple, Beta, Greenland. 

The Limits of Ecouomy. 

“ The usual ahoviraiice for butter for eating purposes is ^Ib. a head 
weekly, but as so little is used in the diuing-^roiDin you might be able to 
make 21b. cover yonr weekly supply. Blacking is usually provided for 
the servants, as it is cheaper .” — The Queen. 
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THE REFORMED HOUSE OF LORDS. 

England iinder Socialism. 

The IjORD Chancellor having taken 
his seat on the camp-stool and the oath 
of allegiance to the Social Democratic 
Federation having been administered to 
all the peers present, 

The Duke of Northumberland humbly 
drew attention to a question of Privilege. 
Since the Eevolution of 1910, when 
their Lordships had been turned out of 
their House to admit of its being made 
into a smoking-room for the Commons, 
the disused shop in which their delibera- 
tions were now held had gradually 
. fe©eo!me more dilapidated, and was now 
fesing used as a skating-rink in the 
evenings. To allow of this the House 
had to cut, short its debates on such im- 
portant matters as the Empire (groans), 
^e~Army (indignant mu7'murs), and the 
Church (cries' of “ Talk of something 
sensible r'). He moved to present a 
humble petition to the Commons to rent 
them a small flat somewhere in a suburb 
of some sort ' 

The Earl of Crewe warned the ignoble 
lord that any presumption would* be 
sternly repressed by' the leaders of the 
Labour Party.* (Here all the 'peers present 
rose and stood bare-headed,) Bfe must 
remember that the House bf Lords was 
now purely an establishment to provide’ 
old-age pensions and outdoor relief for 
the senile and useless of the aristocracy. 
(Subservient cheers.) Their lordships 
would kindly confine themselves to the 
I duties imposed upon them by the 
Constitution of 1910 — investigation of 
the ventilation of houses, kitchen 
finance, door-scrapers, cleaning of the 
clocks and other matters not involving 
greater expenditure than twenty-five 
pounds. 

The House having maintained a re- 
spectful silence for a few minutes, 

The Duke of Westminster, who apolo- 
gised for the shabby state of his personal 
appearance (due to his having been 
suffering from a great deal of unearned 
•decrement of late), moved the second 
^ reading of the Dukes and Bankrupts 
Protection Bill. Speaking in both 
capacities, his Grace appealed to their 
Unfortunateships to support him in his 
assertion that a peer had as much right 
to consideration as any civil servant or 
poor law guardian. (Murmurs.) Their 
salaries of £100 a year compared very 
unfavourably with ^e £500 paid to all 
employees in the Post OflGice. If he 
imght speak without sarcasm, he threw 
himseK upon the honour and generosity 
of the Party in power. 

The second reading was defeated 
without a division at the direction of the 
Lord Chanoellor. 

Here Black Eod was announced and 
informed their Lordships tW the House 


of Connnons was ready to hand them 
out their work for die day, and the 
House adjourned. Res u ming, 

The Marquis of Lansdowne, who spoke 
with a deep cough, introduced the 
Peerage Housing and Town Planning 
Bill. There was now an alarming infant 
mortality among the families of the 
nobility and landed gentry due to over- 
crowding, and rack-rents were wrung 
from these struggling classes to pay 
fancy salaries to &cialist politicians and 
pamper their children. He need only 
point to the congestion in Mayfair and 
Belgravia, the small size of the dwelling 
houses in Park Lane and their leaky 
condition. There should be no reason 
why the children of a peer should not 
grow up to be sober and honest citizens. 
Great Britain could never piosper if 
battened bn the spoils of the helpless. 

The Bishop of London moved an 
alteration in Schedule 2 of the Consti- 
tution relating to stationery. It was 
degrading to their lordships to have to 
use paper and envelopes of the tea-bag 
type, while those supplied to the Lower 
House— (Lou<i ones of Order !^') — he 
apologised deeply — to the Upper House 
— ^were gilt-edged and hand-made, and 
distributed in bulk to their most distant 
acquaintances. 

The Archbishop of Canterbury on! 
rising to* second was ordered to resume 
his seat, and * 

The motion was placed in the waste- 
paper basket. * 

Lord Morley moved the first reading 
of the Votes-for-Peeresses Bill. These 
women had not had a very ^ agreeable 
time of late, since the West End had 
been laid out in cheap blocks of flats 
and Polytechnics. Their only faxdt was 
that they had married Peers, and that 
should be sufficient punishment. The 
wives of working men had all of them 
votes — ^why not give them to Peeresses ? 
The registration officials could easily 
make them useless (laughter). 

Being a Government measure, the 
Bill was agreed to without a division, 
their lordships standing uncovered. 

The Sixteen Hours’ Day for Mar- 
quises BiU was read a third time. 

The Two-Power-Standard in Work- 
houses Bill was read a third time, and 

At the direction of the police the 
usual oath of submission to the Common- 
wealth was taken, and their lordships 
were searched and turned out for the 


“For various reasons the important mutiny 
which should have been held last night in the 
Jockey Club has been postponed xmtil next 
week .” — Buenos Aires Herald. 

There cannot be many vacant dates for 
revolutions and mutinies in South 
America, and the Club was lucky to 
find a convenient one so soon. 


THE LATEST ABSURDITY. 

I. 

To the Editor of The Westmimter 
Oazette.^^ 

Wailxfs Theatre. 

You wicked man! Why have you 
done this thing ? This is the first time 
in all his long career that Mi*. Edward 
Georges has had to read an unkindly 
notice of a production of, his. Every 
year the same peean of praise fell to him 
as his just due. ‘‘Splendid,” “mar- 
vellous,” “unique,” “sumptuous” — the 
noble words seemed to belong to him as 
by divine right ; crowned each time by 
ihat majestic phrase, “ Mr, Edward 
Georges has once more surpassed 
himself.” 

And now what has happened ? What 
canker of spite and malice has eaten at 
the heart of yourself and your critic? 

“ Splendid,” “ marvellous,” “ unique,” 
“a dream of beauty” — ^yes, you apphed 
these phrases to the scenery, the music, 
the dresses and the players of The Tup- 
penny Duchess, but of the book you 
dared to hint (how can I bring myself 
to repeat the word?) that, it was “tire- 
some”! Tiresome! 

If you could but see Mr. Edward 
Georges, even your stony heart would 
melt. He is prostrated. Just now he 
roused himself for a moment, and in a 
voice shaken by sobs, with great tears 
rolling down his cheeks, he commanded 
me to inform you that he' had decided 
to withdraw all his advertisements from 
your paper. But the effort was too 
I much for him. He sank back exhausted, 
and now unconsciousness has mercifully 
supervened. Diamond, Diamond, thou 
little knowest what thou hast done ! 

Yours faithfully, The Secretary. 

II. 

To the Editor of “ The Westminster ' 
Oassette.^^ 

Sir, — Our client, Capt. Riding Hood, 
informs us that you have had the temerity 
to describe certain words of his as “ tire- 
some.” Unless you withdraw your 
disgraceful insinuation at once, an in- 
sinuation which is bound to do him 
harm in his profession, we have instruc- 
tions to proceed against you for criminal 
libel. We are. Sir, 

His Solicitors. 

III. 

To Mr. George Edwardes and Captain 
Basil Hood. 

Dear Sirs, — D on’t be so silly. 

JpmNCS * 

“ Lost, between England and Ghaunel Islesj 
probably in Sark, small gold locket.” — “ Daily 
Mail advertisement. , 

Just the sort of thing that might lie 
unnoticed at the bottom of the sea for 
a long time. 
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FLMJGING FRIENDSHIP. 

[The Eustace Miles Restaurant is to be the 
scene of a new experiment by the Round-About 
Club. Little silk flags will be obtainable at the 
door, and the donning of the flag will be an inti- 
mation that the wearer is prepared to speak 
and be spoken to.] 

No longer shall it be my doom, 

Thought I, to sit and munch 
Alone amid a crowded room 
My solitary lunch ; 

No longer need I glumly glower, 

As* stolid British phlegm does, 

At faces that appear as sour 
To me as mine to them does. 

A new regime has dawned, said I, 

I When 0 er the lentil bowls 
Upon a signal souls will fly 
To meet their sister souls. 

So pondering I took my seat 
And straightway bade the nimble 
Young Hebe bring a steak of beet 
And friendship s silken symbol. 

Behind each proteid-laden plate 
I sought to catch a sign 
Of any mind that might be great 
Enough to mate with mine; 

But this one clearly would not suit, 

And that one to the right of him— 

[The milk he poured upon his fruit 
* Had curdled at the sight of him. 

But soon a glint of pearly teeth 
Flashed on me where I sat ; 

Two eyes of hazel glanced beneath 
An Incroyahle hat ; 

Two little curls of rarest red 
Upon her forehead clustered, 

And oh ! the grace with which she spread 
Her parsley chop with mustard ! 

Then fast and faster beat my heart 
As I began to try 
By every telepathic art 
To catch her hazel eye. 

At length — oh, bliss ! — ^I saw her glance 
In quite a friendly manner. 

And filled with dreams of sweet romance 
I hoisted friendship’s banner. 

But just when things seemed like to go 
As they so seldom do, 

The sour milk-curdler turned, and lo I 
He wore a banner too. 

He had me in his grip at once, 

The points of nuts he mooted. 

And ere I could escape the dunce * 
i Dear Hazel Eyes had scooted. 


THE “FAST” SET. 

“A PERFECTLY healthy man,” writes 
Mr. Eszolme Wade, who has been con- 
ducting a controversy with Mr. Eogen- 
Sandow in The Daily News, “ might fast 
for six months or more without the 
slightest feeling of weakness, but, on 
the contrary, -with extraordinary benefit 
to^ himself, physically, ment^y and 
spiritually.” 




ft'/' lik 

























THE MAN AND THE MOMENT. 


Not content with giving mere literary 
publicity to his creed, Mr. Wade has 
just opened (we are reliably informed) 
a charming diversorium in the neigh- 
bourhood of Chandos Street, W., and 
painted it a beautiful eau-de-nil colour. 
The staff of waitresses consists entirely 
of out-of-work Suffragettes, and votaries 
of the new diet are already loud in its 
praise. No material food of any kind 
is served within its doors, the sole 
charge being Id. for the napkin. An 
inau^ral luncheon, to which a number 
of distinguished guests were invited, I 
was composed of the foUowing menu *.“- 

Potage a la bonne faim. 

Jugged Air , , 

Mock Blancmange. 

Caf4 z6ro. 

Never before have the feast of reason 
and the flow of soul been enjoyed in 


such undiluted purity. A few testi- 
monials from some of the survivors of 
this ethereal orgie are to hand. 

“The jolliest little luncheon I ever 
had,” said Sacco; and Lt.-Col. NEvm- 
HAM- Davis was equally enthusiastic. 
“Never,” he told our representative, 
“have I had less strain put upon my 
digestive powers.” 

“ I can only compare the sensation,” 
admitted Mr. G. K. Chestertor, “ to that 
experienced on the Wiggle-waggle at 
the White City, or during the sudden 
ascension of a Tube lift. I went home 
immediately afterwards and prepared a 
Tremendous Trifle.” 

“All the various grades of quality are on 
show iu our Blanket Department. They speak 
for themselves ” — From a Ciraular, 

If only they would call us punctually 
every morning ! 
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TO JOCK. 

(On choosing a 'grofession) 

When, Jock, I saw you, debonair and bland, 

Skin perilously up the cottage grand 
Piano, with the bread-knife in your hand ; — 

When I observed your friendly little' stare, 

Your guileless baby face, your general air 
Of “ Gohy, how on earth did I get there 9 7 

When I remarked how cheerfully you crashed 
Down on the tea-things, not the least abashed 
To see the same {my wedding present) smashed!— 

Then, as we wondered (having wiped the tea 
From off this waistcoat) What ’s he going to be ? ” 
I knew at once why Father thought, “ The sea.” 

There are who sit and languidly dictate 
Letters beginning “ Yours of even date ” — 

Each one designed to rope in 6 s. 8 d. ; 

Wherefore each letter carefully postpones 
The moment when the other party owns 
His case is badly dished by “ Bex v. Jones!* *" 

There are who daily in the safe retreat 
Of some Department gather round and bleat 
Scandal and Art, until it ’s time to eat ; 

Return at 3, and, having written Dear 
Sir, Your communication of last year 
Duly received and noted” — disappear. 


There are who do not hesitate to slioye • - 
Their views of Babes and Budgets,' Life and Love 
On paper — as it might be, up above ; 

Who, fearless fellows, are not found to flinch 
. When some Proprietor essays to pinch ’ * 

Their holiest thoughts at eightpence for the inch. 

* * * * * 

Such, Jock, as these are we who bear your name ; 
Content (well, almost) with'the good old game 
Of (moderate) Fortune unrelieved by Fame. 

, . But there are Nobler Souls about the place, 

Such Spirits as have built this Island Race, 

Heroes who must, who simply must, have ‘space. ‘ 

’Twas not to serve the Pen that Nature gave 
To these their love of all that ’s large and brave ; 

For Them an ampler Life upon the Wave 1 j 

So when your father (while I mop the tea) 

Says that he rather tliinks you T1 go to sea, 

Dear Jock, sweet Jock, your uncle must agi*ee. 

• A. A. M. 

Uncontrovertible. 

Miss Marie Corelli at the opening of Harvard House : — 

“No one could have imagined that the young girl just going forth as 
a bride, was destined to be the mother of John Harvard, the founder of 
the oldest college of learning in that 'great New World, the United 
States of America.” 

No one, except perhaps an American “persistent news-getter.” 
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THE STRENUOUS LIFE. 

(Suggested by the staiemest that the Prime Minister and the Chancellor of the Exchequer “have not had their hair out for 

MONTHS,” AND THAT SiR HeNRY NoRMAN HAS “NO TIME TO GO TO HIS TAILOR’S TO TRY ON HIS CLOTHES.” SiGNS OF THE COMING FRAY MAY 
BE NOTICED ALREADY ABOUT THE COSTUME OF SiR H. N.) 


EVERYTHING MADE EASY. 

I. 

To the Editor of “ The Daily PailT 

Sir, — With regard to your deeply 
interesting correspondence on the in- 
competence of the writers of murder 
mysteries, I think you may like to know 
that by a curious chance I have just 
completed a sensational story of crime 
which cannot come under this criticism, 
and it so happens that I have not yet 
arranged for its serial publication. It 
is competent from beginning to end, 
and so convinced am I of the success 
with which the crime is concealed that 
I am prepared to pay any Charity you 
may name £100 if before the piihli- 
cation of the last chapter any reader 
can name the murderer. 

I am yours, etc.. Pax Memberton. 

n. 

Editor of Daily PaiV^ to Mr. Pax 
Memherlon. 

May we read MS. ? 

III. 

Mr. Pax Meniberton to Editor of ** Daily 

PaiV^ 

Certainly. [Aside : Just as I hoped. 


Editor of Daily PaiV^ to Mr. Pax 
Memberton. 

May we print story as serial ? 


Mr. Pax Memberton to Editor of “ Daily 
PaiV^ 


How much will you give ? 


Mr. Pax Menviberton to Editor “ Daily 
Paii:^ ^ 

Will take double. 


Editor of Daily Pail^^ to Mr. Pax 
M&mberton. 

Right ; but instead of Charity, £100 
must go to reader of PaH. 

IX. 

Mr. Pax Memberton to Editor Daily 
I Pail.” 

‘ Agreed. Charities banal. 


GREAT NEW CRIME NOVEL. 
WHO CAN SOLVE MYSTERY? 
FAMOUS NOVELIST’S SPORTING 
OFFER. 

MR, PAX MEMBERTON’S £100 
PRIZE. 

WILL IT BE WON? 

&C. &C. &G. See. 


SPILT MILK. 

Among the inventions on view at the 
Business Exhibition at Olympia is a 
contrivance for delivering the morning 
iTfiilk through a hole in the door. A 
milk-can is suspended just inside, and 
the milkman has a patent funnel which 
antomatically unlocks the covering of 
the hole, so that the milk is delivered 
straight into the can. Incidentally, if a 
forgetful servant omits to hang np the 
can, the milk is delivered straight on to 
the floor. 

We miss, however, some obvious | 
developments of this invention. What 
is badly wanted at present is a self- 
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acting apparatus for unobtrusively intro- pi AY The situation was viewed in different 

ducing skilly or other nourishing fluid THE rLAY- ways. 

food into the interior of a sleeping “Doir.*’ General Sinclair believed the worst, 

hunger-striker,” so that she may wake Ann Sinclair was engaged to Ste'plien was furious, and asked for an A.B.C. 
up in the morning fed and refreshed. Bonington. Stephen (according to Mr. Mrs. Sinclair laughed and laughed 
There should be no need to hang up the Rudolf Besier, who as his creator and laughed. It was too absurd. And 
Suffragette behind the keyhole, while it ought to know) was a great poet, but as of course impossible, 
should be rendered impossible for an he did not recite any of his pieces on Ann was very sweet. She tiusted 
inadvertent wardress to spill upon the the stage, I cannot say if it was indeed Don implicitly, but had he not been 
floor either the patient or the beverage, so. But what is a fact is that he was a unchivahous XoJier ? 

The milkman, too, liiinself, with his chivalrous dreamer, an ideahst who Canon Bonington felt strongly that no 
charivari of milk-cans at daybreak, took in The Daily Mews, a man who man ought to come between a husband 
might be abolished. With . a HuIq was “ interested in strikes.” Ar? 7 i called and his wife. He did not behevethe 
ingenuity, ratepayers and subscribers him “Dan,” short ior Don Quixote, as -worst, but he was shocked by Stcpfeen’aim 
would have their daily supply laid on, she explains, not for Don Juan, as her terference with a Heaven-made marriage, 
hke gas and water, from the main — or mother suggests. Well, Don had be- Mrs. Bonington knew it was all th^at 
the municipal cow or chalk- 1 1 designing minx, Mrs.Thomp- 


pit. There should also 
be some means of rising 
to the occasion in'case of a 
milk -burst or when the 
passage is in spate, owing 
to the negligence of ^the 
domestic above hinted at. 
Perhaps ^ve may skim over 
the difficulty by suggesting 
an automatic churn that shall 
produce butter or curds or 
something for the breakfast 
table. We are not going 
to cry any further over spilt 
I milk. 




sett. How could they save 
Stephen from scandal? 
Surely they could invent 
some story. And if Mr. ' 
Thompseit called he was to 
be shown into the library 
and woidd see him. 

Andj, so,* after we had 
wondered for two Acts what 
Thompsett was like and 
what he would do and how 
it could possibly end hap- 
pily — when we had been 
worked up to the pitch 
(nearly) of screaming out, 
“We will have Thompsett, 
and we won’t wait,” — then 
he did call and was shown 
into the library. And he 
was Mr. Norman McKinnel 
— big, brutal, fanatic — ^with 
but one word for everybody, 
“ I want my wife. Fetch my 
wife.” 

How does it end ? lam 
not going to tell you. All 
through this splendid Third 
Act, I kept saying to myself, 
“It can't end. How can it 
end?” Yet it did, quite 
naturally and simply, by 
no stage trick of suicide or 
earthquake. You must go 
and see for yourself — know 


The young man gathered library. And he 

his skins more tightly about uMf/A ( | Hr / Mlmkk McKinnel 

him and walked out into mM/l j Wh brutal, fanatic — ^with 

the storm. He walk-ed on ffflH !( I but one word for everybody, 

and on, brooding on his // h “ I want my wife. Fetch my 

to the seashore. There he I ill _ I ~ end? lam 

stood face to face with the not going to tell you. All 

furious ^elements, filled with through this splendid Third 

.o-f ^ r ,Tr. /T- 

shelter of a cave, traced Albert ThompBctt Mr. Noeman McKinnel. no stage trick of suicide or 

upon it With a sharp flint Stephen Bonington l&r. Ciiaeles Quabtermaine earthquake. You must go 

the rude record of his feel-- and see for yourself — ^Iknow 

I ings. Not till the storm was exhausted friended a poor girl in a tea-shop, and you would not like to miss the finest 
I did he return to the village again. had found her a situation as his mother’s comedy in London. 

A day or so later another skin-clad companion. After she left, she married The acting is worthy of the play, 
figure walked that way gathering fuel. Thompsett, a tradesman and a Plymouth Mr. Charles Quartermaine had the most 
He picked up without examining it the Brother, hard, narrow-minded, and cruel, difficult task, of course, and perhaps 
flat piece scored by the young man and though with the best- of motives — he didn’t quite pull it off; the others 
added it to his store. When he reached a man who had “ found salvation.” had parts more incisively drawn and 
his hut his eye chanced upon the charac- Mrs. Thompsett stood a year of mental well within the range. They all played 
ters and symbols, and he scanned them and moral torture with him, and then perfectly. Y congratulate Mr. Herbert 
with a hurried eye. He frowned as he in despair wrote to Don and asked him Trench on presenting, Mr. Norman 
threw it on the fire. ^ to help her. Quite naturally, as it MoKinnel on producing, and (chiefly) 

He was the first reviewer. seemed to him, he took her away from Mr. Rudolf Besier on writing one of the 

her husband, spent a night at Kettering most finely humorous plays that have 
(I think it was) by her bedside — she had been seen for a long time. ’ M. 

“ Doncaster Aviation Meeting. Secure your collapsed in the train, and could not „ 

^ ^ *<> Bracelets. 

amerciate of DoveiJ, lei on Parl6,Fwis. and oatke next day brought hertohis .<y bracelet,- set romd 

hio; very nearly, but not quite good mothers house, where Ann and' her wool ; to ^nd home only as pet dog?’ 
enouffh. ueoule were stavins^. Thp. 


What to do with ottr Bracelets. 


[people were staying. 


The Lady, 




THE REIGN OF LOVE. 

[“A delightM eupliemism has just been 
iuveuted ^ by M. Caillaux, the Minister of 
Finance, in the course of the income-tax debate 
in the Chamber of DeiDuties. To arrive at a 
just estimate of a ratepayer’s income there 
should, he thinks, be ‘collaboration’ between 
the public and the revenue authoiuties.” — 

The GLoibe.] 

Gentle friends, my heart is broken 
When your angiy frowns I see 
And I hear what words are spoken 
As you vent your wrath on me. 
When I bring my dainty bine 
Billets doux 
Bound to you, 

^Tis in love, not hate, I leave them. 
Then in love, not hate, receive them 1 

’Tis, alas, an ancient story 1 
Hard has ever been our fate : 

Wat the Tyler gathered glory 
When he bashed the taxman’s pate. 
How is it that Cade can claim 
Such a fame 
For his name ? 

Why is Hampden crowned with laurel 
Just for keeping up the quarrel? 

Even by the ancient Roman 
We were held in wi*athful scorn; 


Treated as a common foeman, ' 

Creatures scarcely to be borne. 

Jew and Gentile to a man 
Joined to ban 
’ All our dan: 

People know from their “ Divinners ” 
Publicans were classed with sinners. 

Thus from Clio’s storied pages 
We collectors weep to find 
That through all the vanished ages 
We have always been maligned. 
Much against our heart’s desire 
We inspire 
Fear and ire : 

People see some cruel spectre 
In the kindly tax-collector. 

But ’tis time this all were ended, 

For we love you. Let us then 
Be no more misapprehended 
By misguided fellow-men. 

Greet us when we call on you 
With our blue 
Billets doux ; 

Perish crude recrimination I 
Let there be collaboration I 

Modesty. 

“The Countess of C was in invisible 

green velvet, with a black extinguisher hat.” 

The Standard. 


THREE LETTERS. 

A Sketch for Eternity. 

i 

Mrs. Carr-Amdl to Mr. Fortescue. 

My Dear FrIend, — am so glad you 
can come to lunch on Wednesday. This 
is just to say he sure to stay on after the 
others have gone^ as I want to have a 
very particular talk. 

Yours ever, E. C.-A. 

IT. 

Mrs. Garr-Amell to Mr. Morris. 

My Dear Friend, — I am so glad you 
can come to lunch on Wednesday. This 
is just to say be sure to stay on after the 
others have gone, as I want to have a 
very particular talk. 

Yours ever, E. C.-A. 

III. 

Mrs. Oarr-Amcll to Mr. Crawford. 

My Dear Frieno, — am so glad you 
can come to lunch on Wednesday. This 
is just to say be sure to stay on after the 
others have gone, as I want to have a 
very particular talk. 

Yours ever, E, C.-A. 
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FROM OUR READERS. 

(Withachioicledgments to **Tlie Daily Ocorgic”) 

Odious Comparisons. 

I NOTE with, pain that in a recent 
issue you say in a grudging spirit of 
Mr. lioTD-GEORGE, “perhaps he comes 
nearest to Abraham Lincoln of any of the 
latter-day leaders of the Democracy.” 
Could anything he more jejune and 
inadequate than this niggardly tribute 
to the splendidly human qualities of our 
adored leader? Lincoln had all the 
defects of his qualities, the most 
prominent of which was a morbid 
» moderation. The best that one of 
his biographers can say of him was^that 
he was “fair and direct in speech and 
action.” Indeed, so deplorably averse 
was he from plain speaking that it is 
said he would never allow the Con- 
federates to be called rebels in his 
presence! Such a man, were he now 
alive, would probably show tenderness 
to dukes and courtesy to ground land- 
lords, Mr. Lloyd-George, on the other 
hand, has none of this pitiful compunc- 
tion. He preaches the gospd of a newer 
and a nobler age for the common people. 
He inculcates the sacred duty of class ^ 
hatred with the superb abandon of a 
Hannibal or a Torquemada. He fears 
not the rage and the sneers of the Smart 
Set. We have had nothing quite like 
him in British politics before, and 
perhaps never shall again. 

K Boakes. 

16, Murdle Hoad, Wimhledon. 

A Question of Colour. 

I see that in your splendid description 
of the peroration of Mr. Lloyd-Qeorg]^’s 
speech you say “ a great gasp of emotion 
passed down the rows of white faces, 
like the soughing of an autumn wind, 
amid the trees.” May I, as a coloured 
reader of your admirable and stimulating 
organ, : ventiire to observe that the 
emotion' was not confined to white 
hearers. No one could have soughed 
more strenuously than myself. 

PoMPEY Jetsam. 

Sierra Leone Gardens, E.C, 

The Chancellor’s Predecessors. 

I am glad to see that you eulogise the 
delicious drollery of Mr. Lloyd-George’s 
magnificent Newcastle speech. Other 
great orators have been pungent, have 
been extravagant, have indulged in a 
superfluity of ornarn'ental invective, but 
surely no one before him has contrived 
to combine the spirituality of a Marcus 
Aurelius with the forthrightness of a 
Thersites.— Albert Pogson. 

£We fully endorse what our correspondent 
, says of the hewitehing humour of the Chan- 
cellor OF THE Exchequer, hut is he not rni-ynijr 
up Thersites with Theseus or possibly Themis- 

TOGLES.— Eo. D.O.] 


The Burglar’s Plea. 

No part of Mr. Lloyd -George’s fine 
speech was greeted with greater enthu- 
siasm than his superb vindication of the 
rights of the poacher- Never before has 
a Cabinet Minister openly proclaimed 
the noble doctrine that the poacher has 
the same right to the game as the man 
who, besides being guilty of owning the 
land, has spent large sums in rearing 
and feeding his, pheasants, etc. My 
only complaint against the Chancellor 
OE THE Exchequer is that he omitted to 
say a word on behalf of that much- 
maligned person,' the burglar. I 
trust that when Mr. Lloyd-George 
delivers his next great speech at Hol- 
loway or Wormwood Scrubs he will 
remedy this deficiency and speak up for 
a most industrious, precariously remu- 
nerated and tender;-hearted class, for it 
should never he ^forgotten that the late 
Mr. Charles Peace w^is an accomplished 
violinist and was extremely fond of 
children. — ^W, Sikes. 

[Our correspoudGnt appears to us to read 
more in the statement than was intended, The 
context shows clearly that the Chancellor 
spoke in a more or- less jocular vein.' Still, 
the right of a burglar to the unearned incre- 
ment of a duke has' undoubtedly much to be 
said for it. The anecdote of Peace is most 
toadbdng.— Eh. D.<?.] 

How to Secure Peace with Germany. 

Few things have contributed more 
happily to the establishment of a better 
understanding with our great neighbour, 
Germany, than the noble action of Herr 
Elzbacher in changing his name to Mr. I 
EUis Barker. Surely this is a precedent 
which cannot he followed too frequently 
or too thoroughly. But to he really 
effective it must not be confined to one 
side. If Germans .are to take English 
names, Englishmenmust assume German 
patronymics. ^ I venture to subjoin the 
following provisional list in the hope, 
that ^ the persons mentioned will lose 
no time in carrying out the necessary’ 
formalities : ' . . ' ^ 

Mr. Lewis Harcourt . HerrLudwigHorchhof. 
Mr. Herbert Gladstone Heir Frohstein. 

Mr. Alf. Mend , . Mr. Half Moon. 

Mr, Spender . . Herr Aufwender. 

Mr. Winston Chm'chill Herr Kirchubel. 

Sir J. Brunner . . Lord Spiihger. 

Mr. Lyons . . . Herr libwenherz. 

Mr. Glncksteha . . Mr. Gladstone. 

Mr, Asqnith. . , Herr Mitfi*agen. 

Lord Courtney of Pen- Graf Eniehof von 

with . • . . ' Fedennit. 

In conclusion may I suggest that you 
should lend this movement a much 
needed impetus by re-naming your paper 
tbe Tdgliche Georg, 

Herbert Plimmer. 


The Very Latest. 

Rumour has it that Mr, Lloyd-George 


BLIGHTED HOPES. 

[A country fire brigade has' just resigned in 
a body because the people persisted in laughing 
at the members in Ikeir new uniforms.] 

Time was when visions filled my mind 
Of rescues a la Christmas Numbers, 
Strongmen (I thought) will wake to find 
The fire intruding oh, their slumbers, 
And, when all hope of safety vanished 
quite is, 

rU rush and save them, in their litde 
nighties. 

ITl do whate’er my post requires 
At divers, times in various places, 
Until some heiress leaves the fire’s 
And falls into my own embraces, 

Then will I ask her hand in marriage, 
and some 

Day her papa is sure to come down 
handsome. 

But when I donned my fireman’s gear, 
(It pleased me weU from boots to 
bonnet) 

The ribald crowd began to jeer 
And crack their rustic jests upon it, 
Such as the shouted question : “ Where 
did yon nick 

That belt, those trousers, and that beastly 
tunic ? ” 

Long time I scorned the gaping grin, 
Then, minding him of Plaza-Toro, 

I sent my resignation in 
The “very first of all my corps 0.” 
The fifth approaching urged me to 
remember 

The guise that vulgar wit wears in 
November. 


GREAT MINDS. ' 

[We thi^ the time has come to publish tlie 
followiag cbrrespondenceT^^ch has very nearly 
occurred seyeraLtimes . — n 

‘ 1, Balmoral Villas, Tufton. 

Dear Sir, — ^I enclose a short contribu- 
tion to your valuable paper. The idea 
occurred to me only this morning, and I 
have not communicated it to any other 
journal. 

Question, What will the country say when 
* the* Budget is put before it ? ” 

Answer, “Budge it.” - 

Perhaps one of yoxu: clever writers 
would.be able to word it more crisply, 
but the idea is so extremely topical and 
up-to-date that I feel sure’^it would 
appeal to the large body of your readers. 

I am, yours faithfully, 

Michael Fatrjohn. 

The Editor of Punch presents his com- 
pliments, and regrets that he is unable 
to use Mr. Fairjohn’s contribution. , He 
has a vague idea that he has heard the 
joke before somewhere, though he can- 
not remember where. 

Dear Sir, — am at a loss to under- I 
stand your note. The oidy -person to ] 
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whom I repeated this joke was' the Rev. 
Canon Letts of this town, and I have his 
word for it that he has neither repeated 
it to anybody else nor forwarded it to 
your paper. Unless you are prepared 
to doubt the assurance of a beneficed 
clergyman of the Church of ' England I 
do not see how you can persist in the 
attitude you have adopted. 

Dear Sir; — ^Perhaps you are right. 
Would you prefer your joke to be illus- 
trated or unillustrated ? 

Yours faithfully, The Editor. 

Dear Sir, — feel that the joke would 
make more of a stir if suitably illus- 
trated in the form of a cartoon. You 
could either get one of your clever artists 
to do this, or I would mention the matter 
to Mr. Thomas Pipp, the drawing in- 
structor at our schools. Should you 
decide to leave the matter in the hands 
of one of your clever cartoonists, I should 
not desire any fee for my suggestion, 
but would be content to receive the 
j original of the drawing which illus- 


trated my idea. 

Dear Sir, — think that, perhaps, we 
had better leave it in the hands of one 
of our clever cartoonists. When would 
you like it to appear ? By the way, do 
yoU'-- knaw -Mr. William Gosport, of 5, 
The Albany, Southend? . He asks us. 


to-day, upon a post-card, *** Why did the 
Budget budge it?” Though not so 
neatly constructed as yours, this^ joke 
has in idea something in common with it. 

P.S. — ^My letter should have been 
posted yesterday. I wonder if you have 
ever met a Mr. Alfred Seliy (or Selby), 
of Leamington? 

Dear Sib, — do not know Mr. Gosport 
or Mr. Alfred Selly — though I once met 
a Mr. John Selby who lived at Grange- 
over-Sands. I consider that Mr. Gos- 
port’s joke has nothing in common with 
mine at all, though he certainly seems 
to have stolen my idea The sooner 
my joke appears the better for the 
country. 

Dear Sir, — ^The idea of a joke about 
the present financial situation may have 
occurred to Mr. Gosport independently. 
I wonder if you know any of these : — I 

Mr. Timothy Wells, The Thatched 
House, Trmo. 

Canon Bletchley, of Aberdeen. 

ih. Walters, Wavecrest, Commercial 
Road, Leicester. 

Lt.-Col. John Adams, Naval and Mili- 
tary Club, W. 

I cannot help feeling that we have not 
yet got the best out of your joke. Can 
you not word it slightly differently, so 
as to bring, out more gradually the 


subtle contrast between ‘‘Budget’’ and 
“ budge it ” ? At present you* seem 'to , 
me to get to the point too quickly. ’ 

Dear Sir, — ^How would this do ? . -. . j 

“ The electors’ reply to Lloyd-Georoe | 
— Budge it ” ‘ - ^ 

Please use this ’immediately, while -the - 
sub j ect is 'still topical. 

Dear Sir, — By an odd chance you 
have hit upon the very form in which 
Mr. Cyril James, of The Bungalow, 
Cromer, puts it this morning. Though 
not quite satisfactory yet, it is much 
more incisive than that of the Rev. ; 
W. R. Tonkin, of Little Beldam, 'who 
writes upon a letter-card : i 

“History repeats itself. The joke 
current in 1831 that the only reply to 
the Budget was ‘ Budge it,’ is as true as 
ever to-day.” 

This, you will agree with me, is rather 
laboured. 

Dear Sir, — I am withdrawing my 
joke from your paper and am sending 
it to The Times. Yours disgustedly, 
Michael Fairjoiin. 

The Latest Unique Performance. I 

“The ordinary stock' occupies the unique 
position of standing at the highest price of the 
year .’' — The Scotsman. 
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AN INVITATION. 

Dear Tom, I hear you're back in Town 
Bronzed as an Iroquois witli brown 
Of sunsbine and adventures ; 

I wish you’d come and dine to-night 
Ere stream and hill have faded quite, 
And Mammon’s dipped you out of sight 
In shares and didl debentures ! 

You won’t get much : my cook of old 
You know is not (though gold, pure gold) 
A culinary show thing ; 

That lady’s very utmost word 
Is first a sole, and then a bird, 

And, if she ventures on a third. 

It ’s toasted cheese'— or nothing ! 

Forgive my menu its misdeeds, 

At least you ’ll find a Beaune that needs 
No bush’s vain adorning, 

And when its vinted balms ascend 
You’ll think, ’Tis thus, though good 
times end. 

Their sunny memories stay to blend 
With fog and Monday morning ! 

So come. I want to hear about 
The Islands, — were the big sea-trout 
As big this year as ever ? 

And has your brown retriever pup 
ffion of old Shot ” who won the Cup) 
nis father’s nose at picking-up ? 

He promised to be clever. 


You got a stag, I heard from Bee ; 

The island heads are small, but she 
Says yours is simply ripping ; 

I want the details of it aU, 

His points, the ground, the wind, the 
crawl, 

And, fiushed with triumph at his fall, 
What sum you spent in tipping 1 

Our talk shah slip by braes and brooks, 
Through several tomes of salmon hooks, 
And on by easy stages 
To other works of worthy lore, 

Picked from the bookshelf’s golden store, 
Till round our chairs the very floor 
Is carpeted with sages 1 

We’h smoke and watch the embers 
glow 

And read the lines we like and know, 
The old, the wise, the witty ; 

While on the curtained window-pane 
You ’h hear the patter of the rain, 

And down the Khightsbridge Koad again 
The roar of London City ! 

From a calendar : — 

‘‘Austen Chamberlam, bom 1863. 

To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often He too deep for tears. 

Wordsworth.^^ 


One of the Bhoys. 

1 From a report in The Liverpool Da lly 
Post : — 

“ The great principle to be learned in every 
noble life was that whatever others might do 
or say, they, as individuals, must be good, 
and tlmt was the principle of one with whom 
they could not see eye to eye. He referred to 
Jilorcus O’Reilly.” 

“Novo . . . We have never heard of any 
connection between the seasons of the year and 
falling of the hair, except in poetry, and that 
is only because the two words rhyme.” 

Sunday Ckromele. 

Even if ‘‘ year” and “hair” didn’t rhyme 
they might occur at the end of con- 
secutive lines in blank verse, and a 
connection would stOl be established. 

From a programme : — 

“ Vocalist 
Mme. Kibkbt Lunn 
(who has hindly consented to sing).'’^ 

Not to roUer-skate, as was the manage- 
ment’s first idea. 

From a review in The Liverpool Daily 
Post : — 

“ The book sparkles with trite sayings and 
exquisite characterisation.” i 

We recommend the publisher to with- 


This looks like the base work of a Free draw aU his advertisements (consult Mr. 
Trade Unionist. George Edwaedes). 
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TWO OF A KIND. 

[“Months ago we heard of the baby christened Budget, .^dnow 
follows at other entliuaiast’s infant, who has been named Lloyd George. 

— The Daily Chronicle.'] 

If noble names can launch a child along a great career, 

When at the font of sprinkling you dab the little dear, 

No infants started better on the route to high renown 

Than Masters Lloyd George Jenkins and Winston Churchill 
Brown, 

To pious inspiration the fancy may be toced 

Which overtook their parents (being Radical by taste), 

And prompted them to label their respective babes at birth 
With what their wits conceived to be the noblest names 
on earth. 

These twain grew up together and shared the youthful spree, 
Twin minds with but a single thought, as like as pea and pea; 
Or, sav, as two-and-sixpence compared with half-a-crown, 

Just so was Lloyd George Jenkins to Winston Churchill 
Brown, 

They seldom mixed with other boys because they held the 
view 

It ’s best to hunt in couples, and a couple ’s only two ; 

But some, they saw, were useful when it came to heaving 
stones, 

And such were Budget Billingsgate and Ure Another Jones. 

On raiding expeditions our two behaved as one, 

Together pinched the orchard and raked the poultry-run ; 
•And answered all objections about these little tricks 

With repartees consisting mainly of mud and bricks. 

And so the pair (but oh, alas ! how outward form deceives !) 
Remained to all appearance as close and thicks as thieves ; 
But, underneath a smiling air, this thought they couldn’t 
smother — ■ ' 

That some day one of them would have to swallow up the other. 

For when you hunt in couples, though things go smooth as oil, 
There ’s apt to come a question of who shall take the spoil, 

Of who ’s to be the top-dog that pins his partner down : ' 
Would it be Lloyd George Jenkins or Winston ChurchlU 
Brown? 

Well, on a day they started, both smiling, on the track 

Of quite a big adventure, and only one came hach I 

For in the hour of triumph there arose a horrid hitch. 

And one had wiped the other out ; I shan’t say which was 
which. 0. S, 

From The Morning Leader : — 

Motor-Car Dakgers. 

Sir, — Caiuiot some effective measures be taken to stop the higlitM 
rushing of motor-cars through our streets ? The speed at which the 
majority of them travel, especially through crowded thoroughfares, s 
terrible. Youi*s, etc., A. E L. 

We understand that this letter has been travelling abroad 
during the last few years ; hence the delay. 

A Conservative candidate as reported in The Cambridge 
Ohroniele - 

“ It had been suggested that the House of Lords could reject this Bill, 
provided that they had an agreement with their Party in the House oi 
Commons to bring forward a. Pefereudem Bill ... He personally 
believed in the Referendiem, but he did not think they were ready yet 
to pass judgment on the Budget, through the means of the Referendam 
Bill.” 

You see one of the difficulties straight away. 

SHADOWS FROM THE PAST. 

The Butcher’s Son. 

I SEEM to remember that there was once a little hoy. He 
lived with his father and mother and his brothers in a large 
house midway between two villages, and there in a simple 
way he enjoyed life a great deal. There was a garden; there | 
were favourite dogs and cats, there was a pond for fisMng or 
skating, as the season ordained, there was a stable with a i 
complement of horses and ponies, and there were woods and 
green fields lying about the house. It was a fairy palace of 
delight and, like other fairy palaces, it has long since passed 
away. Villas and shops, this Crescent, that Avenue, and the 
other Rise reign over the spot where there were fields and 
trees, and young delight and laughter. Does the uneasy 
ghost of Neptune, the Newfoundland, or Sturdy, the grey 
pony— how he hated to be laughed at !— ever roam distraught 
through these busy little villas ? 

In one of the villages, distant about a mile from the large 
house, there was a school, and in this school the little hoy 
was a student, submitting himself, somewhat carelessly^ I 
fear, to the grand old fortifying classical curriculum which 
has made Englishmen what they are. It was an old school, 
founded far back -in Tudor times, and it differed very little, 

I suppose, except, perhaps, in one point, from hundreds of 
other homes of learning scattered throughout the length and 
breadth of the kingdom. The point of exception was that 
there were generally more day-boys than boarders amongst 
those who sucked wisdom from it. From the village in 
which it stood and from the neighbouring villages and 
homes a great many boys used to trudge to it in the morn- 
ing, and then back home again for the midday dinner, then 
once more to school, and so finally home again in the evening, 
The little boy was one of those jolly trudgers. 

I have often been told that day-boys are, on the whole, an 
inferior class, not to be encouraged in the life of our great 
schools. It seems that in the demoralising companionship 
of their parents and amidst the unmanly surroundings 
created by their sisters they waste precious hours, hours that , 
should properly he devoted to the acquisition of tone and 
esprit de corps. The genius of public-school life, they say, 
demands that at the tenderest age a little fellow should he 
withdrawn from every influence that tends to make him 
gentle and prevents him from becoming barbarous and 
brutal— bis mother’s society is above all others injurioui^— 
and that he should he subdued to all the petty little tsen- 
ventions of dress and manner and general behaviour which 
the servility or the roughness of a mass of other boys has 
established in a sacred and immutable code of respectable 
rules. I don’t dogmatise on this point, hut I am not sure 
that there may not be much to he said on the other side. At 
any rate my little friend was for the time a day-hoy. 

Now one of the fields bordering the little boy's lionie 
belonged to the butcher of the village, and in that field the 
butcher’s son John was often to be seen. Sometimes John 
looked through the hedge and sometimes the little boy looked 
through it from the other side, and sometimes they both 
looked through it together, and in the end they became 
acquainted and exchanged confidences. The hedge soon 
ceased to be an impenetrable barrier, and eventually John, 
who was a cheerful, plump, weU-mannered, red-cheeked boy, 
came throiigh it and was made free of the pleasant mysteries 
: of the garden. The two boys became fast friends. John 
could perform marvellous feats with little lumps of clay dis- 
' charged as missiles from the top of a stick, and he was more 
skiKul with a catapult than any other mortal boy. 

On the afternoon of a certain day the little boy— let me 






call Mtn Harry hencefortli — ^liad arranged to meet a school 
friend in a' shady retreat in the -woods. I rather think a 
bird-nesting expedition had been planned. As John hap- 
pened to be about when the time came for setting forth to 
' the tryst, Harry took him with him, not dreaming any 
wrong. When they arrived the other boy was there. Harry 
was punctilious in his manners, and made a ceremonious 
presentation. ‘‘Let me introduce you,” he said, “Mr. John 
Lumsden— Mr. Thomas Chappell. Now then, where shall 
we begin?” Mr. Thomas Chappell, however, looked darkly 
uncomfortable. “I’m afraid,” he stammered, without seem- 
ing to see John’s extended hand, “I’m afraid I’ve left some- 
thing behind. I ’U just go and fetch it.” And away he ran. 
“ Mind you come back quick 1 ” shouted Harry after him ; and 
he and John waited and waited. But Mr. Chappell never | 
came back. 

On the following morning, when Harry arrived at school, 
a knot of boys gathered round him, all hostile and deter- 
mined. “ So you ’re the friend of a butcher ! ” shouted one. 
“ Yah, you little butcher-boy ! ” cried another. “ Send me 
home a shoulder of mutton,” yelled another, “and mind, I 
don’t want too much fat ! ” “ Oh, you dirty little cad, 

hadn’t you got a proper cheek introducing your butcher 
boys ? ” Then they danced round him, sharpening imaginary 
knives, making the sounds of oxen in distress, and altogether 
behaving like demons in the pit. The torture continued 
for days, until finally the lesson was burnt into the little 
boy’s heart. Who was he that he should set himself to 
abolish those noble distinctions of class upon which the 
safety of society depends ? 


Commercial Candour. 

“5 new 4-l>arrel Repeating Pistols, 22 bore. Cannot repeat. To 
clear, 19s. each,” * 


THE EXTINCT CROCODILE. 

[“ The imagination of schoolmistresses and their pupils recoils now- 
adays from the idea of a return to the Noah’s Ark promenade which wa.3 , 
their grandmothers’ winter exercise.”] 

When I was young, in fact a callow ass, 

Of idle brain and fancy volatile, 

Before our office window used to pass 
Miss Proctor’s animated crocodile. 

Ah 1 how my neck I ’d crick to catch a view 
Of those young damsels walking two by two. 

Thick chestnut pigtails, fluffy flaxen curls, 

Delicious peeps from shyly lowered lids — 

In front, a vanguard of the bigger girls, 

Rearward, the ranks of lively little kids — 

I knew your time of coming to a tick 

And thought your pace in passing far too quick. 

No more our youngsters’ hearts do you disturb 
As when, diurnaUy, you used to trail 
Your undulating length along the curb, 

A drift of maidenhood from head to tail. 

The academic crocodile is dead ; 

To hockey fields its vertebrae have sped. 

I am too old to carp at such a change 
Or criticise the fi-enzied female rout 
Who up and down the muddy meadow range 
Where “ Hack it through [ ” and “Bully ! ” is the shout ; 
And so upon the poor departed’s bier 
I simply shed a crocodilish tear. 

Prom an advt. in The Wesi Earn Teachers'^ Journal:-^ 
“Up-to-date methods of Teaohin.” 

And of spellin, to say nothin of printin. 
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STRENGTH AND BEAUTY. 

“ Why don’t you sit up ? ” said Adela 
at dinner, suddenly prodding me in tlie 
l^ack. Adela is old enougli to take a 
mothady interest in my figure, and 
young enough to look extremely pretty 
while doing so. 

“I always stoop at meals,” I ex- 
plained ; “ it helps the circulation. IMy 
own idea.” 

“ But it looks so had. You ought ” 

“ Don’t improve me,” I begged. 

“No -wonder you have ” 

“Hush! I haven’t. I got a bullet 
on the liver in the campaign of ’03, due 
to over-smoking ; and sometimes it hurts 
me a little in the cold weather. That’sall.” 

“ Why don’t you try the Hyperion ? ” 

“ I will. Where is it ? ” 

“It isn’t anywhere ; you buy it.” 

“ Oh, I thought you dined at it. What 
do you buy it for ? ” 

‘‘It’s one of those developers with 
elastics and pulleys and so on. Every 
morning early, for half an hour before 
breakfast ” 

“You are trying to improve me,” I 
said suspiciously. 

“ But they are such good things,” 
went on Adela, earnestly. ^ “ They really 

do help to make you beautiful ” 

“I am beautil'ul.” ^ . 

“ Well, much more beautiful. And 
strong ” 

“ Are you being simply as tactful as 
you can be ? !’ 

“ — ^and graceful.” . 

“ It isn’t as though you were actually 
a relation,” I protested, 

Adela continued, full of her idea. 

“It would do you so much good, you 
know. Would you promise me to use it 
every day if I sent you mine? ” 

“ Why don’t you want yours , any 
more ? Are you perfect now ? ” 

“You can easily hook it to the 
wall ” 

“I suppose,” I reflected, “there is 
a limit ot beauty beyond wliich it is dan- 
gerous to go. After that either the thing 

would come off its hook, or ” 

“ Well,” said Adela suddenly, “aren’t 
I looking well?” ^ ‘ ' 

“You’re looking radiant,” I said, 
appreciatively; “but it may only be 
because you’re going to marry Billy: 
next month.” 

She smiled and blushed. “Well, 
I 11 send it to you,” she said. “And 
you try it for a week, and then tell me 
if you don’t feel better. Oh, and don’t 
do all the exercises to begin with ; start 
with three or four of the easy ones.” 

“ Of course,” I said. 

* * * * o 

I undid the wrappings eagerly, took 
ofhhe lid of the box, and was confronted 
with (apparently) six pairs of braces. I 
shook them out of the box and saw I 


had made a mistake. It was one pair of 
braces for Magog. I picked it up, and 
I knew that I was in the presence of the 
Hyperion, In five minutes I had screwed 
a iiook into the bedroom wall and attached 
the beautifier. Then I sat on the edge 
of the bed and looked at it. 

There -was a tin plate, attached to the 
top, with the word “ LADIES” on it. I 
got up, removed it with a knife, and sat 
down again. Everything was very dusty, 
and I wondered when Adela had last 
developed herself. 

By-and-by I went into the other room 
to see if I had overlooked anything. I 
found on the floor a chart of exercises, 
and returned triumphantly with it. 

There were thurty exercises alto- 
gether, and the chart gave you 

(] j A detailed explanation of how to 
do each particular exercise ; 

(2) A photograph of a lady doing it. 

“ After all,” I reassured mysell, after 
tlie fi.rst bashful glance, “ it is Adela who 
has thrust this upon me ; and she must 
have known.” So I studied it. 

Nos. 10, 15, 28 and 30 seemed the 
easiest; I decided to confine myself 
to them. For the first of these you 
strap yourself in at tlie waist, grasp the 
handles, and fall slowly backwards until 
your head touches the floor— all the 
elastic cords being then at full stretch. 
When I had got very slowly halfway 
down, an extra piece of ekstic which 
had got hitched somewhere came sud- 
denly into play, and I did the rest 
of the journey without a stop, finishing 
up sharply against the towel-horse. The 
chart had said, “Inhale going down,” 
and I was inlialing hard at the moment 
that the towel-horse and two damp towels 
spread themselves over my face. 

“ So much for Exercise 10,” I thought, 
as I got up. “I’ll just get the idea 
to-night, and then start properly to- 
morrow. Now for No. 15.” 

Somehow I felt instinctively that 
No. 15 would cause trouble. For No. 15 
you stand on the right foot, fasten the 
left foot to one of tlie cords, and stretch 
it out as far as you can .... 

What — officially — you do then, I can- 
not say . . . 

Some people can stand easily upon the 
right foot when the left is fastened to the 
wall . . . others cannot . .. It is a gift . . . 

Having recovered from my spontaneous 
rendering of No. 15, 1 turned to No. 28. 
This one, I realised, was extremely im- 
portant ; I would do it twelve times. 

You begin by lying flat on the floor 
roped in at the waist, and with your 
liands (grasping the elastic cords) held 
straight up in the air. The tension on 
yom* waist is then extreme, but on your 
hands only moderate. Then taking 
a deep breath you pull your arms 
slowly out until they lie along the floor. 
The tension becomes terrific, the strain 


on every part of you is immense. 
While I lay there, taking a deep breath 
before relaxing, I said to myself, “ The 
strain will be too much for me.” I 
was wrong. It was too much for the 
hook. The hook whizzed out, every- 
thing flew at me at once, and I remem- 
bered no more ... 

As I limped into bed, I trod heavily 
upon something sharp. I shrieked and 
bent down to see what had bitten me. 

It was a tin plate bearing the word 
“ LADIES.” 

***** 

“ Well? ” said Adela a week later. 

I looked at her for a long time. 

“ When did you last use the Hyperion? ” 

I asked. 

“ About a year ago.” 

“Ah! ... You don t remember the 
chart that went with it ? ” 

“Not weU. Except, of course, that each 
exercise was arranged for a particular 
object, according to what you wanted.” 

“ Exactly. So I discovered yesterday. 

It was in very small type, and I missed 
it at first.” 

“ Well, how many did you do ? ” 

“I limited myself to exercises 10, 15 
and 28. Do you happen to remember 
what those are for ? ” 

“ Not particularly.” 

“No. Well, I started with No. 10, 
No. 10, you may recall, is one of the* 
most perilous. I nearly died over No. 10. 
And when I had been doing it for a 
week I discovered wbat its particular 
object was.” 

“Wbat?” 

“‘To round the jovearni^ 1 ^ Yes, 
madam,” I said bitterly, “ I have spent 
a week of agony . . . and I have rounded 
one forearm.” 

“ Why didn’t you try another ? ” 

“ I did. I tried No. 15. Six times in 
the pursuit of No. 15 have I been shot 
up to the ceiling by the left foot . . . 
and what for, Adehi ? ‘ To’ arch the 

instep ’ ! Look at my instep ! Why 
should I want to arch it ? ” 

“I icish I could remember which 
chart I sent you,” said Adela, wrinkling 
her brow. 

“ It was the wrong one,” I said .... 
There was a long silence. 

“Oh,” said Adela suddenly, “you 
never told me about No. 28.” 

“Pardon me,” I said, “I cannot bear 
to speak of 28.” • • 

“Why, was it even more unsuitable 
tliaii the other two ? ” 

“I found, when I had done it six 
times, that its object was stated to be, 
‘To remove double chin,^ That, how- 
ever, was not the real effect. And so 
I crossed out the false comment and 
wrote the true one in its place.” 

“ And what is that ? ” asked Adela. 
‘“To remove the hoo\^ ’ ’ I said gloomily. 

1* A.A.M. I 
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“ What c’hance,” asks a contemporary, 
“ has Mr. Spexoer Leigh Hughes of being 
mistaken for a representative of the 
'^vorking classes, when everyone in Ber- 
mondsey sees him, day after day, driving 
round in his blue-ribboned state car- 
riage, with two horses and a liveried 
coachman on the box ? ” We agree that 
the placing of the two horses on the 
box is a fatal mistake of policy. 

He H* 

* 

The appropriate conveyance for Ber- 
mondsey would, of course, be a Tanner 
Cab. • :j{ ,{; 

H« 


Those ill-informed Continental news- 
papers ! where, will they stop ? Could 
anything be less felicitous than to refer 
to Mr. Lloyd George as “ Sir Lord 
Geoyge?” ^ 

H« 

Dr. Cook has been presented with the 
freedom of New York City by the Board 
of Aldermen. Tammany’s point of view, 
we understand, is this : — ^If Dr. Cook’s 
story is true, then we respect him; if 
he is a fraud, then we still respect him. 

Ht He 
* 

The Illustrated London News describes 
Dover Harbour as “A harbour into which 
Hyde Park could be put.” Personally 
we hope that the Park will not be moved. 
We like it where it is, and fail to see 
that it is in anyone’s way. 

He He 
He 

The L. C. 0. has now decided to con- 
tribute £200,000 towards the cost of 
widening Fleet Street, and it is hoped 
that before long this somewhat dismal 
thoroughfare may be brightened by 
ladies wearing fashionable hats. 

He He 
He 

It is sad to hear that the Crystal 
Palace has fallen on evil days. We read 
in the report, just issued, of the L. C. C. 
Asylums Committee that during the 
winter large parties' from the Colney 
Hatch Asylum visit the Alexandra 
Palace; Surely some of these could be 
.attracted to the Crystal Palace if its 
claims to their patronage were brought 
before them? * 

* 


While the suggestion made in The 
Daily Telegraph that the contents of the 
Zoological Gardens should be removed 
to the purer air of the Crystal Palace 
has not been found practicable, is there 
any reason, asks a correspondent, why 
the animals should not in the summer 
be taken in relays to the seaside, where 
they could be boarded out on the system 
adopted by the Children’s Country Holi- 
day Fund ? Many country foDc are 
quite fond of animals. 

H! * 

He 

Canon Ingles advocates that, to pre- 
vent migration to towns, boys should 



Matron. “Mrs. Faulkner is bo pond of poetry.” 

Visitor, “Indeed? I have some simple books of poetry at home— shall I send you 
SOME, Mrs. Faulkner ? ” 

Mrs.FauUmer. “Thank you. Mum— when I wants poetry, I makes it.” 


be sent to work on farms at the age of 
ten. We are surprised to find a clergy- 
man on the side of the baby farmers. 

He He 
He 

In an interesting article on ‘‘The 
Weather” in The Westminster Gazette^ 
Mr. Horace Hutchinson teUs us that 
“when once we reach as far north as 
the Moray Firth the country falls under 
the tempering influence of the Gulf 
Stream, with the result that .... the 
grouse of so northern a shire as Caith- 
ness show tameness which permits of 
their shooting over dogs during a large 
part of the season.” The italics are 
ours : the cleverness is the birds’. 

He Hs 
He 

The Institute of Oil Painters lias 
become the Koyal Institute of Oil 
Painters, and its official abbreviation 
is to be the E. 0. I. And its official 
toast, we take it, “ Vive le E, 0. 1. ! ” ? 

\ He 

According to the late Dr, Lombroso, 


the criminal is a creature whose charac- 
teristics approach those of the anthro- 
poid ape. But apes have enormously 
long arms, while some investigations 
made in France have shown that the 
majority of prisoners have arms which 
are rather shorter than the average. 
On the other hand, as a criminal points 
out, the arm of the Law is notoriously 
long. This reminder has re-created a 
painful impression in the Temple. 

H* HS 
* . 

“ washes white things white,” 

says an advertisement. Tins sounds 
easy. What we really want is a specific 
which will undertake to wash black 
things white. 

H« Hi 
Hi 

It was stated at the annual conference 
of the Sea Fisheries Association that, 
at a modest estimate, the sea gulls round 
our coast eat at least one hundred million | 
fish every day. But what can you expect ' 
under a Free Food Government ? 
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TO MARS IN OPPOSITION. 

The strings had ceased, and with their 
strain 

(Mozart, the ever fresh and tender) 

Still ringing sweetly in my brain 
I stole into a Sussex lane, 

A much-refreshed week-ender, 

When suddenly there met my sight . 

A scene so excellently bright 
As made mere musical delight 
Its sovranty .surrender. 

I never saw my friend the Bear 
Or any other starry cluster, 

The Pleiads in their tangled lair, 

Or Cassiopeia in her chair, 

Shine with a larger lustre. 

But dwarfing all the other stars, 

As Peter dwarfed the other Tsars, 

The sanguine disc of mighty Mars 
Outshone the astral muster. 

Portentous planet, on whose face 
The telescope of Schiaparelli, 

^rh rough myriad myriad miles of space. 
Enables us canals to trace 
Minute as vermicelli, 

Tlianks to your enervating spells 
Tlie Sociologist who dwells 
At Hampstead, of the name of Wells, 
Grows lyrical as Shelley. 

Although not usually prone 

To harbour vulgar superstitions, I 
To see you on a sudden grown I 

To such prodigious bulk, I own, 

Excites my uorst suspicions. 

Are you encouraging Lloyd GEonoB 
Fresh fiscal instruments to forge 
To make unhappy Dukes disgorge 
Their dearest acquisitions ? 

In ages past you stirred the feud 
Of Fatimite against Ahassid, 

And co-religionists imbrued 
With gore, although their attitude 
Was previously placid. 

And now you turn poor Mr. Ure, 

Who formerly was quite demure, 

Into a perfect stream of pure 
Financial Uric acid. 

Your baleful influence is the jons 
Of recent female revolutions, 
Transforming Sylphs to Amazons 
With hearts of steel and brows of bronze 
And iron constitutions, 

AVho wrestle with the men in blue 
(A thing that I should hate to do) 

And harmless Ministers pursue 
With endless persecutions. 

Sleek Haldaot;, mildest-mannered sage 
‘ That e’er translated Schopeiihauer, 
Now pores on Clausewitz^s page 
And, goaded by a martial rage. 

Bears witness to your power. 

And smug McKekna, spurred to roam 
In fighting kit across the foam, 

Now never feels himself at home 
Save in a conning tower. 


Ail classes by your lurid lamp 

Are led astray, from dukes to tinkers ; 
You aggravate the common scamp 
And force philosophers to ramp 
Like dissipated linkers. 

Who shall escape your deadly glare 
Which causes panic ev’rywhere 
And strikes us pink, unless he wear 
Perpetually blinkers ? 

Balcomhe, 1909 . 

AS IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN. 


desire to laugh. So this was the long- 
standing engagement, this Papa’s parade 
of worldliness ! Of course I could not 
give up the sermon, and I remained; 
hut, owing to a cab accident, I did not 
reach home till late. Papa was reading 
his Bible and he asked me where I had 
been. “I’ve been to church, Papa, ’ I 
said demurely“-(he started) — “and I saw 
you and General Cavendish there. I 
thought you were dining at the Club 
. . . and I saw . . “Go to bed at 
once, Adeline,” interrupted Papa, look- 


An attempt to rewrite Lady Cardigan's Becol- iilg rather sheepish; “we’ll talk about i 
lections to suit some of her critics. your disobedience later.” But he never , 
Sitting down at the age of eighty- mentioned the subject to me^ again. ^ i 
four to write my reminiscences, I wish I was not Lord CiVRDiGAN’s first wife, j 
to make it clearly understood that I am She,' poor lady, died young, after a life i 
a happy woman. And why am I happy? of perfect unity with him. I remember. 
Because during my long life I have very vividly the day on which Lord 
known none hut sweet and good Chris- Cardigan finally proposed to me. He i 
tian men and women ; and because I had, of course, given me Prayer-books | 
have all my facidlies left. I am still and so forth, hut that was all. I was 
capable of entertaining my pious friends awakened by a loud knocking at the ■ 
in both town and country. I can amuse front-door. I looked at my watch and , 
myself with singiiig and playing hymns ; saw that it was not seven o’clock. The ^ 
I have a good digestion and can enjoy knocking continued.. I heard the bolts | 
my dinner, heedless of any new-fashioned drawn, the door opened, axid a voice I | 
fads about food ; I can read The War knew well called impatiently for me. 
Cvi/ without spectacles. It was Lord CiVRDiG^. ^ I dressed care- 

thinking over the many noble aristo- fuUy, even^ to my mackintosh, before I 
cratic persons I have known, I am received him. Taking me in his arms , 
amazed at their simplicity and purity, he said, “ My dearest, my first wife has 
One hears so much of the fast ways of now been dead six years this morning, 
the Smart Set; I have seen none of Enough time has elapsed for all the 
them. My father was a deeply pious conventions to be satisfied. WiE you 
man, but he had the not unnatural marry me, and will you aEow me to 
foible to wish to disguise some of his arrange for our wedding to he solem- 
love of spiritual things, and affected nised without further delay?” I felt 
sometimes to be quite a mau of the I could do nothing but agree. Pressing 
world. I remember when I was a mere another gold-mounted Prayer-book into 
girl that I wanted very much to hear a my hand, he rushed away, 
famous preacher who had just come to Lord Hertford was at bottom an Evan- 
London. I asked Papa to take me. He gehcal. I think Thaoiceray did very 
was very sorry, hut it was, he said, wrong to malign him as the Marquis of 
quite impossible. “ Quite impossible, Steyne. There is, of course, no doubt 
Adeline. I am dining to-night with that he looked a roue, while the society 
General Cavendish at the Club— a long- he lived in and his great wealth corn- 
standing engagement ; hut,” he con- bined to make him noticeable. But as 
tinued, “ even if I were disengaged I a matter of fact he was, Eke Papa and 
should hesitate to take you, for you are Cardigan, at heart a little child, and of 
not just now very strong, and this a deeply religious nature. He always, 
preacher is too emotional.” However, I however, looked a great nobleman, and 
felt that I could not stay away, and I never forgot his maimers, 
therefore went with my maid, and sent Lord Hertford was 'persona grata at 
word to Lord Cardigan, who also dearly Court ; every one visited him, ^ and his 
loved a good sermon, to come to our pew. breakfast and luncheon parties were 
The moment he arrived he insisted considered deEghtful. There were, of 
that I must leave. I naturally asked course, since this is a cruel and scan- 
why. “WeE,” reluctantly answered dalous world, all kinds of rumours 
Cardigan — “weE, Miss de Horsey, your about the orgies after the Opera, when 
father and General Cavendish are in the closed carriages were said to take the 
pew opposite with ” — (he looked at me prettiest members of the corps de hallet 
apologetically) — “ with two clergymen, up to the Regent’s Park house, , so 
It will never do for you to see them ; securely hidden in its lovely sylvan 
your father would he so ashamed to he grounds. Scandal said that once there 
caught at church Eke this. Do, I the ladies discarded the ^ conventional 
implore you, permit me to escort you attire of the hallet and waited on Lord 
home at once.” Hertford and his friends at supper 

I was seized with an uncontrollable wearing less than what is now con-, 




MORE FOOTBALL RESULTS- 


Joc7c. “Th’ Sco’sh ha* woon, lassie.” 


Jean, “So I see/” 


sidered good form to appeal* in as 
Salome. But it was scandal and nothing 
else ; for as a matter of fact the closed 
carriages contained only the clergy and 
choir from St. Dunstan’s, who were 
frequently summoned in this way to 
hold spiritual vigils with this kindliest 
of noblemen and titled saints. 

Not long after CiUDiGA^r’s death I was 
much exercised in my mind about a 
proposal of marriage I had just received 
from Disraeli. My uncle, Admiral 
Rous, had said to me, “ My dear, I think 
I it is on general principles undesirable 
for a Christian woman to mariy an 
Israelite, even though he be the virtual 
ruler of England,” but I had known 
Disraeli aU my life, and I liked him 
too well to harbour such exclusive feel- 
ings. Ai*e we not all members of the 
great human family ? He had, however, 
one drawback so far as I was concerned, 
and that was he would put peau d^Bspagne 
on his pocket-handkerchief. 

Others who wished to marry me were 
more than one Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, Mr. Moody, Mr. Saetkey, and the 
Editor of The British Christian ; but I 
had to say No. They were either not 
sincere enough or I did not love them. 


A FATHER’S LOVE. 

[Adapted, without exaggeration, from a book 
written more than two thousand years ago.] 

Dost thou love thine offspring dearly ? 

Wouldst thou save him future pain ? 
Beat him on the sides severely, 

Beat him till he roars again. 

Whoso pets his child and cookers 
Turns him to the walks of sin ; 

He that spares the knickerbockers 
vSurely spoils the child therein. | 

If the colt remain unbroken 
Hast thou profit in his vice ? 

So thy son ; and, more by token, 

Thou thyself wilt pay the price. 

Wherefore, lest he prove a rover, 

“ Teach” him ere the chance be gone ; 
Take him up and turn him over ; 

It shall profit thee anon. 

Laugh not with thy child and play not ; 

Wink not on him if he fall ; 

Bow his neck lest he obey not, 

And thou gnash thy teeth withal. 

Short the curb and strong the fetter, 
That his feet be not misled ; 


Is he good ? He might be better ; 
Is he naughty ? Smack his head. 

Be thou tireless in correction 
Hour by hour and day by day. 
Diligent in thine affection 
Till his youth has rolled away. 

Thus by fond paternal chidings 
Goodly shah, he wax and wise, 
Purged of juvenile backsli dings. 
Perfect in thy fellows’ eyes ; 

And for all thy pains and labours 
He shall make thee full amends, 
As a boast before thy neighbours 
And a bragging to thy friends. 

Dum-Dum. 


First Steps towards Aviation. 

“ Considering the necessity which all fliers 
are under of carefully turning up before 
ascendtug, I should douht whether M. Sommer 
can do much before Saturday morning.” 

Manchester Guardian. 

But surely this necessity is not confined 
to flying. Even people who. want to 
go by a train have to turn up at the 
station first. 




Conductor, “ Vy iss der flute mm softly dan it can ? ” 


Flautist (^pointingto score, ppp.)* “I^eoause dey does.” 


III. — The Im'portance of heivg 
POLITICS FOR THE PETS. ' Bermondsey, . 

On, NcnsERY Rhymes with new Readings. ' , Ride, dear, witli us 
. ^ /I 1 On a Bermondsey bus, 

A Co™™ (whose remarks w 4iskers $ make 


•‘My ^ nephw, ui. » me ^ apexes -wleteTer we go, 

if ’S! Tor Ihi. is 0 »eM” decUon, you faow. 


Reform mean?’ Naturally I was unable 
to answer him. It struck me, however, ^ 
that, considering the increasing interest 
taken in politics by the younger genera- 
tion, the nursery rhymes of our child- 
hood might be revised to some purpose. 
My idea is that each rhyme should teach 
the child the meaning of some political 
phrase. May I give you a few examples ? ” 

I. — The Land Taxes. 

“ Mary, Mary, quite contrairy, 

How does your garden* grow ? ” 

“ Oh, they taxed it as undeveloped land, 
So it ’s houses now — all in a row 1 ” 

* The garden was, of course, over five acres. 

11, —Unearned Increment, 

Poor Old John Bull 
Sat on a stool 
Eating his humble pie ; 

He pulled out a plum,t 
Lloyd George exclaimed, “ Come 1 
That ’s unearned increment 1 Hi 1 ” 


X The only thing ahoirt the Conservative 
candidate that his opponents can get hold of. 

lY. — The ^'Eeoolutionary” Budget, 
Sing a song of sus-pense, , ^ 

The country aR awry, 

Waiting for the verdict 
. On the Budget Pie ! 

Should the crust he broken, 

Will the people sing,. 

‘‘ Destruction to the House of Lords ! ” | 
Or — the other thing ? 

V. —Woman's Suffrage. 

Little Miss Su&agette 
Sat on a tufiragette§ 

Eating a purple ice, 

Y^hen hy came Lloyd George — 

The sight roused her gorge— 

“Votes for Women ! ” she screamed 
at him (twice). 

§ A diminutive cushion made of patchwork. 


ml" , „ Commercial Candour. 

That s unearned increment 1 Hi 1 „ intelligent readers 

t The plmn was clearly there owing to the of Great Britain would not miss its Special 
‘ action of the community.” Articles.” — Advt. of “ Morning Leader 


A GASTRONOMIC GUIDE. 

[A lecturer, treating of colour in food, has 
recently stated that while a chocolate tint 
appealed most to the highly educated, among 
the poorer classes yellow was 'most favoured.] 

Ah me I I dearly loved the maid, 

And did my litf e best to court her 
With choicest chocolates (through the 
trade 

At fivepence halfpenny the quarter). 
The colour of her favourite sweet 
Proclaimed how cultured was my 
Nellie, 

And I rejoiced to watch her cat 
And, with her mouth fuR, quote from 
Shelley, 

But yet there rose, to bid me pause, 

One question which would brook no 
shunning, 

Had she the wherewithal to cause 
My creditors to stop their dunning ? 
Her family vouchsafed no hint, 

Until, as if to meet my wishes, 

A jelly with a lemon tint 
Appeared one day among their dishes. 

I watched her at the festive board, ^ . 

And scarce couldl forbear from yelping 
Right out aloud when my adored 
Embarked upon her second helping. 
Convinced I dared not call her mine, 
j I left her with extreme velocity, 

Who gave this dietetic sign 
Of obvious impecuniosity. 







DECKED FOR THE SACRIFICE. 


Shepheud Lloid George (having given finishing townies to his pet lamh). “ YOU ’EE TOO BEAUTIFUL TO DIE ! ” 
Bgdget Lamb. “BUT PERHAPS THE BUTCHER WILL THEsTK SO TOO, AND THEN HE WON’T KILL ME.’ 
Shepherd. “HUSH! HUSH! DON’T TALK NONSENSE.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday, Oct 18. 
— Members back again after week’s 
holiday. Lords, meantime hard at work, 
take a night oE Sort of Box and Cox 
busine.=;s, as Sark says. 

Attendance limited. Premier and 
Prince Arthur defer arrival. Would 
never guess, glancing over half-filled 
benches, that we are preparing another 
Eevolution. A poor thing, but our own. 
Bill before House on Report stage means 
unification of Metropolis, with intent that 
all elections shall take place on same day. 
Rutherford pointed out how, in manner 
familiar with present Government, this 
strikes ruthlessly at heart of important, 
just now, struggling trade. What is 
to become of the hansom cabman, not 
less poor and honest than a Duke, 
accustomed to receive ■ handsome fares 
on election days for driving the Plural 
Voter from poll to poll ? 

Claude Hay, taking closer view of 
situation, discovered in Bill insidious 
attempt to deprive London working man 
of one of his votes. Why should not 
the working man, having two town 
houses in London, have two votes ? 

Wonderful how concern for working 
man is quickened by approach of 
General Election. Only the other day 
there was toucliiug plea for establish- 
ment of principle of one working man 
two public-houses. That mocked at by 
mechanical majority, who now laugh at 
idea of working man with dual town 
establishment. 

Banbury, coming back after hunger 
strike patriotically undertaken in con- 
nection with Development Bill, is so 
impregnated with influences of this 
iteration of duality that he sees two Sam 
Evanses on Treasury Bench. Didn’t 
I know t’other from which. In striking 
: passage pictured embarrassment of poR- 
ing clerk asked to determine on election 
day which was Sam Ev^vns of Mile End 
and which he of Paddington. 

Case of Kimber, Bart., touched fringe 
of tragedy. Had looked forward to 
Report stage of London Elections Bill 
as great opportunity. Prepared to rise 
to occasion in stupendous speech. 
Started off by seconding Remnant’s 
motion to re-commit BiR. In accordance 
with order ruling debate. Member bent 
on this errand must confine remarks 
strictly to argument showing cause why 
such course should be adopted. Must not 
discuss provisions of measure, already 
settled on Second Reading. 

“ And now,” said Kimber, having got 
into stride and settling down to steady 
pace, “I will show hon. Members that 
the measure wiU not, as the First, 
Commissioner hopes, make London as 
Birmingham.” j 



“Sam Evans of Mile End and He of Paddington.” 

“ Ho ! indeed ! Sir Sam-u-el Hevans, har yer ? ! ! Well, I could do wiv a bit o’ hincrenieiit 
myself. Got a ’arf-crown about yer, eh, ole pal ? ” 

Speaker. — “ Order ! Order ! The time carried by majority exceeding two to 
is past for showing that. The oppor- one. Read a third time without division, 
tunity was on Second Reading. The After weeks’ absence, Mr. 

hon. gentleman must set forth some Weir comes back, bringing his sheaves 
arguments for re-committing the Bill.” with him in form of bulky bundle of 
This awkward. Kiaiber dolefully questions addressed to Lord .^vocate. 
turned over pages of manuscript which Yesterday he had a dozen, all in a row. 
demonstrated futility of Loulu’s dream. To-day submits supplement of four. 

With one eye on Speaker, the other on In an assembly problematically capable 
manuscript (of itself a disconcerting but indubitably dull, Mr. Weir is a 
position), he went on. At end of half-a- precious possession. Verily his price is 
dozen sentences, Spkvker up again. above rubies. A drawback to perfect 
“The hon. gentleman,” he said, “ is enjoyment of his presence is the impos- 
resuming his speech at the point at sibility of communicating its subtle 
which he was called to ordei\” essence to outsiders. Nous aiitres look 

And this a free country, the home of upon his hairy countenance, recognise 
unencumbered speech! After painful its supernatural gravity, hear the voice 
pause Kimber made fresh start. drawn up from his boots by hydraulic 

“ On the Second Reading,” he process, the stream passing by the way j 
observed, “the First Commissioner of through roomy harbours of bagginess 
Works admitted that the Bill would about the trouseivknees. We delight in 
abolish the dual vote in London.” the uniqueness of the rare aggregation ; 

Kimber conscious of the chilling of are in despair when attempt is made 
blood in his veins. An icy stream to convey to outsiders a sense of its 
coursed through his spine. Without incomparable charm, 
looking up was conscious of fact that An additional attraction is the uncer- 
the Dread Figure in the Chair was tainty that ever haunts the looker-on as 
upstanding. Through the haze born of to whether Mr. Weir is really an un- 
tear-dimmed eyesight, above the buzz- conscious humorist. Occasionally, when 
ing stillness that followed on pause of his eye falls on the Lord Advocate, a 
his own voice, he heard the Speaker wicked light gleams under the shaggy 
ordering him to resume his seat ; which eyebrows, suggesting he is not quite 
he gratefully did. so simple as he looks. However it be, 

Alas for tkose who never sing, the comedy, simple in unpremeditated 

But die with, all their music in them, art, rich in quality, never palls. Towards 
Business done . — ^London Elections Bill 1 the close of a Session that has lingered 
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The two Ures. 


“ A gay young dog ” throwing off a few 
fancies about dukes. 

tkroHgli eight months, the constant ob- 
server grows aweary of the steely sparkle 
or the flashing light of parliamentary 
stars. Never of Mr. Weir. - 
The little comedy completed by collabo- 
ration of Lord Advocate. On the public 
platform Mr. Ure presents himself in the 
form of a gay young dog who delights 
in barking at the heels of dukes, making 
feints to nip the calves of millionaires. 
He is what Lord Halsbury would describe 
as “a sort of” cross between Lloyd 
George and Winston. In the House, 
replying to shorter catechism admin- 
istered by Mr. Weir, he is a dour Low- 
lander, implacably matter-of-fact, doling 
out ounces and half -ounces of informa- 
tion in response to categorical encjuiry. 
Some men in Ministerial position would 
attempt to thrust Mr. Weir aside with 
friendly joke. Lord Advocate treats him 
with profoundest gravity, reading replies 
of prodigious length. 

“ Will the right hon. gentleman let me 
have a copy of that reioly ? ” says Mr. 
Weir in deep bass notes that subtly 
hint at criminal proceedings for wilful 
perjury, or at least malversation of facts. 
“ Certainly,” replies the Lord Advocate. 
Mr. Weir, casting upon him a sidelong 
glance, eloquent in expression of sur- 
prise that moral turpitude of unexampled 
degree ^ should escape the instant in- 
tervention of thunderbolts, remarks : 
“ Ques-ti-on 55 ; the same right hon. 
gentleman.” 


“ A dour Lowlander, imxDlacably 
matter-of-fact.” 

Business done, — Budget Bill comes up 
on Report stage. 

House of LordSj Thursday. — Before, 
and immediately after, Fvp realised his 
“Great Expectations ” he suffered greatly 
at the hands of UneJe Pumhleehooh, who 
had unpleasing habit of dragging him 
up from liis stool set in a quiet corner 
of the forge kitchen, putting him be- 
; fore the fire as if he were going to be 
cooked, and observing to Mrs, Gargery, 
“Now, mum, here’s this boy which 
you ’ve brought up by hand. Hold up 
your head, boy, and be for ever grateful 
unto them which so did do. Now, 
mum, with respections to this boy.” 

Then he rumpled his hair the wrong 
way. 

Recall this domestic scene when look- 
ing in on House of Lords through week. 
Taking House# of Commons as Pip, 
regarding the hereditary Chamber as 
Uncle PumhlecJiooh (whom in other 
aspects it occasionally resembles) there 
has been a succession of hair-rumpling 
processes. Budget is a thing apart, 
slowly approaching hour of crisis. 
There are other matters — Irish Land 
Bill, Development Bill, Housing BiU, to 
wit — ^in respect of which Pip’s hair has 
been sorely dealt with. 

To-night Development Bill taken in 
hand. By comparison with others men- 
tioned it has been tenderly treated. It 
forms one of succession of Government 
measures that have fared badly at the 


hands of Uncle Pumblecliook, As soon 
as Budget Bill is out of the way in 
Commons we may look out for wigs on 
the green. 

Business done. — Development Bill 
further developed in Committee, ' 


FIRST PRINCIPLES FOR BABES. 

What to Say on Trying- Occasions. 

The average baby, born to find itself 
the unhappy possessor of a body and 
mind with which it has only the barest 
idea what to do, is always open to receive 
directions for use. The average author, 
finding himself the possessor of unlimited 
paper and pencils, always welcomes a 
permanent subject for his lucubrations. 
This series will appear, therefore, week 
by week until the crack of doom. 

[See conclusion . — Ed.] 

Forgive us, dear infant, fcr calling 
you “It,” and turn your attention to the 
necessity of saying the right thing on 
the right occasion. The hair on your 
head (or the lack of it) may seem to you 
to be a grievance crying out for more 
immediate attention. That, however, 
age will remedy ; not too much age, for 
that tends to baldness. Again, before 
we start I should like to ask you if you 
have yet read The White Prophet? No? 
Well, please yourself, of course ; but I 
do not think they will give you much 
peace until you have. And now for the 
conversation. 

Though you will have hut the merest 
acquaintance with words and their 
meanings, you will find yourself from 
the beginning of things the centre of 
admiring crowds, who wiR address many 
unanswerable remarks to you in a quaint, 
foreign-sounding tongue, and will pro- 
bably look to you. for some response. 
Though goodness knows this language 
of ours is intricate and difficult enough 
to master, yet I am sorry to have to in- 
form you that every step wifi, be taken 
during your first years to bring you up 
in a form of speech which is understood 
by no one and is only addressed to your- 
self, the cat, the dog and that unfortunate 
bird, the canary. I only know one word 
of it myself, and that is “Diddums.” 
That word has no meaning, but it has 
a multitude of uses. It may express 
pleasure, surprise, approval, invitation 
and refusal. It may be used as an oath 
and more especially as a last resource, 
when something has to be said but 
nothing intelligible offers. Ignore it, 
dear child, from the first, and, if it is 
hurled at you ad nauseam, protest by 
tears and bites. I for one shall hold 
you entirely justified. 

The most trying circumstance with 
which you wiU have to contend in early 
life is a course of perpetual kissing. 
Ladies, whom you have never met before 



OOTOBER 27 , 1909 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



Y/// 

7°:ll 


THE DIFFERENT SIDES OF A STORY.-No. 2. 

Quotallon from horse sale catalogue:— ‘foxt sale, Bay Horse, a good huxter, fast, winner of Great Blankshire Talltiio 
Steeplechase, 1909/’ > [On referring to the Calendar we find there were tico starters for this race. 


and trust never to meet again, will insist 
upon a sticky embrace and refuse to 
leave you until y.ou have addressed some 
word or sign to them. Small children, 
^vho in later life will rob you', spread 
intolerable scandal about you and even 
collect income-tax off you, will insist 
upon being clutched, and elder sisters 
who will come to refer to you as “ that 
imp” will be for ever mauling you about 
amd demanding conversation of you. 
What then are you to say ? 

I Young thing, you are doomed from 
the first to disappointment. I cannot 
tell you what to say; in fact, I must 
strongly advise you not to worry your- 
self about the matter at all. At the 
moment any sound or even motion of 
the arms or legs will sufiSce, and, if you 
do go to the trouble of introducing your- 
self to the art of conversation, you will 
find that the more you are ready and 
willing to talk the less they will care to 
listen. Three years at least are neces- 
sary for becoming an accomplished 
linguist, and by that time they will be 
informing you that “little boys should 
be seen and not heard.” The same 
remark is applied to little girls, with the 
added restriction, according to the views 
of the bitter majority, that they should 
not even be seen. When you arrive at 


the complete age of sixteen and feel that 
you really know all about everything, 
you will find your conversation less 
popular than ever. In fact, the only 
words which will then be required of 
you wiE be such as will present little 
difficulty either in the pronunciation or 
the spelling. They are: “ Yes,” 
and “ Indeed.” Take my adAdce,' and, if 
you may not join in the conversation at 
table, do not listen to it, but keep your 
eye on the food. You will not miss 
much. If they talk about themselves 
(as they probably will) their words will 
be neither very true nor very interest- 
ing. If they talk about you, it will be 
either to correct or to prohibit. 

They may even expect you to learn a 
lot of dead languages, but never, I trust 
for your sake, Esperanto. T'^hat is a 
form of speech invented for the easy use 
of all the world on all occasions. It is, 
as a matter of fact, employed by about 
ten persons twice a year, and then 
without an audience. Probably by now 
most people cannot so much as remember 
what the word “ Esperanto” itself means. 
Personally, I never knew. At any rate, 
if the Editor has any remark to make 
at the end of this article, let us hope 
that he wiU be man enough to make 
it in English. Probably he will want 


to remind you that there are going to be ! 
lots more of these articles. Anyhow, ' 
let us hear what he has got to say. 

[I do not think that this series will 
he continued. — Ed. 

Under these circumstances I have 
only one more thing to say to you, dear 
child. If among your professed ad- 
niirers there is an editor, for once let 
him nurse 3"0u in his arms. This would 
be punishment enough for ordinary 
]persons,-,but ^’emember what he is and 
pull the short hair over his ears with all 
your little might. You wiU never for-^ 
give yourself in later life, if you let this' 
opportunity go by. ' 

[This series will not he continued . — ICd. 

‘‘ Both entered the ring professing supreme 
confidence ; but Ketchell, after receiving one 
smashing blow behind the ear, followed by a 
severe uppercut and a couple of sledgebaminer 
effects on his heart, began to show sign-; of 
nei-vousness — Sportsman. 

One of those inexplicable cases of neur- 
asthenia which defy the skill of the 
medical profession. j 

Support Home Products! 

** Jii the town hall during the morning Mr. 
j Ker Seymer announced two new British entries. 

! They vrere those of Mr. Eugene V, Gratze and 
I Mr. Diderich ./ — Daily Mail. 
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■ ■ ■ a smSt spicy t>iin'p ; since the hook a snMe stroke, and Philip had the grace , 

WHY I HAVE CEASED TO BE A NOVELIST, opened.” . ■ " „ 1^1,1 * * t t ri 'i 

TSEfanltwasniine.soIhkmenohody. ” WeU, hnt Teddy’s a real nuisance,” “Ah! sdfish hrute lhat I ani, I-I ! 
I made niy characters too life-like— that continued Margai-et. “Why, see, there was forgetting, he straimered. I ; 
was the trouble!' I made them live, he is! 'He even pesters me now when cmnot desert Miu-gaiet. Jno, 1 shall see 
and some of them were very nasty we ’re off duty. But perhaps the time ’s th^ame through. , ’ ' ’ 

over it. : ■ . . • come round for another of our silly Would he? I had had about enough 

It seems that mine is a vitalising pen dialogue interludes. I must go.” of Master Philip, and oi them aU. Even 

— one that endows the most shihordinate There was a slight commotion near the old yicar presently spoke out m a 
characters 1 with life, and after what the door, and Philip Vandale, my six- manner ill hentting his cloth or the 
happened last Thursday night I see that foot hero, strode down the room. He character with which i had endowed 
I shah have to confine its use to diaries had an ugly contusion over his left eye. him. . , 1 . . 

and correspondence. .. - “It’s more than hmnan nerves can “ One more year, he pd, of visitmg 

I was writing at home rather late, and stand,” he cried. “ This old idea that the people I have towisit, and I go mad 
I liad 1 list put aside my half-completed one hero can rout half-a-dozen hooligans | — stark, staring mad. The villagers at 
novel to outline a fancy trifle-a ^ ^ Herhdale are like nothing that ever 

little by-product^which had come „ M .It'? i 

into my mind. This dealt with an behind the times. We re all 

imaginary club or green-room to be ^ years behind . As for me, I m 

provided by authors for the use of _ conventional restric- 

their puppets when off duty. I]i a ||||w tions of 1840. ’ ^ t . 

light-hSirted yet scholarly vein I was || n| “I know Im tired of being 

making good capital out of the way HI I conventional shawls, 

in wliich, during the production of a || I said a querulous voice— it was that of 

novel, the characters off the page ii J Margaret’s invalid mother, and of 

might amuse themselves at this sym- J||jJ y always being house-hound. Two 

posium, when something very "dis- // ugo I was left at home from 

quieting happened. I have said just SOteWO the river picnic.” 

now how” my pen gives life to my || “But 1 thought your health i 

cliai-acters. Well, ia describing '|l| /\ lltV\ WlfM/i) began a sympathiser.^ 

places it has an equally graphic and 1 1 JU “Health! Why, if I liadn’t the 

animating touch, and- before I quite llj , \W constitution of a horse do you think 

knew what was ’taking place tliis '! \\ I could have lived through all these 

Puppets’ Cluh had become am actu-j . years of cheap fiction? But I’m 

ahty, with a manbership drttwn en- , |\^ ' tired of it, and the nest time Philip 

tirely from the character's of my own ' ^4*% \ brings his motor round for Margaret 

novel ! ‘ I found myself entrenched \fBjh \\ I shall go with them. T/iei/ 'won’t 

behind my little writing-table in a iMmi ^ like it, and- Mr. Beverton won’t IHte 

corner of. '.the' Club’s largest’ room; ' ^ it, but I ’m going, so there ! ” 

and as I was not innnediately'obse^ed TO ■ X ''JT Here a little band of people moved 

I had the listener’s usual luck of B // towards me, its motive-power and 

hearing myseK freely discussed. : centre of atoction Hilda .Verity, my 

Mai-garet Deane, my heroine’s regal and imperious heroine.' Her 

bosom-friend, came by talking m Wf eyes were flashing and her ringing 

animated tones to Hoinh, my heroine’s ' tones were charged with anger and 

youngest sister. • ~ scorn. From her words I thought 

“ Candi^y, Norah, how do I strike -v ■<..- . she had seen me, hut I found this 

you? ■ I don’t feel a bit well dmwn.” ' . ^ n was not so. - --- 

“Why, 'you’re just sweet,” said Go\-}tr {readtiuj from Weather lieport). Owitta “Who is this petty scribbler,” she 

-J ’ TO Twm nnxTTTxmwn nT.QTrrnit wrow nvw.p thf. P.nxiTrWfirxiT t ' f 


Golfer {reading from Weather lieport). 


Herhdale are like nothing that ever 
was on land or sea. They’re fifty ; 
years behind the times. We’re all 
fifty years behind ! As for me, I ’m 
swathed in the conventional restric- 
tions of 1840.” 

“I know I’m tired of being 
swathed in tlie conventional shawls,” 
said a querulous voice — it was that of 
Margaret’s invalid mother, “and of 
always being house-hound. Two 
pages ago I was left at home from 
the river picnic.” . 

“ But 1 thought your health ” 

began a sympathiser. 

‘‘Health! Why, if I hadn’t the 
constitution of a horse do you think 
I could have lived through all these 
years of cheap fiction? But I’m 
tired of it, and the next time Philip 
brings his motor round for Margaret 
I shall go with them. T/iei/ "won’t 
like it, and* Mr. Beverton won’t IHte 
it, bnt I ’m going, so there 1 ” 

Here a little band of people moved 
towards me, its motive-power and 
centre of attraction Hilda .Verity, niy | 
regal and imperious heroine. • Her 
eyes were flashing and her ringing 
tones were charged with anger and 
scorn. From her words I thought 
she had seen me, hut I found this 
was not so. — - 

I “ Who is this petty scribbler,” she 


11 1 i XO THE CONTINUED DISTURBANCE OYER THE CONTINENT • v i 

hiorah, and my heart w’^ent out to ;europe THE PRESENT RAINY WEATHER WILL BE that WC ShOuM oll abaSC OUl- ! 

her. But look at nie ! 1 he stupid prolonged.’ Confound those fobbign Anarchists selves beiore him rush to do his , 

man’s given me a 1905 gown and last ; lightest bidding? Are we slaves? 

year’s coiffure. I do wish male novelists I has got to go. Of course I know I’ve Ai*e we school children? Are we niarion- 
would talk about things they under- muscles like steel bands, and a compelling ettes? A strike — I vote we have a 
stand.” (My heart came back from her.) eye, and a way, too, of' hitting from the strike!” ‘ . . ■ | 

“They both suit you admirably,” said shoulder that knocks even the best out “ He would get others in our place,” i 
Margaret, “ and there are worse troubles of time, but it ’s hot always going to act. said Probes, the old family lawyer. - 
than dress. Do you know I believe I ’m Only yesterday I was set upon by five ’ “ Never ! ” said Hilda ; and I began to 
going to be paired off with that fatuous navvies — five! Of course I came out regret that I had given her such h high 
noodle, Teddy Boskins, just because Mi\ top-dog, but it can’t last, tit 's a dreadful spirit and so ready a tongue, “ No, he 
Beverton has such a craze for tidying up tMng for a hero to say, but I ’m losing could never get another set of dupes to 
.in the last chapter.” , my nerve. I shall be giving out at a play the dull, conventional roles that we 

Tidying up in the last chapter ! Why, crucial moment and letting brute force play. The deadly routine wburd stifle 
my last chapters are little masterpieces ! win the day. Besides, I’m sick of it — their souls— if they presumed to have 
Even reviewers relax their severity when 1 never settle down. If things don’t souls.” 

they come to rny last chapters. cool off in the next chapter — and I know Dull ! Conventional ! The girl was 

“WeU,” said Norah, “i’/u supposed they won’t — ^IshaU just walk out of old crazy. Her daily round was one of 
to be something of a grown up enfant Beverton’s pages and never return.” extravagant romance 1 And she could 
terrible, and, there, I’m just a conven- “And Margaret?” queried his uncle, never speak but, like the child in the 
tional English miss, I haven’t said my white-haired country vicar. It was fairy-tale, jewels fell from her lips. 





If this represented the general feeling | 
towards me I felt that 1 had better i 
gather my papers and retire before I: 
was observed, Jnst, however, as I made 
a movement to do so, Detective Pierce 
entered the room, and T knew that I was 
too late. No other detective in all fiction 
has the quick eyes or mental grasp of a ’ 
situation that my Pierce has, and in a 
flasli his glance had encountered mine, 
and he was pointing a rigid finger at my 
crumpled front. 

’ “Ah, there he is — ^that’s our man ! ” 
he cried. “He thinks I am Ms — that 
we are aZl his, but he is grossly mis- 
taken. He is ours ! ” 

In a moment they were aH surging 
about my small table. The heroine 
seized and tore into fragments the loose 
pages of my precious manuscript. (Mis- 
, guided girl, she was to have married a 
lord in the next chapter !) The hero 
towered over me with clenched fists, 
(Coward, to attack a single opponent !) 
The vicar snapped his fingers in my 
face (and snapped his chance of a 
deanship at the same moment). A more 
graceless set of people, or one more 
blind to its own interests, I had never 
encountered. 

j “So much for this trash ! ” cried 
Hilda, and with the torn pages of my 
novel cmmpled in her hands she turned 
to the fire-place. (It was July and there 
was a good fire in the grate.) I rose to 
stop her, but^ she had fiung the script 
into the blaze ere I could reach her. - 


“You suicide — ^you murderess!” I 
cried, and, realising what she had done, 
her face blanched. As the fire caught 
and destroyed the pages, tbe figures in 
the room grew fainter and fainter ; in 
less than a minute I was alone and back 
in my own room. 

***** 

I shall write no more fiction ; ingrati- 
tude is a quality I cannot forgive. Nor 
shall I personally feel the loss. On 
the contrary, I shall be in pocket, for, 
curious to say, the world has never seized 
upon my productions with avidity. I 
am afraid its intellectual side ripens 
slowly. 


[A discourse intended to entertain and in- 
struct during the half-hour immediately follow- 
ing Sunday tea, when one is digesting one’s last : 
meal and preparing one’s appetite for the next.] 

It started as a fractional | 

Amount, a vulgar third. 

By divers mathematical 
Malpractices, to which you shall 
No fai-ther be referred, 

It ended as a decimal 
Which, so it said, recurred. 

In front you will observe a dot, 

And, if you look, you ’ll find 
Above its little apex what 
Might seem to be a lucky spot 
Of ink. This is- designed 
To indicate an endless lot 
Of other threes behind. 


That what might seem a sjpeck of dust 
Should have so much to say 
Seems to the mind of laymen just 
A trifle stiff to take on trust ; 

It tells you anyway 
That that~annoying figure must 
Hepeat itself for aye. 

Ourselves were tempted to suspect 
That little dot of lying ; 

But all our efforts to detect 
The falsehood were -without effect. 

Indeed, there ’s no denying 
We found its tale the more correct 
The more we went on trying. 

So ’tis our duty, we conceive. 

To tell you that this 3 
From sunny morn to dewy eve 
Eepeats itself, till it achieve 
A grand infinity. 

And if you say you don’t believe . . . 
Well, frankly, nor do we. 


Deign, great Apollo ’ (‘ Ruins of Atkins’) 
Beethoven.” — Advt, of a Queen's EalL pro- 
gramme in “ The Daily Telegraph.’' 

A last appeal to the gods to save the 
British Army. 

“ Debt repaid in 1906 £-914,102 

Debt repaid in 1908 £941,078 

Increase of repayment of debt a 

year ......... £73,024 

These are certainly striking figures.” 

Daily Ma’il. 

They are. Perhaps- the third line is 
our favourite. 
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pkgue, ti l ft" from ilie natives, wlio, as the result of an anti- 

r»iiR ROnKING-OFFICE Christian riot, besiege the handful of European settlers, 

OUR BOOK.mti Ufl- lUt. F,r,giish, French and Geiman, in the house and compound of 

{By Mr. Punch s Staff of Learned Llerks.) latest-joined member of the little commumty, a raw young 

If all the stories in Actions and Beactions (Maomiluk) had German merchant. When at last they escape m a boat _^wn 
been as deli'^htfully human as the first of them, or as delight- the river, the young German is no longer a law griflin. 
S do7gv as the second, Eijdyaed Kibldto would have He has been educated into manhood, partly by the common 
Sved much better of his many Mends. He knows it as danger, partly by the inspirmg_ emmple of what I hope and 
as I do, or he wouldn’t have given the place of honour believe we may consider a typical Englishman of about ks 
to “1^ Habitation Enforced ” (one of the best things he has own age. H only all German, while they are young-but 
ever done), and the next place to “ Garm— a Hostage.” But that is another and a less probable story. Mid my business 
he cannot bring himself to resign his position as Prince of is to say what I thi^ of Mr. Rideouts. WeU, I thi^ tks. 


hr^Zrbring MnSl rres^n bk positbra^Wof i7to Tay wMt I thi^ of 1^. Rmoux’^ Wefi, I thi^ this. 

Cataloguers. He crams up all the special terminology of a that Stevenson would have revelled in tdling of the dis- 
bee-house or a firing machine, and we must endure the covery of the plet and the siege of -ke Nunneiy, and that 
amSLgly briUimt results in the shape of “The Mother Mr. Rideout, without being Stetoson (he m, in fact pe^ 
^ve’’ and “With the Night Mail” In the rest of the himself, with his pidgin Enghsh and the staccato eUiptical 
stories— “The Little Foxes” is the best— we are spared style of his white characters), Ms made his men and women, 
technicalities, hut cannot quite escape from a sense that the good and had, very much alive, and his clean, wholesome 

author has heeu striving alter effect, or at least never meant danger delightfully thrilling. 

us to he at our ease, — mv 


and excused from the 
disturbing ohligation 
to admire his clever- 
ness. “ The House 
Surgeon,” which 
brings up the rear, 
is not even clever. 
It is, indeed, one of 
the poorest pieces of 
bogey work that I 
have ever seen pro- 
duced by so great a 
craftsman. 

After reading The 
Paladin (Smith, 
Eider), as beheld,” 
so Vachell says, 
by a woman of tem- 
perament,” I cannot 
help thinking that 
, Eairy Bye was a 
: kind of Aunt Sally 
I propped up so that 
! missiles might be 
I unerringly thrown at 
: him. Hopelessly dis- 



Tlie Tragedy of the 
Pyramids (Hurst and 
Blackett) is at once 
a professed counter- 
blast to The White 
Prophet and an in- 
dividual romance. 
When hir. Douglas 
Sladen says “counter- 
blast,” he does not 
mean that he has 
blown his own trum- 
pet louder than Mr. 
Caine, but that he 
has taken the postu- 
lates of The White 
Prophet and drawn 
an entirely contra- 
dictory but more ac- 
curate deduction 
from them. Certainly 
his forecast of British 
behaviour in an 
emergency bears that 
semblance of proba- 
bility which the 
other’s military and 
administrative ab- 


aualified as I am for — — — — auimiiibirciiivt; au- 

a paladinship, I can still wish to shield mysell from such a surdities altogether lacked ; and his use, for the purpose 
ruthless gaze. Once granted, however, that it was worth of his Nationalist revolution, of an Irishman s ierocity 
while to dissect Bye's character, I admit that the operation and a casual Labom M.P. s spite against ev^ything English 
has been triumphantly accomplished. Both as a cautious and has been largely justified in fact by the Young Egyptian 
asahastyloverEwe was unfortunate. First of all he marked Congress at Geneva. As a romance, however, the book 
time with HstJier Forke, and when she was tired of his way of imitates too slavishly the methods of Mr. Caine, lor whom 
counting the cost (and there was a cost) he found consolation Mr. Sladen in a wordy preface pronounces unlimited admira- 
with Alice Godolphin, She, we are told, “was the seven- tion. The many who share that admiration wih be satis- 
teenth young lady who, beginning her career at the JoUity fied with this narrative, for they will miss none ot their 
Theatre, had soai’ed into the peerage.” In this rarefied accustomed sentiment nor be denied their paragon hero 
atmosphere she dwindled away so rapidly that she had to and heroine, who overcome by their own unremitting virtue 
take a rest-cure. And the result was not a good adver- aH the wickedness of mankind and the perversity of circum- 
tisem'ent for rest-cures. Clever and brilliantly analytical stance. But the mistaken few who have even less regard 
as the book is, it leaves me cold; but I have to thank for Mr. Caine’s psychological treatment of elemental ques- 
Mr. Vaohell for introducing me to a charming lady with the tions ” than for his political judgment will probably wish | 


uncharming name of Miranda J agg. 

“ Clean and wholesome danger” is one of the phrases that 
stick in my mind after reading Dragon's Blood (Constable). 
It exactly expresses the matter of Mr. H. M. Rideout’s book. 


tlmt Mr. Sladen had omitted altogether his romance and 
confined himself to his admirable counterblasting. 

Admiral Sir W. H. Fawkes is announced to speak at a meeting 
at the Church House on November 5th, “ if engagements wiU ; 


The danger*— the Yellow Peril, on a small scale and at close allow.” There is, of course, a family anniversary to be 
quarters — ^arises in a Chinese trading-village, first from the celebrated on that day. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

AM convinced/’ said Miss Ellek 


Terry, “ tliat a national theatre has for 
ages been established in Mars.” This 
raises an interesting speculation. Is it 
not possible that what astronomers have 
declared to be lengthy canals in Mars 
may actually have been queues of play- 
goers waiting to enter the pit ? 

The Court Glreidar informs us that 
Mr . Herbert Sidney has had the honour 
of submitting for the Kikg’s inspection 
the picture he has painted entitled, 
Spartan mothers witnessing their sons^ 
at the festival of the Dia- 
mastigosis, undergoing a trial 
of courage hy whipping before 
the Altar of AHemisJ' But 
what we would like to know 
is this : Have we here the 
full title of the painting, or 
only a precis of it ? 


has been officially recognised, habitual 
criminals are talking of founding a 
Trade Union to guard their interests. 

Meanwhile his Majesty’s prison at 
Springfield, Chelmsford, is so full that 
the infirmary quarters and punishment 
cells have had to bo utilised for the 
reception of ordinary prisoners, ^ and 
it may be necessary to open a waiting 

list. ^ ^ 

* 

The .i^my authorities are searching for 
a new biscuit for our soldiers, and the 
men are said to be getting nervous. 
They do not mind being called dogs of 


A 


* Hs 

ce I tain philosopher, 
now dead, promised that 
after his demise he would 
place himself in communi- 
cation with a Continental 
Society for Esychical Re- 
search. The Society has not 
yet heard from him, and it 
is feared that the deceased 
must either have met with 
a fatal accident or lost the 
address of the Society. 

Mr. Victor Grayson ac- 
cuses Mr. Lloyd George of 
having stolen his speeches. 

It is difficult to imagine a 

more mean and petty theft. 

* 

.* 

In explaining the altera- 
tions in his Budget, Mr. 

Lloyd George began his 
exposition with the words, 

“I take land.” That sums up 
his position very succinctly. 

^ ip 

The Chancelior frankly calls his 
favourite imposition, “ The Undeveloped 
Land Tax.’' We tremble to think 
what the Tax will be like when it is fully 
developed. ^ ^ 

Sp 

These indeed be revolutionary days. 
One by one our most cherished ideas are 
being taken from us. ** A husband,” 
declared Mr. Justice Bargrave Deane in 
the Divorce Court last week, “has no 

right to strike his wife.” 

* * 

Sp 

Suggested motto for his Lordship : — 

“I forbid the bangs,” 

* ❖ 

* 

The new prison for habitual criminals 
at Parkhurst is fast approaching com- 
pletion, and, now that their profession 



he was being eaten by lions must have 
been a masterpiece of hypocrisy. 

:p « 

The London branch of the Historical 
Association, at a meeting held at Univer- 
sity College, decided that children below 
the age of eight ought to be taught 
entirely by stories. At the same time 
w^e fancy that many parents will hesitate 
to place some of our modern newspapers 
in the hands of children of such tender 
years. « 

The experiment of getting lonely but 
garrulous persons to wear little flags as 
a sign that they are wilhng to taUv^ to 
-other persons is being tried 
at a certain restaurant with 
no pronounced success. 
“ Conversation flags,” in fact, 
sums up the situation. 


A PARDONABLE ERROR. 

Dear hit short-sigUecl Old Soul. “What a wonderful guy, boys! 
LIFELIKE 1 It seems A TITY TO BURN IT ! ” 

Boys. “That ain’t a guy— that’s Fajrver!'' 


wur, but they have no wish for the idea 

to he carried further. 

^ * 

The visit of the Tsar to Italy has set 
the Italians thinking once more of the 
advantages of joining Russia, France, 
and Great Britain, After all, four’s 
company, three ’s none. 

!p « 
ip 

With a view to increasing the popu- 
lation the Kaiser, according to a circular 
issued hy the Minister of the Interior, 
vill stand as godfather to the eighth 
child in any German family. The 

parents’ fee is to be £3. 

sp sp 

The Moorish Pretender who, we all 
thought, was kihed the other day, is now 
reported to be alive. What a fehow he 
is fdr pretending ! His conduct when 


As folks' are now taking 
their cats out of cold storage 
The Daily Mail puhlishes a 
timely article on the choice 
of pets. “ Few people 
realise,” we are told, “how 
much joy is to be got out of 
an ordinary squirrel . . . One 
of these dainty little pets 
used to run along the writer’s 
arm when she was painting, 
and find great satisfaction 
in nibbling the end of her 
paint-brush.” We are of 
opinion that the writer does 
not make out such a strong 
case for the squirrel as she 

imagines she does. 

■ * sp 
* 

On the subject of the 
breeding of cats for sale this 
same writer calls attention 
to the fact that the price 
obtained will depend on the 
position of the ears. This 
is quite true. A cat with 
ears each side of its tail 
will fetch a fabulous sum. 
We must, however, resi^ectfuUy chal- 
lenge the statement that “'cats like to 
have their separate saucers, which should 
be of blue-and-white enamel.” Given 
the right sort of fish we have known 
cats eat off red-and-white enamel 
without flinching. 

* sp 
* 

Socialism at work; or the nationali- 
sation of wealth : — 

“MR. ICEIR HARRIE’S WATCH STOLEN.” 


So 


The Polygam. 

“Matrimony. — Young Man Wishes to Meet 
Respectable Servant or others (about 20) ; 
Grenuiae .” — Edinburgh Evening Dispatch. 


A new company has been registered 
under the title “ Eggs, Limited,” just in 
time for the General Election. 
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THE LULL BEFORE THE STORM 

As, wleii tlie still air bodes a tempest coming, 
Life is at pause and not a feather stirs ; 

Nature abandons her habitual hnnuning 
And hardly anything at all occurs 
(Except that in this rotten Isle 
It goes on raining all the Tyhile) ; — 

The rabbit ’s gone to bed, foreseeing trouble ; 

The fox has couched within his private earth ; 
The partridge-bird has scooted off the stubble ; 
The cockatoo has checked his impious mirth ; 
All, save the fishes down below, 

Have modified their status quo ; — 

Not thus do we, before the burst of thunder 
Fixed in the programme for a nearish date, 
Adopt an attitude of speechless wonder 
While we attend the Budget’s doubtful fate ; 

That ’s where we differ from the brutes, 

■ Awestruck and shaking in their boots. 

Pending the storm’s preliminary tucket 
There is a noise of talkers not a few 


SHADOWS FROM THE PAST. 

The Dance. 

There was a good deal of excitement when the invitation 
anived. It was on a card, and it announced that Miss Harmer 
was to be at home on a certain day at The Elms. In the 
corner was the statement that there would be dancing from 
8.30 to 11. It was the most grown-up thing that had ever 
happened to the particular boy to whom the card was 
addressed, and his fifteen-year-old soul glowed with pride at 
the prospect of a real dance, at which he could wear his 
swallow-tailed coat, his white tie, his new enamelled studs, 
and his patent-leather shoes. Only one thing troubled him, 
and that was the anticipation of having to conduct conversa- 
tions with his partners, especially with Miss Harmer, who 
was twenty-six years old and very beautiful. She had a lot 
of fair hair, and she had a bold way with her. Should he 
ever dare to ask her to dance, to put his arm round her 
waist and actually to attempt a waltz with her? ' And what 
could he talk to her about ? The mere thought filled him 
with bashfulness and blushes. 

The optata dies came inexorably, and at 8.30 to the minute ’ 


CVymg, ‘‘ hey miist”‘‘ They dareaV’“ They ’re bound was set down at The Mms and was received hy Miss 

MorTTim* Romvo ho IrnA-otr TOnrif nciH hfnnnonon no hoH 


to chuck it,” 

“ To h (perdition) with them, if they do ! ” 

Is there a man that can’t say what 
Should be the issue ? There is not. 

Only in one group scarce a tonsil budges, 

Only on one pecuhar type of brow 
Sits the repose of high impartial judges 
Scorning to join this passionate pow-wow ; 

Ijet others imge the fierce dispute, 

Our Peers remain superbly mute. 

In haU and castle, hunting-box and backwood, 

Over the Bill they spend the midnight oil, 

Asking their pilot consciences what tack would 
Best suit the wishes of the Sons of Toil. 

Hush, hush your clamour 1 sheathe your swords ! 
Do not disturb the noble Lords I 0. S. 


Harmer. Before he knew what had happened he had said, ; 
“Good evening, Miss Harmer,” and she had said, “Good ; 
evening, Eonald. So glad you ’ve come.” He had meant to 
stay and chat lightly with her for a moment, hut something 
had swept him on, and he was now standing aimlessly in the 
middle of the room with a painful consciousness of his hands, i 
He felt, too, that his smile was becoming fixed, and he got 
rid of it by a sort of dead lift. i 

There were a great many other guests in the room, 
boys, girls, young men and young women. Some of them 
he knew, but he had eyes only for the supreme goddess. 
Miss Harmer. A man with black whiskers and an eye-glass , 
was standing beside her and talking to her familiarly with 
great ease and composure. Why were men with black 
whiskers so detestable ? and what wouldn’t lie, Ronald, give 
to be able to talk like that, and to bring those bright and 
fascinating replies from the divine Harmer ? However, he 
must nerve himself to ask her for a dance in the orthodox 
manner. He did so, brought his programme forward, and 


AT THE SIGN OF THE DUKES’ ALMS. manner. He did so, brought his programme forward, and 

The Anti-Socialist Union is appealing to the public for one advanced. 

million shillings. We understand, on the authority of a t t t 

well-known Tariff Reformer, that the following letters have -p- ^ pleasure of the next dauce, Miss 

rpceived bv the Treasurer •— Harmer ? Was that his own voice, so prim and formal and 

ProT^fD^leofSS^l-l euclo.e U for your fond. unWdly? No, it .nust be some one eke’s. He bad 
It is a great cause. I hope to send another next week. intended to put any amount of wmmth into the phrase, so 

From the Duke of D-wish-rc.-Enclosed please find 2s.- might show her with what respectM longing he 

one from me and one from a guest staying at Chatsworth, a 


who wishes to remain anonymous. ^ laughed, “ the next dance is the first dance. I can’t dance 

From the Duke of N-itlt-m-S-rl-ncl.-Have pleasure in or the next two or three, because I ve got to rec 
enclosing M. in stamps. Shall hope to send the other Bd* guests, but 1 11 give you the fifth it s the Lancers, 
on Satxirday. ^ 

Fro7n the Duke of B-cd-cli, — ^Herewith order on the Bank of “ Oh, thank you, Miss Harmer ; and may I liave a waltz 

Scotland for 2s. Qd. Please send me a collection-hox. I I can dance the trois-temps all right, and I ” 

think I conld get a nice little sum for you. “ There’s nothing like asking,” said Miss Harmer. 


that or the next two or three, because I ’ve got to receive 


From the Duke of B-cd-cli . — ^Herewith order on the Bank of “ Oh, thank you, Miss Harmer ; and may I liave a waltz too. 

Scotland for 2^. Qd. Please send me a collection-hox. I I can dance the trois-temps all right, and I ” 

think I conld get a nice little sum for you. “ There’s nothing like asking,” said Miss Harmer. “If 

From the Ditke of P-7^tl-nd.— 1dm sending you 3s. It has you’re a very good boy you shall have the seventh too. 
been a bit of a strain, but every shilling given away means That’s a waltz.” 

sometliing off these accursed Death Duties. I am having your “And that’s my foot,” said the black -whiskered man, 
collecting card gummed into the Visitors’ Book at Welbeck. removing it from under Ronald’s. “ Don’t apologise. I like 
From the Duke of B-xb-rglie , — Please accept my mite — it. Everybody treads on my foot.” 
from a working man. “There, there,” said Miss Harmer, taouin^ the black- 


sometliing off these accursed Death Duties. I am having your “And that’s my foot,” said the black -whiskered man, 
collecting card gummed into the Visitors’ Book at Welbeck. removing it from under Ronald’s. “ Don’t apologise. I like 
From the Duke of B-xb-rghe , — Please accept my mite — it. Everybody treads on my foot.” 
from a working man. “There, there,” said Miss Harmer, tapping the black- 

From the Duke of W-stm-nst-r.—SoTTy I cannot send you whiskered man with her fan, “ w^e won’t bother about a mere 
Is, This awful Budget! foot.” 

Prom the Duke of M-nch-st-i *, — Please send me a shilling Clearly the black-whiskered man was abominable. Soine- 
to send to you. thing painful and disgraceful ought to happen to him 




A SUDDEN DETACHMENT. 
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publicly. “Shake hands with Major Arkwright, Ronald,” 
continued Miss Harmer. “ He isn’t as fierce as he looks.” 

Major Arkwright! A hero of whose prowess Ronald had 
read ! His world was turned upside down. 

The Lancers came and went successfully enough. Con- 
versation during th'e Lancers is happily almost impossible ; 
but v/hen they were over Ronald’s troubles began. 

“ Shall I take you to the refreshments ? ” he began. 

“ Oh, we won’t bother about refreshments yet. Haven’t 
done anything to deserve them.” 

“ I ’m sure ” — ^he hesitated and then plunged — “ I ’m sure 
you deserve them, Miss Harmer.” 

“ Don’t be a complimentary little boy,” laughed the lady ; 
and the conversation died down to nothing till the blessed 
moment came for the music to strike up again. 

The waltz was a series of minor disasters. It had been 
easy enough to dance the trois4emps at the dancing school, 
but here there were scores oE gyrating couples, and they 
were always in the way. Finally Miss Harmer’s dress was 
torn. “There,” she said, “I knew that would happen. 
Let’s sit down for the rest o£ the dance” — and they did. 
Having, so to speak, pumped up from the soles of his shoes 
the Academy, the bad weather, the curious behaviour of his 
head master, and other topics of conversation, Ronald had 
come to the end of his resources. 

“I’m not much of a hand at talking,” he said, desperately, 

“Oh, you’re much better than Major Arkwright,” said 
Miss Harmer, 

“But he can fight,” said Ronald. 

“ Pooh,” said the goddess, “ what’s the good of that in a 
ball-room? ” 


Thereupon the Major came up and claimed her for the 
next dance. i 

These violent conversational efforts had so grievously dis- 
couraged Ronald that he resolved to fly. He didn’t wait for 
the carriage which had been ordered to fetch him, but 
dashed for liberty and home on foot.^ So ended his first 
dance. Last week it was his privilege to meet ^ Mrs. 
Arkwright with her three grandchildren, and he reminded 
her of their dance a century or so ago. 

Some Emotions and a Moral Victory. 

. END OF THE BUDGET. BERMONDSEY. 

BERMOimsEY’s Verdict. Substantial Majority 

The “Poor Man’s” Answer. for the Budget. 

Daily Mail. Daily Ohronide, 

This ought to give the Lords a clear lead. 

TTre’s Faithfully. 

We understand that an admirer of IVL. Ure, having re- 
iterated the statement that, if the Unionists were returned at 
the polls, they would abolish the system of Bank Holidays, 
now desires to offer an explanation. It seems he simply 
meant that he could not see how a Mnistry which promised 
so much employment for the country could afford to allow 
these days to remain idle. 

Optimism. 

“ Bournemouth. — An incessant do^vnpour of rain prevailed yesterday, 
and all outdoor attractions were suspended . . . 

Now is the ideal time for Bournemouth ” — Daily Telegraph. 
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THE ORGANISERS. 

There were six of them : Miss Blag- 
worthy, Cecile, Dorothea, Mary Merton, ' 
Kate, and Mrs. Travers. They were all 
thinking deeply — except Cecile, who was ; 
busy smoking a cigarette and wonder- 
ing why the smoke didn’t get into Men’s 
eyes. 

They all wanted a vote. 

I Miss Blagicortliy (34, organiser) wanted 
it because Taxation without Eepresenta- 
i tion is Tyranny. 

Cec He ( 27, organ iser) wanted it because | 
. Men are Beasts, 

Dorothea (IS, organiser) wanted it 
because for forty years we had asked 
for it by peaceaUe methods, and now 
the time had come for 

‘‘My dear,” said Mary Merton, “ that’s 
hardly a reason for 'icanting a vote, 
though it ’s an excellent reason for ” 

“This isn’t a question of Eeason,” 
said Dorothea, haughtily, “It’s a 
question of Justice.” 

Mary Merton [22, organiser) wanted it 
because of the poor girls in the factories. 

Kate (19, organiser) wanted it because 
if Men had it, why shouldn’t 

“My dear,” SLiid Mary Merton, “the 
fact that ” 

“ Dolly darling,” said Kate quickly, to 
Dorothea, “ can you reach the biscuits ? 
You pig, you’ve eaten all the sugar 
ones.” 

And Mrs, Travers (35, organiser) 
wanted it because the Women in Finland 
had it. Besides, when you were her 
age 

“ Bother ! ” said Dorothea, under her 
breath. “ Hope I never shall be.” 
***** 

“ We must think of something neic,” 
said Miss Blagworthy, striding up and 
down the room. Cecile looked straight 
in front of her with wide-open eyes, in 
the pretence that there was no such 
thing as cigarette smoke. The others 
thought deeply. 

“What about going into a Cabinet 
Minister’s meeting and saying, ^ Votes 
for Wome7i ’ ? ” said Mrs. Travers at last. 

“ In the very middle of the speech, you 
know?” 

“They won’t let us in now,” said 
Mary Merton, “ and if they do they 
throw us out.” 

“ Men are beasts,” said Cecile, pressing 
the red end of her cigarette on to the 
ash-tray in order to remove the ash. 

“ Besides,” said Dorothea sarcastically, 
“we want something newT 

Mrs. Travers thought again. 

“We might go to a football match,” | 
she said at last, “ what men would call 
a very important match, and in the 
middle of the over we could all rush on 
to the Held saying, ‘ Votes for Women,' 
Men don’t like having their games 
interrupted.” 


“ Ugh ! ” said Cecile with a shudder, “ Ah ! ” said Mary eagerly. 

“we should be killed. Beasts.” “Could they arrest you for that?’’ 

“I wnt to be killed,” said Miss Blag- asked Mrs. Travers doubtfully. 


worthy in a hollow voice. 


“ Obstructing the vicar in the exccii- 


“Let’s inval — ^invali — validate another tion of his duty,” said Kate. “ Or brawl- 
election by pouring stuff over the ballot- ing. They ’d think of something,” 
box,” suggested Dorothea. “I should “ Well, then we would refuse to open 
love to do it. Shouldn’t vou, Kate ? ” our mouths at all— not for anything or 


box,” suggested Dorothea. “I should “Well, then we would refuse to open 
love to do it. Shouldn’t you, Kate ? ” our mouths at all— not for anything or 

“It’s no good. Men don’t play the anybody.” 
game. They would pretend that the “How about breathing?” said Doro- 
election hadn’t been invalidated.” thea. 

“It isn’t cricket,” coughed Cecile, “ Through your nose, silly,” said Kate, 
“the way men retaliate on us. I “ I mean, of course, that we wouldn’t 
shouldn’t mind, even though they are say a word in court— not to answer the 
beasts, if only it was cricket.” magistrate, or give our names, or any- 


beasts, if only it was cricket.” magistr 

“ Why won't they give us the vote ? ” thing.” 


cried Mary Merton. 


‘ I should like j ust to tell him that I 


“It will he bombs next time,” said refused to be judged by man-made 


Cecile languidly. ^ | 

Miss Blagwoiihy stopped suddenly in 
her pacings. 

“ i have a plan,” she announced 
gloomily, 

“Oh, what is it?” asked everybody 
else. 

“We will all go into the House of 


laws,” said Mrs. Travers wistfully. i 

“No. It must be absolute silence . . , ' 
And now let us go out and begin.” 

“It ’s five o’clock,” said Kate. “ No- 
body can get married after three.” 

‘ ‘ There you are ! ’ ’ said Cecile. ‘ ‘ Look 
at that,” 

“We can get arrested,” said Miss 


Lords when they are discussing the Blagworthy, “and begin' the 


Budget and cry ‘ Votes for ’ ” 

“Yes, but how?” 

“ There will be peers there who have 
never been iu the House of Lords Miss Blagworthy (34, organiser), hav- 
before— unknown even to the police- ing been told twice by a police sergeant 
men. We will go disguised as them.” to go back to her husband, knocked his 
“ Disguised as men?” said Kate helmet off and cried, “Men of England, 
excitedly. - what are you going to do for the 

“No!” said Mrs. Travers and Mary women?” The sergeant (speaking 
Merlon firmly. , chiefly for himself) sketched out the 

“We must remember our sex,” said immediate programme. 

Cecile gracefully, from a cloud of cigar- Mrs, Travers ("35, organiser) chained 
ette smoko, “even though men are herself to the railings, and cried, “ Votes 
beasts.” " foricomen!” They got her loose just 

“My dear,” went on Mrs. Travers, as it was beginning to rain. 


Treatment at 
Square ! ” - 


To Parliament 


“when you are my age- 


Mary Merton (22, organiser) pleaded 


“How ridiculous,” said Dorothea to with a policeman to arrest her, and when ! 
Kate, “ she ’s twice as old.” he simply said, “Lor-bless-yer-pretty- 

“ I should say she was forty, shouldn’t faca-no-Miss,” she proceeded to rescue 


you? It would be rather fun, I think.” Miss Blag worthy. This had the desired 
Miss Blagworthy bowed her head. effect. 

“ The sense of the meeting is against Cecile (27, organiser) stood in the 
me. Very well. Then I have another middle of Parliament Square and 
plan.” • ' brooded upon the scene. “Cowards!” 


‘That’s better, dearie,” said Mrs. I she muttered to herself. “It is to the 


Travers. 


death now,” she added. Then she took 


“In future there must be one of us a cab to her club and said, “Bring the 
in attendance at every wedding in cigarettes, waitoi\” 


London, to cry ^Justice for Women!' 
in the middle of the service.” 

There was a pause for apprehension. 


Dorothea (18, organise)^, who was new 
to London, lost her way and found her- 
self in Victoria Street. She had a cup 


“ Ernest wouldn’t have liked that,” of tea and half a scone and butter at an 


said Mrs. Travers thoughtfully. 


A. B. C., and left a penny under the 


“Must we?” said Mary Merton sadly, plate for the waitress. It was quite an 
“I don’t like doing it, but if we adventure. 

must ” Kate (19, organiser) was ordered by a 

“ You know, I ’m not at all sure that fatherly policeman to go home. She went. 
I approve of the maniage service,” said * * * * * 

Cecile. An inconclusive story, you say? Not 

“Nobody would marry her, I should at all; there are two conclusions. 

I say,” said Dorothea to Kate. “ She ’s One is, “ The Ladies, God bless ’em 1 ” 
too — weU — yon know,” The other is, “ Votes for Women 1 ” 

1 ‘ ‘ And then when we are arrested ” A. A. M. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

I. The Servant in the House. 

I DOUBT if Mr. Chables Frohman would 
liave had the hai'dihood to present the 
new Adelphi play if it had not been for 
the success of Tke Passing of the Third 
Floor Backy to which it bears a sort of 
bastard family likeness. This is not to 
imply that Mr. Charles Eann Kennedy, 
I who wrote The Bewant in the Rouse, 
I owes anything for his idea to Mir. Jerome. 
j ‘‘I have waited three years for this 
evening,” he told us in a first-night 
speech ; adding, in a burst of confidence, - 
and, by G — it was worth it.” Not- 
withstanding this pious asseveration I 
cannot altogether agree with him. 
Perhaps he is more easily pleased. 
.Anyhow, I think him over-sanguine if 
he anticipates a success like Mr. Jerome’s, 
though you can never gauge the hearing 
powers of a theatre audience any more 
than you can guess beforehand the 
acoustic properties of a new building. 
In Mr. Jerome’s play you had to accept 
a miracle, it is true, but, once you had 
got over that, the rest was logical and 
consistent enough. But The Servant in 
the House is a veritable medley of 
unthinkable prodigies. It seems an 
extraordinary thing that, when the author 



Tha Blshoi) of Lancashire Mi-. J. H. Barnes. 
jRohert Smith Mr. Henri Miller, 


wants ^ to inculcate a great Biblical 
truth, it should be necessary to employ 
the machinery of farce ; to introduce a 
Bishop, for example, disguised as a 
native Indian butler, and another 
Bishop with an ear-trumpet, and as blind 
as a bat, sitting at breakfast with a 
scavenger whom he mistakes for a 
clerical brother-in-law. I don’t know 
which figure was the more grotesquely 
improbable — ^this second Bishop, who 
apparently had amassed a lot of 
bullion by shady processes and frankly 


advocated the principle that you 
should give as little as possible, and 
grab all you can get, or the drain-man, 
seized with a sudden passion for making 
the acquaintance of his little daughter, 
though he might have given himself 
this treat any time during the last 
thirteen years if the idea had crossed 
his mind. Indeed the only characters 
that I could get myself to believe in at 
aU were the comic page-boy and the 
very natural snob that was his mistress. 
With the former I found myself in close 
agreement when he complained,’ “I 
never see such a lot of improbabilities 
agoin’ on in any. house ” — or words to 
that effect. A very sensible boy. 

Mr. Kjennedy was right when he 
attributed his triumph — ^for the house 
was very good to liim — chiefly to the 
merits of the actors, and Mr. Henry 
Miller in particular. It was, indeed, 
a remarkable performance througbout. 
Constantly by sheer force of sincerity 
they saved the situation when the senti- 
ment threatened to be mawkish, or the 
melodrama too glaringly Adelphic (old 
style). 

The author has gifts of humour and 
irony, and even in a play so crude in 
construction and so noisy in its con- 
trasts one might catch many subtleties 
of thought ; but no moral purpose is likely 
to be achieved among thinking people, 
or indeed deserves to be achieved, by 
such means as are here employed. 

As for Ms reckless ridicule of the 
clergy— two out of the three either are 
or have been a disgrace to the cloth — 
there are black sheep in every profes- 
sion, though not, I hope, in such lavish 
proportion to the whole. But I am not 
greatly concerned about the Chiu'ch; 
the Church is strong enough to look 
after itself. I am more concerned about 
the Stage — a much weaker institution. 
It cannot afford to play tMs kind of 
game, for ridicule that is obviously 
unfair is apt to recoil 

I must not end without saying how 
sorry I was for the villain of the 
piece, the Bishop of Lancashire. By 
some extraordinary oversight no place 
was found for him in the scheme of 
! Universal Love and Brotherhood; yet, 
being so uncharitable, he of all others 
stood most in need of charity. 0. S. 

II. The Little Damozel. 

Have you ever (dear reader) puUed out 
your cigarette case, planked it on the 
table, and said to your friend, ‘‘Have 
one of these — ^my own brand ? ” Pro- 
bably. But little did you realise then 
that, seven years ago, the girl you were 
in love with smoked one of them with 
you and remembered the aroma so well 
that in the next Act she would recognise, 
in the husband of the girl who had 
been jilted by the man she was about 


to marry, no less a person than you, her 
old lover. 

I If you don’t realise this now — after I 
have put it so plainly— it is because 
you haven’t been to see The Little 
Damosel, by Monokton Hoffe. The 
Little Damozel was Julie Alardy, and 
she played the harp in the orchestra of 
the Caie Angelique. Her relations with 
Captain Neil Partington were quite in- 
nocent, but the latter had written some 
very foolish letters to her, and when he 
discarded her and made up to Mnss 



Captain Nell Parlhigton Mi-. Lyle. 

Becldaw Poole Mr. Charles Hawtrey. 

J ulie Alardy Miss May Blayney. 

Sijbil Graven (of Craven Hall, Craven, 
Cravenshire) he wanted these letters 
back. It was not simply that he had 
said, “I love you” in them — Sybil 
would have forgiven that; not that he 
had added vaguely, “I am not worthy 
I of you, darling ” ; but that (apparently) 
jhe had explained in full detail, with 
i names and dates attached, why he was 
not worthy of her. 

J^diewas dangerous, for she refused 
to part with the letters. But Partington 
thought of a plan (which never Yvould 
have occurred to me). He bribed Ileeh- 
law^ Poole, the cigarette smoker, wdth 
: £15,000, to marry The Little Damozel. 
They were already fond of each other, and 
the fact that Eechlaw had suddenly come 
into money would weigh with Julie. 
Once married, she would forget her 
grudge against her old lover. 

But [Act n.] Paitinglon had forgotten 
the cigarette (as I should have done), 
Sybil meets Julie, the latter lights up 
one of the old brand, and Sybil says,' 
‘‘Where have I heard that cigarette 
before ? Yes . . . it is . . . You have 
married the man I loved seven years 
ago. His name then was Eecldaw.'’ 
“Yes,” says Julie, “but he changed it 
to Poole when he was warned off the 
Turf.” And so it all comes out. Julie, 
in frenzy at the plot that was played on 
her, leaves her husband for ever. 

You see what a jolly lot they are. 
But Becklaw has still one card up his 
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THE ABSENT-MINDED BEGGARS. 

Extract from the report of latest French duel—^‘ osr the woed beiko giyen M. Cuevas&u shot oyer M. Beensteiu’s head. 

M. Bernstein, instead of firing, placed the pistol behind his back. On being asked why he did not fire, M. Bernstein shrdgged 
HIS SHOULDERS AND REPLIED, I FORGOT/ ” [Xhe alove is a fancy picture of the next French duel. 


sleeve. With his last few thousand 
pounds ^ he insures his life in five 
companies and prepares to commit 
suicide, so that Julie shall have his 
money. (Even Mr, Moncktoit Hoffe 
, seemed to think that this was a perfectly 
honest thing to do ; hut perhaps I do 
him an injustice. In any case I can 
understand that some months in the 
company of Poole and Pariingtoji would 
dull any author’s conscience.) Julie 
hears of this, realises that Reeklaw 
really loves her (“I could not love thee, 

^ dear, so much,” etc.), and forgives him. 
(And presumably herself for her black- 
mail of Partingtonf her mercenary 
motives in marrying, and so forth.) 

Much of the dialogue is delightfully 
fresh and natural; it is a pity that it 
should be partially spoilt by such a 
theatrical setting. But Mr. Hoffjs takes 
I his plot quite seriously, and there are 
scenes of the utmost pathos in the Third 
Act; alas that they should leave our 
withers absolutely unwrung. I hope 
Mr. Hoffe will write a plain straight- 
forward comedy some day, for he has 
the gift of easy dialogue. 


I Mi\ CmuiLES Hawteey, as Beeklaw 
Poole, was all that Mr. Hawtrey always is ; 
Mr. Vane Tempest was beautifully him- 
self as himseK, and Mr. Ariuur Playfair 
was particularly excellent as the Cafe 
proprietor — ^he, at any rate, had stepped 
straight from life on to the boards. 


Miss May Blayney 


gave a very promising 


performance as Julie, but in trying to 
be natural was too conscious of both 
herself and us. In moments of passion 
and pathos she was much more at her 
case. M. 

“ It was publicly said of kirn tliat be was 
notable ... as kaving given a pledge at 
one place to go to tke poll and not having gone, 
and not to go to tke poll at another and having 
Avent .” — The Westminster Gazette. 

But we have all went like this in our 
time. 

The Times Engineering Supplement 
on the new Cunarder : — 

The rudder and both sets of steerhig" gear 
are below the water-line.’* 

Why did nobody think of putting the 
rudder there before ? 


In an advertisement of George Bell 
& Sons’ jiublications, we are glad to see, 
under the head of 

MASTERS OF LITERATURE, 
the following announcement : — 
Chesterton. By Ct. K. Chesterton. 

[November. 

We shall now know, for the first time, 
what Mr. Chesterton thinks of himself. 
Only a few more days to wait. 

The author of Boom ! — a new novel 
published by Gree>ting — is Mr. William 
CA m, and not Mr. HLvll Caine, as you 
might think from the title. 

“The West, by fine forward rushes, made 
headway from the drop out, and the ’Sonians 
were called on to defend a lino trick. Davidson 
found a duet at the corner flag. ” — Edinburgh 
Evening Dispatch. 

How very technical the game is getting. 

“ His height, weight, and strength make him 
a useful player in any company, and amongst 
schoolboys he is a trident among minnows.” 

The Australasian. 

Or, as one might say, a hairpin 
among winkles.” 
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THE LITTLE BACK NUMBER. 

I WAS glad to see Werradaile again, but I could not belp 
being sorry at the evident signs of liis estrangement from 
prosperity. Three 'years had -made a lot of difference. 

We talked for haK an hour about the weather, the old 
school, and so forth ; then we came to the point. 

With’ my weR-known presence of mind, I explained that 
by an irony^ of fate, while it was the one thing I woidd like 
to do, it was also the one thing I could not do. 

' “A fiver would just tide nie -over,’^ he continued, ignoring 
; my attempt to close that.channeLof conversation, “I have 
had a disappointment this week which has made me a bit 
short. I have been rather unlucky over Prince Olai;’.” 

“Prince Olaf?” I said. “Oh, yes, the little Swedish 
Prince.” j 

“Norwegian,” he corrected me. “He has just come over’ 
to England.” 

“ Indeed 1 I didn’t know.” 

“You would have known if I had had any luck ; but the 
papers have been so full of Ure and Dbmphreys and the 
^veather that I haven’t had a chance. I make the incidents 
about Prince Olaf, you know ; and beyond one or two lines 
about his greeting the King on his arrival I haven’t placed 
anything this time. I made over £20 on his first visit ; my 
story of how he had a Guardsman led to his nursery each 
morning to play with was very popular, and his salute at the 
sound of the National Anthem — do you remember? — that 
went down splendidly. And I did fairly well out of his 
other visits. But this time, after I have spent the last ten 
days getting stories ready, the papers won’t look at a thing. 
It is very unfortunate for me.” 

“ And the stories that the papers published, and that 
■went straight home to the nation’s heart, were not true ? ” 
I asked, with indignation. 

“ Oh, they may have been. I kept quite close to the 


probable, and anyway they were just the things that a nice 
Prince like thai would do. I suppose I shall have no chance 
wilh'OLAF until he is old enough to play pranks in his regi- 
ment. I ’ve done pretty well from time to time along that 
line with the German Princes. But it will be some years yet, 
and I can’t wait until then. Could you manage just half-a- 
sovereign ? ” 

MOTHER SHIPTON ON THE CRISIS. . 

[Mr. Bernaed Shaw has astonished the literary world by contributing 
a i^reface to the new edition of Mr. Hall Caine’s last novel.] 

When Shaw shall hunt in couples with Caine 
. vSperm-whales wiU spout in Mincing Lane. 

When Caine shall hunt in couples with Shaw 
Miles will devour cold mutton raw. 

When Shaw shall hunt in couples with Caine 
Max Beerbohm wiU imitate Walter Crane. 

When Caine shall hunt in couples with Shaw 
All camels will cry, “ This is the last straw.” 

When Shaw shall hunt in couples with Caine 
The Censor will come by his own again, 
j When Caine shall hunt in couples with Shaw 
Wild asses wiH joyfully murmur “ Hee-haw ! ” 

When Shaw shall hunt in couples with Caine 
There will be waterspouts in Spain. 

When Caine shall hunt in couples with Shaw 
The Mem'ij Widow will cease to draw. 

When Shaw shall hunt in couples with Caine 
Lloyd George will fill the Round Pond with champagne. 
When Caine shall hunt in couples with Shaw 
Ml*. Plowden wiU cease to excite a guffaw. 

When Shaw shall hunt in couples with Caine ; 

The British Lion will shave his mane. 
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A PLEASURE DEFERRED. 

Tm Binoisi (m Gm Fiwaa). “THEIR LORDSHIPS NOT AT HOME? THEN I’LL CALL AGAIN.'' 

House of Loeds Fluitkey. “ ANY MESSAGE ? ” 

The Budget (as Guy Fawkes). ‘‘ NO, NO ! I JUST WANT TO BLOW THEM UP. 

[The Commons propose to finish with the Budget Bill on Guy Fawkes Day. The Lords are to consider it on the twenty-second.] 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary op Toby, M.P. 

House of Lords, Monday, Oct. 25. — 
Deathless originality of our heieditary 
legislators, their lofty contempt of the 
commonplace, illustrated afresh to-night. 
Scorning delights, they have spent 
laborious days with Irish Land Bill. 
Have so cut it up in Committee that 
Saint Augustine, regarding the com- 
pleted work, does not know his own 
child. In genial effort to assist paternal 
recognition, noble lords give it a few 
more hard knocks. 

To-day it comes up for third reading. 
Agreed to without discussion ; and 
there an end on’t, you suppose. Which 
shows you don’t know our House of 
Lords. Lord Chancellor, having put 
question, “ That the Bill be now read a 
third time,” and declared “ The Contents 
have it,” up gat DoNoedHMORE and moved 
quite new amendment. One of a dozen 
that stood on the paper. Had something 
to do with arrangement by which pay- 
ment of purchases under Act was to be 
made in cash, in stock, or partly in each. 

Mayo, with characteristic directness 
and candour, went to root of matter in 
couple of sentences. 

“Landlords,” said he, “do not look 
with favour on payment by means of 
stock. They look with very great favour 
on cash payments.” 

A murmur sounding uncommonly like 
the smacking of appreciative lips ap- 
proved this noble sentiment. 

Crewe sat forlorn, conscious of 
arid waste on benches behind him. 
Pointed out that amendment would • 
endanger basis on which provision 
was made for payment of purchase 
monejL But what would you ? What 
use any more walking through : 
lobbies, one of a maximum of thirty, 
returning to await arrival of ultimate 
Peer in jubilant throng of five score ■ 
or more coming back from Aye lobby ? 

So amendment after amendment was 
patched on travesty of Bill that left ■ 
Commons a few weeks ago in buoyant 
vigour. 

With respect to one of them Crewe 
pointed out how it would hamper 
operation of Act, plaintively adding : 
“But as the noble Earl sets great - 
store by it I will not detain your 
Lordships by discussing it.” 

Bang went another chunk of oiigi- i 
nal BiU. In the end motion made and 
agreed to “ that the Bill do pass.” 

Business done . — Wreck of Irish 
Land Bill towed out on its way 
back to Commons. 

House of Commons, Tuesday . — 
Whilst Questions went forward, 
uneasiness manifested on faces of 
peaceful Members seated by Mr. 
Eemnmt. Learned Member, with foot 



“ Talk of remnants,” said Winterton, “ if ho 
got hold of Urc ” 

crossed over knee, was rapidly passing 
hand backward and forward upon 
upper leather of boot as if sharpening 
a knife. His lips moved ; echo of refrain 



Rl MARKABLE PERSISTENCE OF TyPE IN LORD CHANCELLORS. 
(Lord Lorehur JL or Lord Halsbury— -which ?) 


was heard. As far as it could be caught 
it sounded like 

Fee Fi Fo Fate j 

I smell the lolood of Lord Advocate. 
Explanation forthcoming when Eeim- 
NANT, jumping up, asked Premier “if 
he would put some curb upon the 
Lord Advocate?” Picture of Mr. Ure 
wuth bit in mouth, led about by Premier, 
bridle in hand, tickled fancy of House. 
Asquith made no response to tempting 
invitation. Remnant not to be disposed 
of on such terms. As everybody knows, 
Lord Advocate, least emotional-looking 
man on Treasury Bench, been going 
to and fro saying things about Old Age 
Pensions, Dukes and other folk, poor 
but honest. Remnant thirsting for 
opportunity to be at him. The late 
Earl Chatham’s earnest desire for closer 
contiguity with Lord Strachan, a desire 
reciprocated by his noble friend, was 
nothing compared with Mr. Remnant’s 
yearning to have his fingers in the Lord 
Advocate’s flowing locks. 

“ Talking of remnants,” said Winter- 
ton, regarding with admiration his 
bench companion, “if he got hold of 
Ure, the fragments would not fill any- 
thing like six baskets.” 

Receiving no encouragement from 
Premier, Remnant appealed to Speaker. 
Asked if he would be in order in moving 
adjournment of House in order to 
discuss Lord Advocate’s “scandalous 
utterances. ” 

By strange coincidence, Fiennes, seated 
on benches opposite, equally anxious to 
discuss the subject. Has placed 
notice of motion on paper. Doesn’t 
I mention a day for bringing it on, 

I Pi-actical effect the same. Other 
Members desiring to hurry up the 
matter find the way blocked. Thus 
the Speaker ruled. 

So Remnant dropped back in his 
seat, comforting himself with re- 
sumption of chant and of the little 
by-play with the top-leather of his 
boot. 

Business done , — Licencing Clauses 
of Budget Bill dealt with in Com- 
mittee. Faber draws blood-curdling 
picture of Ministers on Treasury 
Bench — a black-bearded, high- 
booted, inany-pistolled crew, who 
have run aloft the Jolly Roger on 
which in blood-stained letters (fluid 
said to be drawn from willing veins 
of Lord Advocate) flaunts the legend 
“ Revenge, not Revenue.” 

Thursday. — House learns with 
pained surprise that at meeting of 
Council of Northumberland Miners 
Association Burt and Fenwick have 
had notice to quit. Association, 
captured by Independent Labour 
Men, requires that henceforward can- 
didates whom it supports at the 
polls shall pledge themselves to vote 
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BEKMONDStf 


Authorities on the ingratitude or the Labour Party, 
(Messrs. Fenivick and Burt.) 


A Triumph op Antiquity. 

Tils Winged Victory of Tariplirace. (Mr. Diim]Dlireys, M.P.) 


and act witk tlie I. L. P. In otker words, 
instead of continuing the service to their 
constituents and the British Workman, 
conspicuously and successfully rendered, 
in Burt’s case for thirty-five years, in 
Fenwick’s for nearly a quarter of a cen- 
tuiy, they shall become automata, toeing 
the line w^here Don’t Keir Hardie 
chalks it. 

As might be expected, the sturdy 
Northumbrians decline proffered posi- 
tion. By overwhelming majority domi- 
nant wire-pullers of the Association Burt 
founded and has given the best years of 
his life to nurture, bade them be gone. 

Familiar axiom that there is no grati- 
tude in politics. Latest testimony to 
its truth goes far beyond modern ex- 
perience. Burt was the first genuine 
working man to take his seat in House 
of Commons. The LIember for Sark, 
retui-ned in same year (1874), and like 
the Member for Morpeth since uninter- 
ruptedly representing same constituency, 
well remembers sensation created. To 
the w^orking man it was of inestimable 
value that the experiment should have 
been initiated by such individuahty. 
What might have happened was later 
suggested by return of another Labour 
Member sent to Westminster by a 
Staffordshire town. A vain windy 
i person, he represented the class of tub- 


thumpers who occasionally (happily only 
temporarily) enthral the guileless work- 
ing man, nobbling Trade Associations, 
using their machinery for displacement 
of worthier men. 

From the first, as unto this last, Burt 
habitually kept himself in the back- 
ground, though missing no opportunity 
of coming to the front when interests 
of his fellow-workmen were at- stake. 
He gradually won the esteem and con- 
fidence of all sections of the House. 
There is to-day no Member whose rising 
in debate would be more warmly wel- 
comed, whose counsels would have 
weightier effect. When Mi*. G. formed 
his last Ministry he amid general ac- 
claim made the Member for Morpeth 
Parliamentary Secretary of Board of 
Trade. Coming into his inheritance 
four years ago, one of C.-B.’s first acts 
was to add the name of Thomas Burt 
to the roll of Privy Councillors. 

Thus, in Parliamentary debate and 
on postal address, he became Right 
Honourable. A proud distinction, suffi- 
cient for Dizzy in his prime, serving 
Peel and Gladstone to the last. For 
Burt it was confirmation by royal grace 
of habitual circumstance. He was 
right honourable when, at the age of 
ten, he began to work as a pit-boy. 
Right honourable he has remained 


ill every phase of public or private 
life. 

In Fenvtck he found a comrade who ' 
stands only second to him in personal 
esteem of House. For nearly a quarter 
of a century these two have worked to- 
gether in the best interests of Labour. 
Now for all reward they are ignomin- 
iously cast forth at the bidding of an 
alien Trades Union. 

Glad to know they mean to fight it 
out, Northumbrian miners may be 
counted upon to see the thing properly 
through. 

Business done. — Nearing end of 
Report Stage of Budget. Shall finish 
i to-morrow. 


From a catalogue : — 

“ Mycenaean Pottery. — Ten Pieces of Myce- 
naean Pottery of Extreme Age . '. . These 
interesting relices are probably fully three 
hundi-ed years old.” 

How time flies ! It seems only yester- 
day that Agamemnon was laid to rest, 
yet it is “fully 300 years ago ! ” 

Commercial Candour. 

From an advt. of a cafe (in the pro- 
gramme of the Gaiety Theatre, Toronto) : 

“OPEN TILL MIDTiaST.” 



THE JULIA BUREAUCRATS. 

Mr. Stead’s conversation witli Dis- 
raeli, in the course of which the august 
shade advised the Lords to pass the 
Budget, is but one of many of his dia- 
logues with the dead which, if not so 
liappy as Luciais^’s, are at any rate more 
startling. 

As a matter of fact, the spirits spring 
up in Julia’s Bureau with such rapidity 
that even Mr. Stead has difficulty in 
keeping pace with them. 

Of what CoBDEN said to W. T. S. with 
regard to the Bermondsey Election it is 
too late to speak ; but- he knew to a T 
the precise position on the poll of the 
genial Jack Dumphreys, and the rumour 
that his last words to W. T. S.' were 
“Tell him on no account to shave” is 
inexact. 

Another .recent visitor was Robes- 
pierre, with views on the future of the 
House of Lords. We have translated 
the sea-green incorruptible’s French. 

W. T. S. Mr. Disraeli, who was here 
the other day, advised the Lords 
to pass the Budget. ,What do you 
think?” 

Robespierre. I think Qe 'pense) it wiU 
be very dull if they do. 


W. T. S. Why dull? 

Robespierre. Because a very interest- 
ing {interessani) struggle will be avoided. 

'W. T. S. You refer to that between 
Lords and Commons ? 

Robespierre. I do. 

W. T. S. What do you advise ? 

Robespierre. I advise nothing. It is 
too late. Events must take their course. 
But I hope {j'espere) for a conflict. 

W. T. S. And then? ; 

Robespierre (ruhling Ms hands). Then 
the tumbrils. 

Following upon a terrific double 
knock under the table — two blows that 
would have felled an ox — in romped the 
ghost of Tom Sayers, the prince of prize- 
fighters, with some very pointed com- 
ments on the coming Jeffries-Johnsok 
fight. 

W. T. S. You observe, Mr. 'Sayers, 
that a meeting has at last been arranged 
between the .^erican and the Herculean 
Negro. 

Tom Sayers. Say that again. 

W. T. S. Between Jeffries and John- 
son, the Sable Southern Champion. 

Tom Sayers. You mean the Bounding 
Black. Yes. 

W. T. S. Could you tell me which 
will be the victor ? 


Toi\i Sayers. Not much, Mr. Stead. 
What do you take me for? If anyone 
is going to profit by such foreknowledge 
as that, it ’s a better friend to me than 
you look likely to be. 

Soon after Tom had disappeared, in 
walked Leonardo da Vinci,’ witli stately 

W. T. S. Just the genius I wanted ! 
You have seen The Times 9 

Leonardo. I have begun to take it in* 

W. T. 8. Well? - ■ . 

Leonardo. Well? - - 

W. T. S. Have you no sentiments ? 

Leonardo. Too many Cookseys spoil 
the broth. 

W. T, S. Are you not anxious that the 
praise for the bust should be rightly 
given ? 

Leonardo. It amuses me more to wait 
and wntch. 

W. T. S. I have no patience -with such 
an attitude. 

Leonardo. You are out of sorts, man. 
Try Richard Cockle’s pills. 

Julia, the world will be glad to know, 
is hoping momentarily for a visit from 
: William Shakspeare ; although Herrick | 
sounds more in her line. 

Bacok, it is said, has refused to attend 
unless a higher fee is offered. 
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delicious experiences, in conclusion necir to satisfy tlie artistic conscience of 
MORE ESSAYS IN EULOGY. slie expressed her grave doubts whether makers and players of games-^to Mrs. 
, y ri J ^ -V? there was any country in which such Pankhurst, and the Geese are Liberal 

i >>• “/‘"“i i' M “ft 

qrealest assets and luxuries of the Bouse of an occasion and on such a subject Geese, m winch the Fox 1 d labelled the 

Coj^iniona.] except this country; and whether any Censor and the Geese are the Dramatists. 

Speaking at the Annual Banquet of man could have made such a speech ‘ Families, that admirable friend of 

Amalgamated Pianola Players, at which who was not a Manxman. - our childhood, also breaks out m several 

Miss Carrie MoreUi was tlie priacipal — . 

guest, the toast of ths evening was mTq-p vr'w pameS n 

proposed by Mi-. Alleane in a speech ^HE isEW GAMES. ber of that body is supplied (pure y for 

^ 1 1 rt* • m — Tir\r»r» nc! nn lAci+.i'iTP. -mir-nnsp^ nnfl Antirp v ■wnhmit, 


an occasion and on such a subject Geese,” in which the Fox is labelled the 
except this country; and whether any Censor and the Geese are the Dramatists, 
man could have made such a speech “Families,” that admirable friend of 
Tvhn was not a Manxman. - our childhood, also breaks out in several 


new forms. There is, for example, the 
“ Cabinet Family,” in which each mem- 
ber of that body is supplied (purely for 


of extraordinary eloquence and effusion. The long evenings being upon us, an festive purpose ^ and eiitiie y without j 
He said that the blind and doddering emissary of the P. i¥. G. has been en- prejudice) with a highly-coloured help- 
tribe of reviewers, whose fatuous imbe- quiring into what has been done to help meet of grotesque appearance and three 
cility would be contemptible if it were kill them by the ingenious brains that conaic childrp. To complete as many 
not so malevolent, had always sought to make the nation s pastimes, and he has of these apochryphal fainilms as may be 
misrepresent the mutual attitude of discovered at least one treasure, entitled is, of cours^the object m the pliers. 

MissMorelli and liiinself and — , Tbe old Family ^ach 

to make out that one or other % been brought up to date 


or both were animated by a 
spirit of internecine rivalry. So 
far was this from being correct 
that he was the first person, 
many years ago, to lend his 
sister artist a helping hand 
and assist her in planting her 
dainty but tottering steps on 
the ladder of fame. He never 
repented that service; indeed 
he was proud, of it. He and 
Carrie — might he call her 
Carrie ? — (Terrific applause, 
during icliicli Miss Morelli sig- 
nified her as.scnt icith a leivitcli- 

ing inclination of her tiara- r m/ //# - //r ■ / 

croiwifid Jiead)- did not always JW Mm hi Mi' without the diverting assistance 

see eye to eye. There had / of which it would be practically 

been occasions on which she impossible to get through such 

had not spared^his feelings but /W a \vorld of frustration and bad 

had castigated him with' the ^ * weather at all, are some with 

lash of a severe but salutary ‘ such attractive names as “ Pop- 

criticism. But that did not ff Wozzle,” “ Inky-Winky,” and 

prevent him at this harmonious “Solbobs.” “Pop-Wozzle” is a 

feast from expressing with a convex board with four deprqs- 

full heart his sincere con- ,, , , ^ ^ ^ f. sions at each end and four steel 

viction that Carrie MoreUi was ' /l '^ 1 ^ r\ baUs. The thing is to get the 

one of the most remarkable f'A- baUs from one end to the other 

women who had ever lent ^ V i , without touching them, merely 

additional lustre to the solar \ V' i by raising and depressing the 

system. la tbe words of tbe hqriturI TE S.ALUTASIUS.” it is highly polisbed 

hymn: — ' ^ ^ and has no raised edge, the 

Imagination’s widest stretch “ Temperanzo,” which has been devised j player spends most of his lime on the 

In wonder dies aivay for temperance people “ anxious to com- floor picking up the balls ; and thus the 

in the vain attempt to render justice to bine moral instruction with entertain- dreary day passes. I 

her sumptuous inteUect — (cheers)— her menfc. Played with a numbered dice (sic) And Germany ?_ What are they doing 
meUifluous mentality — (Kentish Fire) and black baUs, after the manner of there ? What form does the strenuous 
— ^her gorgeous and supra-tropical im- most board games, the ultimate goal is life take with which we are thus frivolously 
agination — (prolonged and enthusiastic either ‘the happy home’ or ‘ the work- occupied? WeU, many of these games 
'^audits), ‘ house ’ ; much on the lines of ‘ The Boy : are made in Germany. 

I Miss MoreUi, rising with a swanlike What will he become?’ showing the sir-" 

I stateliness ,that greatly added to the various stages.” “ But it was a hopeless matter to try to drive 



The old “Family Coach” 
has been brought up to date 
under the title of “ The Family 
Aeroplane,” and no one can 
emerge from the rigours of this 
pastime without a considerable 
knowledge of aerial engineer- 
ing. Each child having assumed 
his or her part — one being the 
motor, one the lifting rud- 
der, one the steering rudder, 
one the left wing, one the 
right wing, one the lever, 
and so forth, ‘the nan*ative is 
read out and the trencher spun 
exactly as in the “Family 
Coach.” 

Among the new puzzles, 


T ui // ,’41' X" 7 / 


m 

tL f f 






“AVE, 0.«SAR! MORITURI TE S.'VLUTASIUS.” 


'U M' j 


stateiiness ,tiiat greatly acLClecl to tne various stages. ^ “ But it was a hopeless matter to try to diive 

impressiveness of her reply, observed . Another game, called with equal wit the camel of landlordism through a imedless 
that seldom, if ever, had a famous “ Racecorso,” which has been devised by 

authoress occupied a more embarrassing Mr. Punch, is on similar lines; and The humps of unearned increment would 

position. But she was not going to together they are calculated to sow stick in the least uncalled-for eye. 

pretend to a mock modesty which she the most valuable seeds in whatever 

did not '-possess. Praise to the face was nurseries they are played in. Horrible Tragedy in Private Life 

trying, but wlien it was laid on wi& An exceUent topical jariety of ‘‘Fox Boax.-Of course, the treatment 

the trowel of merit to the mens conscia and Geese is now- ready, m which the prescribed was meant for the hips and would 

recti of genius, there were few more [Fox bears a resemblance— suflQciently J not do for the lips at all.”— Hear-i/i and Home. 


Horrible Tragedy in Private Life. | 
“Astral Body. — Of course, the treatment 
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Candidate for paii of Juliet {to Manager of Shaltspearean company). “On, tes, Mr. Stormeb, I’m awfully gone ON Shakspeare’s 
EXUFP. D’YOU know, I THINK HE’S A MAN IN A THOUSAND ! ” 


AN INDEX EXPURGATORIUS 
For Mrs. BeetorJs Coolierij Book. 

[Dr. Charles Heydevann maiiitaiiis that 
human character is tiansformed by the food 
coasiimed, e.g., that the piggishuess of the 
Englishman’s morning grunt is traceable to his 
breakfast of bacon. We have thus a fresh 
illustration of the old proverb that he who 
drinks beer, thinks beer.] 

Says tlie Teuton, “Man ist was er iszt” — 
If you are wliat you eat, Lave a care ! 
There are dangers that lurk in the list 
Of the dishes your chef may prepare. 

If sober behaviour ’s your role, 

‘‘Tipsy cake” you should utterly 
spurn ; 

Don’t jjally with “ toad-in-the hole,” 

Or a snob you will certainly turn. 

“Hasty pudding ” will teach you to scold ; 
You’ll be silly with “bubble-and- 
squeak ” ; 

“Devilled kidneys” will make you too 
bold, 

And an “angel- on -horseback” too 
meek. 

“Apple hedgehog ” will cause you to fret ; 
“Spotted dog” with a snarl you’ll 
deplore ; 

“Half-pay pudding” will drive you to 
debt. 

And with chestnuts you ’U rank as a 
bore. 


Think twice ere you let a menu 
Transmute you to items you munch ! 
One exception we’ll make — ^you may 
brew 

A jovial jorum of Punch ! 
PETTICOAT PRINTS. 

[Mrs. J. R. Green has asserted* that women 
form the majority of newspaper readers, and 
complained that journalists, in the preparation of 
newspapers, thought only of men.] 

Say not the fair has been forgotten ^ 

By all that broach the midnight ink ; 
Though half the morning press' be rotten, 
The “ ha’p’nnies ” know how women 
think : 

If they despise the hand that holds the 
cotton 

Then strike me pink. 

Lo ! how the careless eye meanders 
From news of statesmen and police 
To boudoir tips and toilet candours, 

And remedies for facial crease, 

And, interspersed with stuflBng for the 
ganders, 

The sauce for geese. 

Here shall you find what arts demohsh 
The pimple (o’er your breakfast cup) ; 
What fashion’s latest whims abolish 
And what demand, and where to sup ; 
The way to peel potatoes and to polish 
Tiaras up. 


Here is the nymph’s delight, the ' 
“ shocker ” 

Telling how Guy, the baleful Bart., I 
Stole papers from Lord Edwin’s locker, — ' 
And (oh, be still, poor panting hearh !) 
Virtue shall triumph yet, beneath the 
soccer. 

In Monday’s part. 

Nay, when I contemplate the leaders, 

The foreign items planned to thrill, 
The interview that tells our readers 
How Mr. Tubbs (that lion quill) 
Welcomed our young reporter at “The 
Cedars ” 

On Streatham Hill, 

Showed him his sanctum and his kitten, 
Revealed his dietetic rules — 

I sometimes wonder if they ’re written, 
These papers, not for trousered fools, 
But solely for the demoiselles of 
Britain 

At boarding schools. 


The record for the splittest among 
infinitives has just been broken in a 
lease granted by the Australian Govern- 
ment to two gentlemen “to bona-fide 
and to the satisfaction of the Colonial 
Secretary for the time being in office 
commence the industry of a turtle fai*m.” 
Wake up, England. 
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for this, for I should feel far more confidence in using slang 

«iiD DrtrtK’iivir.nFFir'F wself if I were certain that it was not merely the language 

OUR BOOKIlVKa OFFICE. of decadence, but the natural effervescence of these hardy 

(By Mr. Pimoh's Staff of Learned Clerks.) Suffolk salts. 

It W® B SSTnew'^S; wilUe In the tale of Denis Yorhe’s school life-whidi is no^ Ae 

recot^ni^ed as one of this popidar airthor’s finest efforts.” least impressive part of The Fmt Bound Mr. 

W fofa nXllhei-s’ amioLement, strikes me as un- Sr. JoH^ Lucas starts “one up” on most writers of school 
xisMilv Ldest They might have said much more without stories, and wins the realistic medal by about eeveu up and 
wincf'bevond the mark. Seymour Charlton is a i>owerful six to play. Unfettered by the thought that he is wilting 
sS on Stemporarylife in high places, which combines for boys to read, he has not attempted to gloss o^r the 
?fe^-and manner of better days with the keen insight and unpleasant side of schoo -hfe. Here, as he sees it, is a 
exteS and peculiar information which is the boast, but faithful picture of a pubhc school, and parents possessing 
not dways the possession, of the modern journaHst. It is boys of artistic instinct may be advised to . study it careMy. 
Sab^t shami, political shams, social shams, business For a few moments I suspected that Demyvas ^ 
shams and o-eneraUv speaking, the futilities of life, in whose school to Oxford— and I quivered. But Mr. Lucas avoids 
GJiarfton, a lord, an Under-Secretary of hankers in The First Boand. Hems, a boy with music 
State and almost a Cabinet Minister, serves religiously as bubbling out of him, does not go to Oxfoid, but (aftei a 
m imposinv but sham and futile high-priest. There are brief and depressing time in the office of a local solicitor) to 

aii .London, where alter 

times when he badly y 


wants kicking, and at 
last, I rejoice to say, 
fate does succeed in 
catching him bend- 
ing,” and abruptly 
brings him to his 
senses and the arms of 
his neglected but for- 
giving wife. There are 
over two hundred thou- 
sand words and a very 
large number of charac- 
ters in the book, but it 
J is not a line too long. 

I suspect Mr. J. E. 
Patterson of not only 
writing his books with- 
in earshot of the brine, 
but of reading them out 
loud to the weaves, for 
nothing else could ex- 
plain the looseness of| 
Ids construction and the 
frequency of his hang- 
ing nominatives. He 
has to get in as much 
as he can, you see, in a 




Jungle Phologra'pher {to GlrajJ^e). 
FACE 16 OUT OF THE PICTURE.” 


‘Yes, youe expression is all right, but your 


London, where after 
many experiences bitter 
and sweet, he ulti- 
mately learns his lesson. 

One against the world 
will always win” was 
his motto, and estranged 
from his narrow-minded 
father his egotism in- 
creased until he was 
almost a prig. He rea- 
lised himself, however, 
just when success in 
the world of music was 
assured to him, and 
abandoning his fame 
and his selfishness he 
returned to the home 
which he had left and 
lo the father who needed 
him. To some readers 
this may seem an in- 
adequate finale to an 
unusually brilliant 
book, but to me it is at 
once artistic and true. 
Mr. Lucas is a master 
ill the expression of 
temperament, and he 


])reath before the breaker crashes on to the beach. Any treats Bohemian London with both love and jus^ce. Tlie 
way, there is no denying that he has caught the ‘‘ surge Fwst Found is hy no means a short one, but I was far 
and thunder” of his foreground, and is quite as much at from being tired at the end of it. 

home on (or just off) the East coast as a herring would be. ■. i j 

Watchers hj the Shore (Methuen) is a novel of primitive Richard Noij “ divided women rouglUy into those who had 

emotions and uneducated people, whose story has value and those who had not ‘ It. ^ ” (He didnH really do it roughly, 
because it is touched with the rude grandeur of their sur- of course; that is raer.ely a figure of speech). ‘ It was 
roundings. The author has sternH resisted the temptations something indefinable yet quite perceptible. The women 
of conventional melodrama, for the'betrayer of his heroine, a he felt he could be in sympathy with had It, and yet he 
man wdth some very contemptible moments, turns over a deliberately married one without. The Intruding Angel 
new leaf and marries her in the end, whilst her “adopted” (Hurst and Biaokett), by Mr. Charles Marriott, is his 
father, who threatens to murder the villain (and very nearly stoiy, and whether because of his selection of the wrong girl, 
does murder his brother as the supposed offender), becomes or because of his rather tedious habit of introspection in 
finally his friend and boat-mate. The character of Joan is a which the author encourages him, it failed to excite my very 
little colourless, hut those of Gideon, her protector, Huldah,' deep interest. “The intruding angel” is the lady he ought 
his superstitious wife, and Emit, the “wise man” (I am glad to have married, only she doesn’t intrude until too late, and 
there are really people called “Knut”) are excellent studies, then she is rather too soulful (though common sense is her 
For the most part, too, Mr. Patterson’s fishermen do not strong point), and a little bit of a nuisance. I found both 
unduly philosophise, and their verbal “ dialectic ” is very her and Richard unconvincing. Each is so terribly good 
plausible. This makes it the more surprising to me that the at answering the other’s questions before they have been | 
words “ripping,” “bounder” and “rot” are all put into their uttered that I couldp.’t help suspecting that the author 
mouths. I should like to know whether there is authority gave them the tip. 




CHARIVARIA. 

A NEW club is being founded, tbe 

members of wbicb are to be known by ^ ^ 

numbers. The idea, we believe, is bor- The annouucemeni that a French * 

rowed from our prisons, wbicli for cbeer- has invented an instrument which. Mrs. Alfred LiTfELTON has written a 

fulness and sociability compare so renders it possible to see microbes which miracle play. This should prove a great 
favourably with some of our clubs. have hitherto been invisible through success, for we understand that it needs 

ordinary microscopes, has caused no a miracle nowadays to make a play pay. 
‘‘ One of the tragedies of the fight little annoyance to the germs concerned, ***:}.* 

against property,” says Mr.KEiR Hardie, who only ask to be left alone. We are Dr. Bodje would like it to be known 
fVknt lift IS -nnh rnmiected in 


delinquents was that, not being profi- terrorising a district near Marseilles 
cient readers, they thought the title was wear masks of crape, as a token, we take 
“ Rat Book.” :}c ^ it, of consideration respectuense for their 


victims. 


Mrs. Alfred Lyttelton has written a 


“is that the lower you get - 
iu the scale the less people 
seem able to help themselves.” 
This comes rather ungra- 
ciously from Mr. Hardie so 
soon after one of the class 
referred to had helped him- 
self to his watch. 

* ^ 

A meeting of the memhers 
of the Duma has decided to 
invite a delegation of the 
British House of Lords and 
House of Commons to visit 
Russia next spring. These 
ignorant foreigners evidently 
do not know that there will be 

no Houseof Lords next spring. 

* ^ 

* 

“I have not sold so much 
whiskey as I anticipated,” 
said Mr. Lloyd George. This 
is not the only sign that his 
Budget has sobered people. 

It does not seem to have 
■been generally noticed that 
with a quaint sense of fitness 
the portrait of Mr. Stead 
which appeared in The Daily 
Ohronicle on the date of the 
publication of one of his 
spook interviews w^as draivn 

by a CoEEiN. pj. * 

* 

It is thought, by the way, 
that one effect of the enter- 
prise of The Daily Chronicle 
will be that many distin- 
guished persons, before pass- 
ing away, will issue an 
authoritative statement cau- 






that he is not connected in 
any way with Dr. Bode, who 
is alleged to have been bested 
in the matter of a bust. 

In Great Britain, it is said, 
there are 1,250,000 super- 
fluous women. A corres- 
pondent writes to know if 
this figure comprises all the 
Suffragettes. 

!¥ 9fe 

The ground floor of a build- 
ing in the Strand which is 
decorated by a number of 
nude figures has been opened 
as a hatter’s, but those per- 
sons who objected to the 
statuary are still crying out 
that this hardly meets the case. 

A contemporary announced 
that its next issue would, “in 
addition to its many attractive 
features, contain a coloured 
cartoon of Mr. F. E. Saiith.” 
The introduction of the word 
“other” before “attractive” 
would perhaps have been 
more tactful. 

“History is useless if we do 
not learn from it the lesson that I 
the advanced wing of a -party 
always hustles the moderates out 
of their place, or, in colloquial 
language, ‘the tail wags the dog.’ ” 
— The Times. 

But why is it more collo- 
quial to be wagg^ by a tail 
than to be hustled by a wing ? 


We are glad to hear that Mr. Frank 
Richardson is making satisfactory pro- 


* Despondent Individual (to the penny %clii(ih he has thrown into the Commercial Candour. ^ 

Serpentine aitev tossing “Heads I hathe, tails I don t the result being ^ finn of tailors, talking 

'""iereI now you cax see ’ow yov like it this^weather. ^ circular of^the “tradi- 

• — 1 tion of reticence in our class 

sorry, little microbes, but this is an age of trade” {sym'paihetie eTieers) rays 
of publicity and we fear you will liaye “ Customera have told us that xt was some 

t ^^Stbntrram ” ■ before they discovered that u-e were 

to go with, the Strrain. 

Berlin, we are told, possesses a black Great Tbiouglit?. 


(ierpennne alter Tossing jacauo x ^ 

tioning the public that it is j^ecids). “There I kow you cax see ’ow yov like it this weather! 

’ not their intention to grant . ISaunters off. 

anv interviews after death, — ; ;; . TT ^ 

' and stigmatising any that may be pnb- sorry, little microbes, but tbis is an age of trad 
Hshed a! mere journaHsm. of publicity, and we fear you will liaye “Cm 


of publicity, and we fear you will liaye 
to go with the stream. 

Berlin, we are told, possesses a black 


gress. He is, we understand, of the taxicab driver. Tms surely is the ideal Knell oe the Budget.— Mr. R. S. 

oninion that, bad be not been ill at tbe colour for a cbau&eur, enabling Jim prospective Umoijist candidate for i 

time of tbe Bermondsey election, Mr. to emerge from an examination ot the Stirlingshire, speaking at Bann^kbum to 
DuMPHRETS and bis whiskers would not underneatb of bis car with unimpaired ^bt, said to Bemondseyihad signed the 
now be in tbe House of Commons. . complexion. 

SSod^lXCUfJ-Llylh. tol . gang rf highwaym.. wto ..Jdr te left to » Boa.. 
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THE QUESTION OF THE HOUR. 

[It is rumoured that tlie better class o£ women are in revolt against 
the turban ” stjde of coiffure, and desire to revert to the old system of 
pin-curls.] 

Let Liberals sing (or even roar 
While I am f till upon my feet) 

The praise of Members who ignore 
Fair Play when suffering from the heat ; 

Let Tory noinstrels intimate 
Whose was the shield that wanted cleaning 
When Scot met Scot in grim debate 
With yet a third Scot intervening ; — 


'deities keeping them ever on the alert for the complete 
performance of their devotional obligations. Certainly in 
the temples that they reared they were not wanting in a 
sense of the dignity that befits the building in which one’s 
public religious duty is performed. The Parthenon is the 
name of one of these temples, and, all things considered, 
it does great credit to the somewhat primitive people that 
erected it. It is a question whether many of our building 
contractors of the present day, with their mortar-mixing 
machines, steam cranes, and other modern inventions, 
could greatly improve upon this structure. 

Finally, in all matters of taste, the Greeks of old came 
very nearly up to the standards of our day. 


For me I loose a loftier theme, 

Shall live when Lethe’s tides obscure 
(Like memories of an ugly dream) 

The episode of Mi*. Ure ; 

To wider issues I am wed, 

Less crudely banal, less suburban, 

And ask. Shall Woman have her head 
Swathed in a horrid hairy tmban ? 

Shall Woman take it lying down, 

And cringe to Fashion’s dumped decree. 
Taught how to titivate her crown 
By mannequins from over-sea? 

What ! shall our sisters take their tone 
From stuff that France decides to sell ’em, 
Eeckless of what becomes their own 
Peculiar style of cerebellum 9 

I hear the hoarse appeal go out : — 

England ! how long before we tire 
Of twists and twiddles roped about 
A sketchy scaffold-work of wire ? 

Put off, put off your alien ‘^swirls,” 

Resume the arts that better fit you — 

Those little inexpensive curls 
With pins to keep ’em stuck in situ. 

0. S. 


AN INTERESTING LITTLE COUNTRY. 

Greece, a country which has been much in the public 
eye of late, is a land of no little interest, with quite a history 
of its own. 

Long before you and I were born, dear reader, its 
inhabitants evinced an intelligence which, considering the 
remoteness of ' their time from our own day, with its 
intellectual;#advantages, must be designated as little short 
of remarkable. Greece, in fact, is a veritable home of song 
and story, and its artistic achievements might put to the 
blush even the works of some of our modern artists. 

This' rugged little country, whose shores were then lapped 
by the blue* waters of the Mediterranean just as they axe 
to-day, had its poets, its authors, its philosophers, its artists 
its orators, its dramatists, and its mil tary geniuses literally 
thousands of years ago (this is no exaggeration), many of 
whom would have compared favourably in their own parti- 
cular callings with our own Mr. Harold Begbie, Mr. William Le 
Qcedx, Mir. ©. K. Chestertok, Sir Hubert Herkomer, Mr. Ure, 
Sir. Somerset Maugham, and Sir Robert Badeh-Potoll. 

The Greeks were not only a remarkably intelligent people, 
they were physically a fine race of men. Although goK, 
cridiet, footbjiiS, and other of our popular games were not 
known to them, they devoted much time to athleticism, and 
it is no secret that our own word Marathon had its origin 
in Grecian legend. 

If they were not altogether orthodox in their theological 
outlook, they were distinctly religious, their multiplicity of 


A STUDY IN LIGHT GREEN. 

In connection with the rumour that Mr. Gladstone is to 
be appointed first Governor of United South Africa, The 
Westminster Gazette has been rebuking The Times for its 
^‘partisan attack” upon that gentleman. To the perfect 
partisan, of course, aU things are partisan, and it may not 
have occurred to The Westminster that The Times might, in 
considering this rumoured appointment, have conceivably 
criticised Mr. Gladstone on his actual merits. It would be 
instructive to apply The Westminster s methods of rebuke 
to one of its own paragraphs appearing on the same day 
and page, and running as follows : — 


“Lord Tiverton, Lord Halsbury’s sou aud lieir, who has been 
adopted as Tariff Refomi Candidate for Carmarthen, has hitherto shown 
more interest in the stage than in politics. Under the name of 
‘Oliver Bath,’ it may he remembered, he wrote a musical comedy 
ent’tled Naughty Nancy, which was produced some years ago at the 
Savoy Theatre without exactly setting the adjacent river on fire. 
Perhaps, however, Lord Tiverton, who is not yet thirty, will do better 
at St. Stephens.” 

Let us take ourselves very seriously and pay The West- 
minster the flattery of imitation. Let us use its rebuke „to 
The Times for our model, and see what can be done by way 
of rebuke for this partisan attack” on Lord Tiverton : — 


-I. ,o » «... »» H. 

for some months, the whole discussion is premature, but it is not 
premature to protest, as we do, in the strongest possible way against 

Uvis attempt to prevent { e^ibiting 

{!“ 

{^SecSt. • • • criticism, and we 

(Lord Tiverton’s 


Empire 

XT. f play^ 

of the Cabinet. 

do not for a moment say that *[ record is above 

criticism, hut we do say that it is singularly unfair and ungenerous 
to write him down as a failure in order to prevent his possible 

{ election for a great Welsh constituency, ttt .. a 

appointment to I Hgh Imperial office. coi>&ieU tliat 

{ ““sled by a partisan attack into thinking 


any the worse of 


Lord Tiverton. 
Mr. Gladstone.” 


f^The Daily News’’ and the Peers. 

Ho other paper, not even the penny ones on the Tory 
side, had had wind of it. To The Daily News alone has 
been confided the information that ‘‘three hundred Peers 
have intimated to Lord Lansdowne their intention of voting 
against the second reading of the Finance Bill.” One pictures 
each^ of the three hundred (how oligarchical it sounds !) 
stealing up Bouverie Street under cover of darkness and the 
guns of H.M.S. Buzzard^ to impart the confidential news 
to our neighbour over the way. What a thing it is to be - on 
terms of private intimacy with so many members of that 
exclusive body, the Peerage ! 
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AN ATMOSPHERE OE MISTRUST. 

B™„.-I hear imiffi'S A ROOD EEAl OF DIB8H.SI0S H THE SERVICE. TEH, ME WHAT TOtJ 
™ THm A HT, BUI WE MARE IT A ROTE HOWABATS EOT TO TilR 

ABOUT THESE THIHGS.” 
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A GAMBOLLINa BEANO. 

An addition to the already existing 
facilities for gamhling has just been 
invented, we regret to say, by Mr. Oyiiil 
Maude, and in the interest of so inno- 
cent a charity as the Actors’ Orphanage. 
The proceedings are fatally simple. 
Each sportsman first lassoes, bird-limes, 
waylays, or otherwise catches a Mexi- 
can jumping bean, which he then 
matches against the other players’ beans 
in the middle of some concentric 
circles drawn upon a heated plate. 
The owner or trainer of the bean which 
first jumps the outer circle -takes the 
pool. 


I We have here the alarming prospect 
of our hitherto unsullied Englishmen’s 
Homes being turned into little Monte 
Carlos by this insidious game of chance. 
The blameless firesides of Baron’s Court 
and Golder’s Green will alike rever- 
berate with the hoarse cry of the 
croupier announcing “ La five est 
sautee — rien ne va plus ! ” 

The guileless mothers’-meeting of the 
Smart Set known as a “ beanfeast ” will 
henceforward acquire a sinister signifi- 
cation, while to give a person beans will 
be to consign him to utter perdition. 
There are still other and ^ darker 
aspects of this most unhappy discovery 
of Mr. Maude’s. Think of the overstrung 


nerves of the unfortunate maggot-occu- 
pant, forced to imitate a cat upon hot 
bricks, and of the xmhealthy rivalry and 
lowered moral tone of the beans in their 
struggle for victory. There will be 
doped beans and gingered beans, and, 
we shudder to say, boiled beans — ^in fact 
all the malpractices of the turf and the 
gaming-table combined. 

No, this wdU not do at all. Our un- 
spotted purity has gone, and we are no 
longer ignorant how many beans make 
five. We can only suggest that all who 
may be bitten by the jumping vegetable 
should forward a shilling each to the 
fund in question by way of conscience 
: money. 
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BEWARE ! 

0 YOU that hold that Britain grows degenerate, • 

That all her fighting spirit ’s passed away, 

That Lnxuiy ’s tlie only god we venerate, 

And War a thing that fills ns with disnaay, 

Go, listen to the party politician 
(Who clearly represents the common folk), 

And there you ’ll find the Briton of tradition 
As loud a warrior as ever spoke. 

The merest phase of controversial prattle 
Is lifted to a military plane ; 

They never pass a day without a “Battle,’’ 

And everyone ’s engaged in a “ campaign ” ; 

The Minister, whose conduct of the nation 
Is hampered hy the party that oppose, 

Can hardly make a popular oration ^ 

Without “ declaring war” upon his “ foes.” 

The stumper armed with demagogic speeches 
Invariably strikes a martial chord, 

And, calling on the mob to “ man the breaches,” 
Remarks that he s about to “ draw the sword.” 

“ The fighting ” will be fierce, no doubt, but glorious ; 

Their “ troops ” are being “marshalled ” to the field ; 
And all their ranks, agog to be victorious, ^ 

Are “ marching on ” to conquer, not to yield. 

The speaker means to keep the “ coloui’s flying ” 

(He generally “ nails them to the mast ”), ^ 

And tells you straight that, if it comes to dying, 

The ditch that he’s selected is the “last.” 

And every word is fully up to Cocker 
And free alike of fear and of reproach ; 

With lots of “ ammunition in the locker,” 

As long as there’s a lozenge or a troche. 

Let no misguided Continental Caesar 
Imagine that the country ’s on the drop. 

When military phrases such as these are 
The politician’s ordinary shop. 

For who can hear these martial voices welling, 

And doubt that Britain ’s warlike at the core ? 

Tho’ some among the brave were first in yelling 
Against the country when she was at war. 

It only shows it ’s well to keep an eye on 
The mask our heroes on occasion wear ; 

That if you scratch the rat, you 11 find the lion ; 

It takes a bit of scratching, but he ’s there. 

And still the ancient spirit of bravado 
. Is breathed into our members — by the lungs ; 

And the meanest is a bloody desperado, 

And a beggar in a Battle -^f the Tongues. 

Dum-Dum. 

“The Czar has received the Turkish Embassy iu formal audience at 
Livadia. At a suhs^uent luncheon Eifaat Pasha sat on His Majesty’s 
right hand.” — The Pioneer. 

No doubt any little awkwardness that arose was soon 
smoothed over ; but another time Rifaat must look where 
he is sitting. 

Extract from a letter to The Nation : — 

* “If ’-the Lords have ‘climbed down* it will have taken all the steam 
out of our boiler.” 

Which looks as if their former position were on the safety-valve. 


IN DEFENCE OF OUR FACES. 

Mr. J. a. Macdonald, Editor of The Toronto Glohe and 
lately a delegate of the Imperial Press Conference, has been 
publishing criticisms on England as he found her. The 
following passage is representative; “The thing that stands 
out as the background of every reminiscence was the 
bloodless, mirthless, hopeless face of the common crowd ” ; 
in London he found “ the hollow-eyed procession”; at Ports- 
mouth he remarked “the human sediment that littered the 
doorways”; at Sheffield he was staggered by the “stooped 
shoulders, hoUow chests, ash-coloured faces, lightless eyes, 
and loose-set mouths with bloodless gums.” One letter of 
protest has already appeared, and we are happy to be able 
to present our readers with other correspondence on this 
grave matter. 

' Sir,— I write on behalf of my poor wife, who is much 
distressed by Mr. Macdonald’s remarks. She had intended 
to be out ill the lane in her Sunday best, which we had 
specially redeemed for the occasion, when Mr. Macdonald 
passed." She pleads that she truly miscalculated the time, 
so that she was engaged in washing-up when IT occurred. 
She was stooping over the tub, so that her ^ chest was 
temporarily hollow, and if there was no light in her eyes 
there was soap, and, if this is not sufficient excuse, let it 
he added that I was not in the house. She objects to being 
called “human sediment,” hut I tell her that this is a 
common form of colonial greeting, and that affection in 
Toronto always expresses itself in this way. She also bids 
me to put in a word for myself, and to say that she has 
conclusively proved, in a moment of (regretted) passion, that 
my face is not habitually anaemic, and she would like to 
make the same experiment on Mr. Macdonald. 

Yours, etc., Alfred Smith. 

Bye Lane, Portsmouth, 

Sir, — My solicitor tells me that I have no real "^case for 
libel against Mr. Macdonald, but I am convinced that his 
unfair strictures refer to me. I was on the pavement close 
to him as he passed into the White City, and I felt liim 
stare at me. My vertebral nerves tingled under his scrutiny: 
the blood fled from my face to my nose, where it remains j 
to this day in spite of massage. When I returned home,* my | 
wife told me I was the picture of misery, and called in the 
doctor. I regret to say that at present no treatment has 
availed. Is it right, Sir, that a man should abuse our 
nation for the mdadies which lie himself has caused hy 
looking at us imperially? Yoxu’s, etc., 

Shepherd's Bush, Alfred Smith. 

Sir, — On the day when Mr. Macdonald inspected our works 
I was not at my best. Things had upset me. The previous 
evening I had had a serious political quarrel which ended in 
a street fight. My mouth was much damaged, my front 
teeth having been knocked out for the Cause. So far 
from being hollow, however, my eyes were much swollen, 
and I can only discredit the accuracy of Colonial observation 
in this matter. Besides, I had been unable to get the water 
to boil for my tea before starting to work ; my baby had 
cried all night ; I bad pinched my finger in the door ; my 
.mate had taken sick leave, and his substitute was incom- 
petent. All these things combined to make me a' poor 
spec.men .on that eventful morning when the Great Editor 
LOOKED at me. But my usual nickname in the works is 
Rubicund Alf , which, I think, amply disposes of the too-hasty 
fictions published in Toronto. Yours, etc., 

Sheffield, Alfred Smith. 

Character in a Nutshell. 

" You may take it from me that Latham’s modesty is more innate and 
self-assumed than real .” — The Chauffetir. 




AWFUL EFFECT ON SOCIETY OF THE POPULARITY OF THE STAGE BURGLAR-HERO. 
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THE FIFTH. 

Dear Me, Punch, — I feel sure you 
will like to liear of our Fifth of Novem- 
ber celebrations. We always do our 
best to have a jolly night; but this 
year surpassed all expectations in two 
ways, as I will tell. 

We began, however, with a little 
difference of opinion which I was afraid 
might ruin everything. You see, we 
always have to decide as to who the 
guy shall represent, which is a matter 
of no small importance. Well, we met 
as usual to discuss this point, and found 
to our horror that we were exactly 
divided for and against Mr. Lloid 
George. Father, Cecil, and I were for 
Lloyd George, and Uncle Dick, Horace 
Campbell (the Yicar’s son), and Norah 
against him. So we called in the Vicar 
to give the casting vote. He made an 
impressive speech in doing so. His 
own feeling, he said, was that^ it was a 
mistake to have what he called topical 
guys. The 'Fifth of November stood 
for a real event, and should 'be per- 
petuated as such, and for his part he 
would like to see the effigy of Guy 
Faw:^s, and Guy Fawkes only. Con- 
sidering everything, however, particu- 
larly the distressing times in which 
we lived, he should give his casting 
vote for Mr. Lloyd George. 

The point thus decided, we set to 
work at once to make the guy, upon 
which, lest there should be any mistake, 
we fixed its name on a very legible label. 
We then stuffed it full of explosives. 

The great evening at last arrived, and 
all the villagers came on the lawn, as 
they always do, and Father made them 
a little speech before we went to the 
field where the bonfire was. They were 
a little restless, and some of the boys 
rather spoilt the effect of the oratory 
by letting off crackers ; but it was im- 
pressive none the less. After welcoming 
them, and saying that when the fire was 
over there would be a barrel of beer on 
tap — (cheers) — Father said that he 
wanted them to be as happy as possible, 
but not quite to lose sight, even in their 
wildest moments, of what it all meant. 
“ The Fifth of November,” he said, is, 
with the exception of elections — ^and I 
hope all you men,” he added, ‘‘are 
going to vote straight when the elec- 
tions come, probably in January — the 
only occasion on wliich we are able 
without hindrance fo express our 
opinion of tyi'anny, oppression, Social- 
ism, robbery, and ah other detestable 
things. I trust you wiU ah Took very 
carefuhy at our guy this evening, be- 
cause it has been chosen and made with 
^eat care. And now I wish you all a 
jolly evening.” 

Father finished there, but the Vicar, 
I am sorry to say, was very cross with 


him. “My dear Sir,” he said, “don’t 
let them go without saying something 
as to the real origin of the annual car- 
nival.” But Father refused. “Next 
year,” he said, “not to-night. Let them 
be happy to-night ; ” and of course he 
had his way. 

We then all went to the field, where 
a barrel of tar had just been poured 
over the wood, and then Father lit it, 
while we all cheered, and then the 
villagers marched round it singing 

Rule Britannia, ^^God Save the 
the Twilight ^‘But me 
among the Girls, and other suitable 
songs, and then, when the flames were a 
little lower, we brought the guy out of 
the summer-house, where it had been 
put, and carried it to the fire. 

We were carrying it round the fire, 
while the villagers were all cheering, 
when Father screamed out, “ Stop ! 
Stop ! ” We stopped, of course. “ Who ’s 
been altering the name?” he roared. 
The name! And then for the first 
time we saw that, instead of “ Mr. Lloyd 
George,” the label now read “Mr. Bal- 
four.” We were thunderstruck. “ Who 
did that?” Father roared again; but 
no one said anything. “T demand 
an answer,” Father cried again. But 
still no one spoke ; and in a perfect 
fury Father left the field. 

Everyone was very uncomfortable, and 
I don’t know what would have happened 
if the Vicar had not seized the guy, and, 
tearing off the Mr. Balfour label, roared 
out, “ Three groans for Guy Fawkes 1 ” 
We all groaned for Guy Fawkes with 
great spirit and excitement, and the guy 
was then flung on the fire and the songs 
began again. Everyone threw sqxribs at 
everyone else, and was very joUy. 

So the evening was saved, and was 
indeed, as I said, so far as fire and fire- 
works were concerned, quite perfect. 

We have not yet discovered who 
changed the label; but I have more 
than a doubt about Norah. 

Yours sincerely, John Mowbray. 


On behalf of the Editor of The Montreal 
Daily Star, we beg to acknowledge the 
lifting of one of Mr, Punches pictures, 
“An American at Oxford,” by that 
journal. 

“LOCAL INTELLIGENCE. 
To-Morrow. 

Emperor of Japan bom, 1852.” 

The Gloucester Citizen. 
Yet SO famous has he become that they 
are going to celebrate the day even in ^ 
such distant places as J apan. 

From an election address : — 

“ Entirely xinsohcited, I was, upwards of 18 
months ago, prevailed upon to become a Candi- 
date for Municipal honours.” 

A man like this should go far. 


MUSICAL JOTTINGS. 

The revival of the concertina by Mr. 
Josef Holbrooke, who has restored to its 
proper position this Cinderella of the 
orchestra, has already exerted a most 
encouraging influence on the prospects 
of other equally sphitual but even more 
cruelly neglected instruments. 

Mr. Hamish McKeltie, the famous 
Gaelic composer who was recently inter- 
viewed by our representative, has an 
unlimited belief in the orchestral capa- 
bilities of the bagpipes, which he intends 
to exploit in his new comic golfing opera 
called Mairi of Machrihanish, ' Asked 
why he had such faith in the bagpipes, 
Mr. McKeltie replied that it was not 
patriotism but sesthetic intuition that 
inspired his admiration. “The colour 
of the bagpipes, ’ lie replied, “ is fruitier 
and more puugent than that of any other 
instrument. Of course, the ordinary 
bagpipes is practically a parlour toy, and 
is apt to be submerged in an orchestra. 
What I want, and what I am having 
specially made for my opera, is an in- 
strument of the dimensions of a full- 
grown giraffe, with a bellows about the 
size of a grand piano. Such an instru- 
ment in the hands of a capable player 
will simply electrify an audience. It 
can emit a high snarl, beside which the 
trumpeting of a wounded elephant sounds 
tame. The timhre of its upper register 
is curiously like the unearthly yell of 
the gorilla, the most sinister of all sylvan 
sounds.” 


As for Mairi of Machrihanish, Mr. ' 
McKeltie describes it as a psychical ex- 
travaganza, standing midway between the 
mysticism of Debussy and the pragma- 
tism of Eichard Strauss. Strictly, it is 
termed an “ ethico-lyrico-music-parable ” 
with a touch of subliminal bizarrerie 
thrown in. The libretto is by the 
, Marquis of Mull, whose fine version of j 
The Ancient Mariner in the heroic j 
couplet recently created such a stir in 
literary circles, and the composer has 
assigned a leading motive to aE the 
principal characters, viz., Mairi, Hector 
McPherson (-f 2), General McBogey 
(scratch), Widlie (a Caddie), and Albert 
Perhins of Tooting Bee, the villain of 
the plot, who tries to brain Hector with: 
a niblick, but is foiled in his feE intent 
by the devoted Wullie, and condemned 
to spend every Sunday for two years in 
Glasgow. 


Mr, Bamberger, on the other hand,, is 
an enthusiastic believer in the tonal 
potentialities of the Jew’s-harp, which 
he declares to be more ethereally sug-. 
gestive than any other instrument. As * 
he happily expressed it in an interview ^ 
with our representative, “There is ani 
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exquisitely quangly-wangly flavour about 
this rauch-maligned moutk-organ wkicli 
always fills me with, ineffable delight, 
and transports me in a moment to the 
vine-clad summits of Palestine.” Asked 
whether he thought that the harp that 
once resounded in Tara’s Halls was of 
this pattern, Mr. Bamberger said that 
Professor Kuno Meyer inclined to favour 
the theory that it was more closely allied 
to the Welsh harp. Anyhow, he is re- 
solved to do what he can to revive the 
glories of this superb implement, and at 
his next recital will introduce a new 
sonata for piano and harp, in which he 
will play the former with his nose and 
left hand and the latter with his mouth 
and right hand. A portrait of Mr. 
Bamberger executing this remarkable 
feat, painted by his fathei*-in-law, Sir 
Pompey Boldero, will soon be on view 
at all the stations on the underground 
and tube railways. 


Lord Eoyal de Warden, the distin- 
guished millionaire musician, has long 
been anxious to exploit the possibilities 
of the comb. This charming instru- 
ment, so sadly overlooked in the modern 
passion for sonority, has a tender and 
toothsome tvmbre which is all its own. 
Intensified by a Parsons’ auxetophone, 
it develops a penetrating quality un- 
surpassed by any other instrument. 
Lord Royal de Warden has now formed 
an orchestra of one hundred performers, 
fifty of whom are equipped with soprano 
and fifty with tenor tortoiseshell combs. 
The balance of tone is pronounced to be 
extraordinarily perfect by those who have 
been privileged to attend the perform- 
ances of what is known at Dover as the 
Royal Beach-combers’ Band. 


Mr. Archy Pelago, who is one of the 
most prominent luminaries of the Young 
British School, has just completed a 
quartet for the somewhat novel com- 
bination of ocarina, mirliton, tenor 
schreckhorn, and contrabass-Dudelsack. 
The new work, which is exciting the 
liveliest apprehensions in musical circles, 
wiU be shortly produced at one of the 
Bentwood concerts. 


THE DILEMMA. 

[‘T am in the unique and imfortimale position 
that I am blamed if I speak, and cursed if I 
remain silent.’'— Lord BoBebery^ 

Pity a puzzled peer 
Whose duty is far from clear : 
Whatever his action. 

Grave dissatisfaction 
Is hooted from far and near. 

In days when that peer was young 
His praises were loudly sung ; 

The world was delighted 
- . » And all were united 

In praise of his silver tongue. 



Client, “I WISH TO see one of your principals, please.” 
Clerli. “ Yes, Sir ; what matter is it * Be ’ 9 ” 


But now if he breathes a word 
The fury of men is stirred, 
And everyone rates him 
And bitterly slates him 
As soon as his voice is heard. 

He talks mere Tory rot ; 

He ’s all that he once was not ; 
He ’s stupid and mulish 
And selfish and foolish — 

In short, he ’s a bad, bad lot. 


On one who is skulking 
And, coward-like, sulking 
Alone in his shameful tent. 

If silence is quite taboo 
And speech is forbidden too, 
If he ’s cursed for a clacker 
And damned for a slacker, 
What is a poor peer to do ? 


A !N‘atural Brror. 


But, if he attempts to stay 
At home in a quiet way, 

They aR grow abusive 
Of one so elusive, 

And terrible things they say. 

Them energy all is spent 
Lx finding their wrath a vent 


From “Notes and Queries,” in The 
Field : — 

About two months ago some workmen on 
this estate noticed a fox carrying something 
which at first they thought to be a cock pheasant. 
On giving chase the fox dropped its breakfast, 
which was found to be an eel.” 

Possibly the fox also thought it was a 
cock pheasant at first. 
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CANALS ! 

[Professor Lowell reports that new caDals are being built in Mars.] 

“Professor, you know about planets; youVe gauged both 
tkeir hopes and their fears ; 

Come, tell me,” I said, 

“ Are they living or dead, 

These wonderful wandering spheres ? 

Are the crusts of them merely museums, or are they as busy 
as we ? 

Do they grind their own axes, 

Or rave about taxes ? ^ 

And what of their trade— is it free ? ' 

Are they subject at all times to order and law ? 

And what do they think about Redford and Shaw ? 

“ Professor, you know about planets ; their orbits and all that 
they do 

In their marvellous race 
Through the deserts of space 
They are every-day triies to you. 

So tell me the news of the planets ; say how they are whirling, 
and why ; , 

Report with precision 
The facts of your vision. 

The scenes as they come to your eye.” 

“ They are making,” he said, as he gazed at the stars, 

“ Canals — ^yes, canals, on the surface of Mars [ ” 

Canals 1 That is all he can teU us. Canals ! we could do it 
at wiU. 


Our canals we can spare. 

For we ’ve conquered the air. 

But the Martians are building them still 1 
Oh, Lowell, when next you are anxious to move us to terror 
or bliss 

With news from the star-shine 
Of orbs that afar shine 
You must try to do better than this. 

Give us something more worthy of leaders and pars 
Than the silly canals.they are building in Mars. 

An American at the Court of St. James’s. 

W’e have only just had our attention called, by a Cuban 
correspondent, to a very perfect passage in The Social Ladder, 
a complete novel which appeared some - little time ago in a 
popular American magazine ; but it was worth waiting for. 
American genius, as we know, touches nothing which it does 
not adorn, even if it is only a North Pole, and the remarkable 
spectacle here described as visible on the occasion of a 
“Drawing JEloom” at which the heroine (U.S.A.) was pre- 
sented is certainly far in advance of common experience. 
Picture the following : — 

“A battalion [sic] of the Grenadier Guards was on duty in the palace 
quadrangle sitting their horses like statues, their accouterments [even 
the spelling has an exotic touch] gleaming in the moonlight.” 

Nothing, however, is said of the veteran Earl Roberts 
being in command of this magnificent squadron of artillery, ' 
and, with his own rifle, setting the time for the feu de joie 
which is so popular a feature at aU our best Drawing Rooms. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extraoted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, Hovem- 
her 1st — Advance of Mr. Dumphreys up 
floor of House, escorted by Opposition 
Whips, was marked by one of those per- 
sonal incidents that attract Members 
even more than a clause of the Budget 
Bill or a narrow squeak for Ministers 
in Division Lobby. Time was when 
House proudly reflected on circumstance 
that among its Membership it owned 
not one but two of the finest beards in 
Christendom. One was cultivated (pro- 
bably on a little oatmeal) by Donald 
Macfarlane, sometime Member for Ar- 
gyllshire; the other by our dear John 
Aiud, whose withdrawal fi*om the Par- 
liamentary scone is regretted on both 
sides. Invidious to attempt comparison. 
Suffice it to say that their combined 
lengths, if joined hair to hair, would 
have encircled St. PauTs Cathedral 
fifteen times. 

Their glory has departed from West- 
minster. Save for Sir John Kennaway, 
and he is about to leave us, the present 
House is equally democratic and beard- 
less. The new Member for Bermondsey 
brings to consideration of State affairs a 
pair of whiskers that will do something 
to redress the balance between the old 
House and the new. 

His entrance hailed this afternoon 
with tumultuous cheers from Opposition, 
who see in result of Bermondsey Election 
the writing on the wall which shall 
direct Peers what to do with Budget 
Bill. Often read of stormy cheers. For 
first time realised appropriateness of 
adjective. As applause swelled, the 
current of air artificially created and 
directed upon the person of new Member 
caught his voluminous whiskers ; waved 
them up and down, as a pennant flouted 
by a breeze at the masthead is tossed 
to and fro. 

Generally agreed that nothing like 
it ever seen in House before. Ban- 
bury says it’s a portent; means that 
the Lords will blow the Budget Bill 
into space as if it were a spare whisker 
or a wisp of straw. 

Business done, — ^Lords’ amendments 
to Town Planning Bill considered ; most 
important rejected. 

Wednesday , — ^No one looking on scene 
when Son Austen rose this afternoon to 
move rejection of Budget Bill on third 
reading would guess that Parliament 
and the country are on the eve of one of 
the most momentous crises of modern 
times. Benches not one-third occupied. 
Premier and Leader of Opposition 
apparently paired. Anyhow, neither in 
his place, an example liberally followed 
by their colleagues. 

No cheer greeted spokesman of 
Opposition as he presented himself at 



(Mr. Plulip Snowden.) 


Table. Possibly sight of pile of manu- 
script he laid thereon had something to 
do with general depression. In this 
month of November Members naturally 
aweary of the Budget and all its works. 

Good deal of fuss about women who 
have flung stones through drawing-room 
windows, or half blinded a harmless 
official in the effort to destroy ballot 
papers, being forcibly fed in order to 
save their lives. What is that to vrhat 
we in the Commons have suffered 
through full range of seasons of re- 
volving year ? Day after day, on second 
reading of Budget Bill, in Committee, 
on Report stage, have been forcibly fed 
with what Carlyle, describing Parlia- 
mentary debate, c^ed thrice-boiled 
colewort.” And here, in this merry 
month of November, is the dish handed 
round again as if it were as new as it is 
innutritions. 

Something almost fiendish in deliber- 
ately setting aside three days for debate 
on third reading. One hour would have 
more than sufficed. In strictly business 
assembly, as soon as Orders of Day were 


called on, when Clerk at Table recited 
the formula “ Finance Bill; third read- 
ing,” Chancellor of Exchequer would 
have hopped up and remarked : — 

“ I move that the Bill be now read a 
third time.” 

The Speaker would have put tlie 
question ; Ministerialists would have 
roared “Aye;” Opposition would have 
bleated “No ; ” Division forthwith taken. 

All over in twenty minutes, with rest 
of sitting available for work or play. 
The State would not have been one 
penny the worse ; result of Division 
would be precisely as it will stand at 
close of three days —unless, indeed, 
final process of recapitulation proves 
equivsdent to last straw, and some of our 
elder and weaker brethren succumb, 
reducing aggregate vote by so many 
units. Among many frailties and short- 
comings, no one can accuse House of 
Commons of being a business assembly 
in ordinary acceptance of term. 

So we solemnly set apart three days to 
sa3dng over again what has been ten 
times repealed during last seven months. 
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The Noble Art at Westminster. 


Tilings got almost too animated during the discussion of Mr. lire’s performances in the 
country. 


Midway in sitting gleam o£ hope and 
light flashed on j aded assembly. Evelyn 
Cecil on his legs making loyal effort to 
supplement any argument against the 
Bill, any illustration of Ministerial de- 
pravity, Cousin Robert may by chance 
have omitted from the one hundred 
and seventy-nine speeches delivered by 
him on successive stages. Audience, 
counting in the Mace, exactly sixteen. 
A MemW, yearning for seclusion and 
comfort of the family circle, moved 
a count. Paralysing prospect suddenly 
presented. What would they say in 



“What is a Man op Straw?’’ 

(The above — ^for Mr. Balfour’s information— 
is one that has proved iirunensely popular in 
Unionist districts.) 


England supposing, after long tirade 
proclaiming importance of Budget, de- 
bate should stand adjourned because 
not forty just men could be found to sit 
out more talking? 

Bells announcing count clanged 
through corridors. Startled groups 
gathered in dining-room, reading-room, 
library and smoking-room. The Whips 
hurried to and fro, driving in Members 
as sheep are herded into the fold at 
eventide. By time the sand had run 
out of glass on Table there were 
twice forty Members to be counted. 
Having submitted to operation and saved 
the State, they with one accord went 
forth again, leaving Cousin Evelyn to 
complete the sentence in which he was 
demonstrating “how ludicrous it is to 
talk of this as a poor man’s Budget.” 

Business done , — ^Third Reading of 
Finance Bill moved. 

Thursday . — ^Always glad of opportu- 
nity of extracting from Parliamentary 
proceedings moral lessons useful . for 
guidance of the young. One j ust 
cropped up. Everybody, young or old, 
lost in admiration of Prince Arthur’s 
erudition. A little weak, perhaps, where 
figures are concerned. Has not yet com- 
pleted the sum he commenced to work 
out in the spring, when Haval Estimates 
were set forth, and he desired to show 
how many more Dreadnoughts Germany 
would have in year 1912 beyond possi- 
bilities of British programme. But wA 
can’t have everything. Numerals (includ- 
ing dates) apart, his range of information 
is marvellous.' How does he do it ? 

Well — and it ’s here the moral lesson 
comes in— by seizing every opportunity 
to search for knowledge. In course of 
observations on -Town Planning Bill, 
John Burns took objection to an amend- 
ment which, he said, would enable a 
landlord to let a house to a man of 
straw. At the moment Prince Arthur 


was sitting on Front Bench with elbows 
on knees, his face buried in his hands. 
Instantly be sat up alert. On his legs 
as soon as J. B. had made an end of 
speaking. 

“What is a man of straw?” he 
eagerly asked. 

First impression, connected with cir- 
cumstaime that to-morrow is Guy Fawkes 
day, was that President of Local Govern- 
ment Board alluded to a, structure 
carefully compounded of inflammable 
material and carried about the streets 
preliminary to ignition. On reflection, 
found that the context disposed of this 
conjecture. Accordingly persisted in 
enquiry, posing J. B. with reiterated 
question, “ What is a man of straw ? ” 

Regret to say PRESiDEFr op Local 
Government Board showed himself un- 
equal to occasion. Question remained 
unanswered, Prince Arthur, once 
athirst for knowledge on a particular 
subject, not to be put off. Resolved, as 
soon as he gets home, to look matter up 
iu dictionary. 

Business done . — Resumed Debate on 
Budget BiU. 

Friday , — Third Reading of Budget 
Bill carried last night by 379 votes 
against 149. House adjourned till 23rd. 
Business really commences on day 
before, when Lords take the Budget in 
hand, possibly by the throat. 



:%■„ : 

An Antarctic Sunrise behind Mount 
Henry Lucy. 

(Lieut. Shackleton has so named a mountain 
in the extreme South.) 


“ With the advent of his first razor ... the 
youth erects a shrine to woman, and the niche 
is never left empty, only the goddess^is changed 
very often.” — Madame. 

But not so often as the niche, even if i 
be usually just under the chin. 
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THE NEW CHAUFFEUK. 

Employer, And now as to wages. 
Wliat do yon want ? 

Chauffeur, Forty pounds a year and 
all found. 

E, And wliat do yon expect to do for 
tliat ? 

C. To keep tlie car in good oi'der and 
drive you out in it. 

E, Yes. You must excuse me asking 
so much, but you see I don’t know you 
at all. What kind of a temper have 
you? 

C, Very good. 

E. Yes, of course. But I mean what 
kind of temper have you when you are 
told suddenly, late on a wet night, to go 
to the station ? 

G. Very good. 

E, Always? 

G. Certainly. 

E, Well, I want you to be quite sure. 
Is your temper so perfect tiiat, if I were 
to offer you another £5 a year to secure 
this point about unexpected runs in bad 
weather and so forth, it would make no 
difference ? 

G, I think it might make a difference. 

E. And you would stand by the 
bargain ? Never for a moment go back 
on it ? 

G, No. 

E. Then we will say £45. And one 
other point. There are some chauffeurs 
who are willing to go on an open road 
with no danger at only, say, twelve 
I miles an hour. You are not like lliat, 

I are you ? 

G, Certainly not. 

E, You are not willing to go slow ? 

G. No, 

I E. Ah, then, that settles it, for a 
chauffeur who objects to go slow is no 
I good to me. You see, I often want to 
I go slow. 

I G. Yes ; but, of course, if you wished 
I it 

i E. You said you were not willing. 

I Now, an unwilling servant is the last 
thing I require. 

0, But 

E, You mean that you could become 
willing to meet my wishes ? 

G, Yes. 

E, But • willingness must be more 
spontaneous than that. Suppose we were 
to fix it up now absolutely, would you 
continue in that frame? You would 
always be willing ? 

0. Always. 

E, Then shall we say another £5 
a year ? That makes £50. 

G, Thank you very much. 

E. Oh, no, not at all. It’s a com- 
mercial transaction. I want what you 
are prepared to sell. There is one other 
point. What kind of an expression do 
you wear when you are told by your 
employer to take out for a drive certain 




Mm 



















riea?*. ‘‘I HAVE BEEN HEARING A SAD ACCOUNT OF YOU, MrS. JONES.” 

Mrs. J 07m, “Ah! Sir, this is a shocking place for gossip.^' 


of his poorer friends who cannot afford 
more than a small tip, if any? 

C, I am perfectly content. 

E. Perfectly? 

G, Well, of course, one prefers to 
drive one’s own employer. 

E. Ah ! — ^but supposing I wished all 
your passengers to be of equal import- 
ance and interest to you ? There is no 
pleasure in a drive if the driver is sullen, 
Have you ever thought of that ? 

0, Never. 

E, You see it now? 

G. Yes, I see it now. 

E, And if I were to add another £5 it 
would guarantee the smile ? 

G. Absolutely. 

E. Very well, then, that makes it £55. 
AVe wiU leave it at that. You will begin 
on Monday. 

The Art of Entrenching. 

“Soaie of his remarks were cheered by the 
quondam cave-dwellers . , . entrenched in pro- 
minent comer seats.’’ — P. W. W,m “ The Daily 
Keicsr 


Tlie Transmigration of Souls. 

An advertiser in The Times who men- 
tions that he is a gardener (and adds, 

“ head working ” — ^always a good thing 
in any man) calls attention to his — 

“life experience ; eight years previous.” 

In his next existence he must really try 
another profession. Otherwise he will 
be looked upon as a man of one idea 
only. 

From a report of the Saturday Club,. 
Calcutta : — 

J‘The Chairman announced that the Com- 
mittee had had under their careful consideration 
the question of limiting the membership, this , 
matter liaving been brought up by a member. ! 
After examining the figures of members res. dent 
in, and absent from, Calcutta during 1908 and 
in view of the enlargement of the Ball room, 
the Committee did not think it necessary at 
present to recommend any action in this direc- 
tion.” 

Probably the member who brought the 
matter up was misled by the figures of 
one or two haUtuSs, 
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THE NEW FOLKS AT HOME. 


III. 

London (England). 

-I got your letter alriglit 


had made a break like that in Newport to see a football match. Well, this man 
or Fifth Avenue. Uncle Sam hasn’t got appears to have all his Saturday after- [, 
much use for a man that talks about noons off, and he took me to see a game. . 
breakinff un a Marquis ! Sadie, it was like a Dorcas, meeting ! I 


London (England). breaking up a Marquis ! Sadie, it was like a Dorcas, meeting ! || 

DE.m S.miE,— I got your letter alright Cy has been having trouble with a You would ha,ve laughed more than a- 
last mail, and was glad to hear fi-om you hotel man somewhere in the country, battle if you had been there Sakes, 
avain It was real good of you to send It was this way. Qy had heard that alive! I reckon our Bang^lle team 
akinv The Eannville Clarion, and we there was a room in this man’s hotel would have laid the whole caboodle out 
ah du" into it for a spell. It seems that a king slept in a few centuries ago, in ten imnutes. I suspicioned .it was | 
queer somehow, over hei-e,to read about so down he went to stay there himseK. going to he a tame affair semehow from; 

fi.nfl lvrLc]line'’-T3H6S. £llld till that, W611, wIlGH Cv pullGd Up at tll6 llOtGl tho tll6 lUGU W616 drOSSOd 110 


all dug into it for a spell. It seems that a king slept in a few centuries ago, 
queer, somehow, over here, to read about so down he went to stay there himself, 
hold-ups and Ivnching-bees, and all that. Well, when Cy pulled up at the hotel 


and Cv savs it makes him feel lonesome, it was an old-time place with a court- padding, and not a single nose-guard 


almost, but I tell him the feeling will yard, 
wear off. I reckon there ’s big money here I rooms- 

for a real live Sunday paper, some 

thing brisk and stingy, but Pop says 
No, the folks don’t want livening up 
any on Sundays, and murders are good 
enough for home reading anyway. 

Clara Butterick gave a dinner last 
week, and we all went along. I ^pect 
you remember Clara, at the Seminary ; 
she was a holy terror at basket-ball, 
and wrote the Matron’s Column in The 
Herald/ .WeU, this was a freak feed, 

I and Clara took no end of trouble over 
I it. The room was fixed up to represent 
I the North Pole, with newspaper re- 
' porters and a cinematograph machine ^ 

1 and sledges ; and my ! it %oas warm, ^ 
j eating in those furs. There was the ' ^ 

I Pole, with Old Glory stuck in it, for ^ 

! a table-center, and we all sat around ^ w 
on ice-hummocks, and waded into 
frozen soup and pemmican pie, pd 
talked Eskimo. It was a great notion, M 

and we acted our parts O.K,, ex- 
cept Pop, when he broke a tooth on a 
piece of frozen macaroni-cheese. He 
let rip something that wasn’t Eskimo 
— nothing like it ; but we aU talked 
away, and the dinner went off as slick ^ 
as a ward meeting, I reckon you ’ll 
have read about it by this time. It ’s 
in all the papers. ' . " ^ 

I went to a political meeting with 
Cy, and we had a great time. The 
meeting was a long way off from i 
here, so we travelled subterranean. , Ul 
Yon wouldn’t believe what a lot of Eouse 
men offered me a seat! We got *ardly 


and matchboarding round the among them! Just as things got started: 
—he was too late to get the room* and I was trying to size it all up, one' 

of the men got hurt, and, believe me 

or not, Sadie, that referee-guy blew his 
whistle and the other men aU gathered 
^ ^ around and .the-^game was stopped till 

the man got alright again 1 And they 
^ ^ call that kind of fooling football ! 

Another surprise to us was tlie way 
folks keep Sunday. I used to think , 
that it was quiet and lonesome here ' 
Sundays, -with all the streets empty | 
and no cars and racket.* You can! 
rub that off the slate, Sadie, right: 
away! I went to a’ pla'ce called; 
Brighton last Sunday with some' 
friends and found out things. We[ 
^ went down in a Pullman arrange- 1 

^ ment, '.all ' plate glass and velvet^ 

■ hi-:. - " " fixings, like it is at home, but without 

- '•'-/■J' the pea-nut boy and the book-vendor, 

j P^ i ” -"'/Z " and inside you -would 'have thought 

" you were in Wall 'Street ! -One man | 

wore four 'diamond rings,' and read 
W the tape-prices aU the way ! There ’s 

I an esplanade.along the front at Brigh- 

11.^^ ton and we moseyed along that for a 

while, but it was as crowded as a 
drug store in a prohibition State, 
hotel for 

lunch. A band played rag -time 
tunes aU .the tiine we were there, and 
I ahnost 'got a 'headache, there was 
such a racket. When we pulled out 
someone said that Brighton air was 
the best in the world. I reckon it 
} ABOVE THE WORLD SO HIGH.” must be, or the folks would hand in 

hrealier. “Well, that don’t look to mb their checks quicker than they do! 

3 AFE, some’ow.’* We got hack to London again and 

— “ went to a hotel, and all dinner-time a 

Lse a drummer had engaged it. j hand played, and, when that let np, a 




‘‘UP ABOVE THE WORLD SO HIGH.” 


lou wouian't believe wnat a lot ot Eomelreaker. “Well, that don’t look to mb tiieir cnecKs quicKer tnan tney aoi 
men offered me a seat! We got *ardly safe, some’ow.’* We got hack to London again and 

to the meeting at last, and there — ; — “ went to a hotel, and all dinner-time a 

was a hig palaver, bnt I don’t quite because a drummer had engaged it. hand played, and, when that let np, a 
hitch on, to the politics over here just That didn’t stop Cy, of course, and he chanteuse person came and gave ns 
yet. Cy says things here are about the got the drummer to swap rooms with some coon songs 1 I was glad to wake 
same as they are in the States, only him on condition that Cy paid for all up next morning and find it was 
simpler, because they haven’t got nigger the champagne at dinner. WeU, Cy did Monday, and that ’s the truth ! 
trouble and dry States to worry with, his share of the deal, and slept in the Send along all the news you can think 
Anyway, the head push who did the room, and when he paid the biU the next of, and he good to yourself. 
taUcing part was a cracker-jack when he morning he found that he had slept in Yours as ever, Elmira. ' 

got started, and I was tickled when he the wrong room after all, and the king l ,^! — 

told the folks they would have every- had never been near the place. Cy felt . 

thing they wanted if they would run his terrible low about it for some time. It ,,, , , i ^ -u 

ticket and stand by him. It sounded wasn’t only the disappointment, but being , ® debates yesterday about me 

! But to ttol « WilB, of. tot upB« him “g!, 

man said about the House ot Lords, Pop brought a very nice man here to -^on it because just about half of the ones who 
Sadie! I wouldn’t have believed there dinner a few days back. He’s-a barrister, -were against the budget had to go away for 
wassuch folks about. Cy said it gave him and they get time off on Saturday after- their prayers;” 

a pain to listen to the m.in ; and I reckon noons sometimes, so I asked him if he ReaUy, theopposers of the Budget never 
it would have gone hard with him if he could spare an hour or two, as I wanted 1 seem to get fair play anywhere. ^ 
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THE DIFFERENT SIDES OF A STORY.~No. IV. 

Told m the SnioUtig-Toom after dinner horse carried me like a bird, never turned his head at anything, led the field 

ALL THE DAY— SURE TO WIN A STEEPLEOIUSE IF ONE OF YOU CHAPS HAD HIM.” [Followed ly overture for sale. 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punches Staff of Learned Glerhs.) 

I WONDER if it is Mi\ Jacobs’ fault or mine that I don’t 
laugh at his short stories as I did. Sailors' Knots (Methuen) 
is the latest collection ; how calmly and sedately I closed 
the hook— not a collar-stud hurst, not a button gone. 
And then I remember my limp and helpless state after 
reading The Skipper's Wooing. Well, perhaps it is T who 
am getting old ; or is it that I have read too much Jacobs ? 
Every humorist has his own formula for being funny, and 
one who works within such narrow limits as Mr. Jacobs is 
bound to give his method away; with the result that his 
admirers (subconsciously, perhaps) feel at last some slight 
resentment against him. Now an atmosphere of that kind 
is fatal to a humorist ; the humorist must have his readers 
entirely with him from the start, they must follow him 
without question. All ttie time that I was reading 
Sailors' Knots I was saying to myself, “ Same old plot, which 
recoils on the plotter; same old night-watchman, and the 
same old jokes about his face.” Well, that simply didn’t 
give Mr. Jacobs a chance. I expect, really, he was as funny 
as ever. In any case I must recommend the book if only 
for one excellent ghost story which it contains. 

One miracle to a novel is a fair allowance, and Mr. Stephen 
Reynolds, while allowing his Alexander Trotman to move 
Ramshorn Hill by an act of faith from Trowbury, Wilts, to 
Acton, W,, had clearly given him private instructions that 
this must not become a habit. The conduct of all his 
characters, after and with reference to that one supernatural 
event, is entirely ordinary and intensely human. The Roly 


Mountain (Lane), as a comedy of small minds concerned 
in big movements, deserves nothing but praise; as a soi- 
disant satire on tendencies it is open to objection. In the 
apathy of his Trowburians, the wild but short-lived en- 
thusiasms of his London crowds, and the ready adaptation 
of the miracle to commercial ends by his newspaper king, 
the author shows a nice perception of the self-conceit of the 
narrow-minded and the ready intelligence of the self-seek- 
ing. But when he reduces all the great issues of life, including 
religion, to mere farce, he displays an observation too super- 
ficial and a spirit too frivolous. If it is the satirist’s privilege 
to ridicule, it is his duty to do so with understanding. 
“ There is many a true word spoken in jest,” he reminds you 
on his title-page ; but himself forgets that farce covers a 
multitude of misconceptions. Nevertheless, if you will 
promise yourself not to take the satire too seriously nor to 
abandon your optimism on its account, you cannot do better 
than read the hook for a clever story well told, and for an 
endlessly amusing caricature of the petty side of life. 

Messrs. George Bell and Sons have done a hold thing in 
issuing the libretti of four of the Savoy Operas. How it 
might fare with one taking up this hook who had never 
seen them on the stage I cannot guess ; but I know that to 
the rest of us Gilbert’s wit and fancy, divorced from their 
complementary music, can only furnish half a feast. 
As the eye scans the familiar lyrics the ear remembers 
too, and we find ourselves not reading, but humming, the 
pages through. But of course the publication of Sullivan’s 
score was* out of the question, so the publishers have com- 
nnssioned Mr. Russell Flint to supply an accompaniment 
in line and colour. The artist’s colour glows rich and har- 
monious; his eye for composition is unerring; his figui*es 
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move and mime bravely ; yet lie is never quite sympatbetic Anon crops up the former bride 

vith the matter of his author. Not only does he make a For blackmail, and in desperation 

mistake in shirking the most whimsical situations, but there He works a bogus suicide 

is too little whimsicality in his execution ; and whimsicality To save the latter’s reputation, 

should be be-aU and end-all in illustrating work that is 'com- mi n . • n- 

pact of that quality. Another mistake hli*. Flint makes, I leappears 

think, in deliberately ignoring the optique du thedtre; for, To find the second one (I knew it) 

however it may be with William Shakspeare, Sir William M^ing afresh, which when he hears, 

Gilbert is emphatically for the stage rather than the study. leaves her to it 

Still, I want not to belittle Mr. Flint’s achievement, for, Bodley Head) 

granting him his point of view, he has produced a most Is ^old with insight, and discreetlv ; 

admirable set of designs, especiaUy those dealing with The It readable, but, as I ’ve said, 

Pirates of Penzance. With Patieyice he is least successful, moral baffles me completelv. 

but for that he must blame his youth. One needs to have 

lived through the time of those fantastic precieux of the ^ ^ 

early eighties to be able to give just expression to Gilbert’s After reading Miss Evelyn Underiiill’s latest supernatural 
satire ; and Mr. Flint must have been in short frocks — ^if, novel, The Column of Dust (Methuen), I am inclined to quote 
indeed, he were on the planet at all — when Handle and the famous criticism upon Jahenooehy ~~^l% fills me with 
Postlethioaite first made their wail heard in the land. It ideas, only I don’t know what they are.” Nor am I wholly 
should be added that Sir William Gilbert himself kindly free from the suspicion that the author herself was in no 


comes before the cur- — ■ — — — better case. When, in 

tain as Prologue^ and ' H earlier chapters, 

introduces his operas in ■ Constance Tyrell makes 

a few sentences of plea- ^ v charcoal rings upon the 

sant reminiscence. ( _ / J - floor and sets herself to 

i/, ^ ^ r. catch ghosts according 

‘‘Sometimes I think to a printed formula 

you are a little mad,” for that process, I was 

the Countess of Saver- mildly entertained. But 

oiake told Petty-ZoiL, the when it appeared that 

heroine of Miss Edith an unborn spirit (called 

Eickert’s The Beggar in here The Watcher) had 

the Heart (Arnold) ; and, actually been trapped 

rude as this remark by these means, and, 

was, I am not disposed entering the soul of the 

to deny the truth of heroine, become part of 

it. Petty-Zou, otherwise her being — I ceased to 

Tynhena Sidonia Cover- smile. Fi'ankly speak- 

dalcy was a widely- ing, such a conception 

travelled and much- is altogether too big for 

proposed-to lady when its present setting. One 

her died f^ft Sophisticated Tourist {visiting a Kell-hnovm natural curiosity). “I suppose it i^as fency it the motive 

tier with a lull heart ^he great Finn MagCool who put that stone there, Mike?” ' ^ tremendous study 

and an purse. “It was so, bad oess to him for lavin’ it in such an onoonvanient shpot human life and its 

Unclaunted, however, _six miles from the station, and uphill all the way here and back ! ” problems, but Miss 

by these inconveniences, ^ ; Underhill takes her 

she established herself in a workman’s flat in Westminster, Watcher to a Kensington tea-fight and a musical comedy, 
and proceeded to deal out loving-kindness — ^mixed with And even here I am in doubt whether she intends the effect 
food — ^to her neighbours. Had she stopped at that perhaps to be serious or farcical. There are other incidents in the ' 
Lord Wliartcmy who wanted to marry her, would not have book — the scenes in the mountain chapel, for example, and 
been so worried. But, patient though he was, he had to the death of Constance — where this impression of insincerity 
protest when she placed her protecting wings over a most becomes even more distasteful. In fine, Miss Underhill, 
shady loafer (male) and a lunatic (female). The loafer was having proved that she can write engagingly enough about 
removed to Australia, and the lunatic — after biting Lord ordinary life (the Vince household is quite delightful) , will 
Wharton — to an asylum. Then Lord Wharton received his not, I hope, mind my advising her to leave the mysteries 
reward, and he had certainly worked hard for it. The story respectfuEy alone. There are limits, 
is extremely fantastic, hut this very quality may excite the - 



reader to provide schemes of his own for shaking a little j 
common-sense into Petty-Zou, 


111 vain I ’ve tried and tried to guess- 
I do not say it to disparage — 

What Mr. Jacicson (W. S.) 

Is driving at in Trial hy Marriage. 

He shows a man who, having wed 
An actress person, rather shady, 
Proceeds, believing this one dead. 

To marry with another lady. 


^ For the occasion of the distribution of prizes at the Dar- 
lington Technical College (we read in The Noi^tli Star) 

“ The committee decided that a quantity of miu's veilmg should be 
obtained for the purpose of draping a number of the statues in the 
College.” 

Life is full of these little difficulties, especially for nuns. 

From an advertisement in The Church Times : — 

“ Church I, Station 3^, and Bath 12 miles.” 

This is cleanliness at a good distance from godliness# 

Motto for Dr. Bode : Feni, vidiy da VincL 
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CHARIVARIA, 

Sir Herbert Tree lias lieeii reviving 
The Van Dych at His Majesty’s. A 
i-oaring farce entitled The Da Vinci 
would have been more topical. 

Tiie United States Navy is able to 
make tlie proud boast that in the new 
battleshii), North Dakota, it possesses 
the fastest Dreadnought in the world,” 
says a cablegram. We do not like this 
hint that Americans would ever boast - 
about anything : and it is sure to 
cfa'nse irritation on the other side of the 

Atlantic. * 

* ? 

If Sir William Willcocks’ Mesopota- 
mian proposals be carried out it will be 
possible to travel by rail to The Gtirden 
of Eden. ' With increased facilities of 
this sort wo see no reason why it should 
not be possible to found there a success- 
ful colony of Classical Dancers. 

' At last, apparently, a serious attempt 
is to be made to improve our climate. In 
an article on the forthcoming Japanese- 
British Exhibition, wo read that there 
will be brought to Shepherd’s Bush next 
year “ not only the material objects, but 

also the very atmosphere, of Japan.” 

* * 
si* 

More practical politics ! Some of the 
gentlemen who were attacked at Erith 
when they heckled Mr. Ure were re- 
lieved of their watches and chains, 

3jC 

* 

Under the title of The Central Criminal 
Court of London a sumptuous volume 
has been published at the price of 
£8 8s. Of?., enshrining the history of 
crime in the Metropolis. The fact that 
a worthyanonument to their labours has 
at last made its appearance has caused 
lively satisfaction to those concerned, and 
they hope that a popular edition at six- 
pence will soon be placed on the market. 

Hi Hi 
* 

An oiB&cial report on the teaching of 
English in elementary schools condemns 
the Cockney accent. A curious feature 
of this evil is that it is by no means 
confined to the lower classes. Accents 
happen in the best regulated families. 

Hi ♦ 

Hi 

Writing in The Expi^ess about a 
collection of 90,000 reproductions of 
pictures made by a Hammersmith gentle- 
man, a correspondent says, Everything 
is indexed so that in a moment you can 
turn from Gainsborough to Hal Hurst.” 
But why should you want to ? 

♦ He 

The Manchester Guardian, discussing 
the mystery of the Dukinfield murder, 
winds up with the question, “ What is 
one to make of it?” At least half a 
column, we should say, speaking as 
practical journalists. 



THE NEW FASHION- 

Beware the Eur— w’kEN'"if J’LiEk 


“Why are Actors underpaid?” was 
the title of an address by Mr. Cecil 
Raleigh to the Dramatic Debaters. Mr. 
George Alexander and Mr. BHrry Lauder 
will be glad to hear that this grave in- 
j ustice is at last receiving attention. 

* He 
He 

In its account of the football match 
between England and Sweden, a coh- 
. temporary tells us that “at the interval 
England led by 3 goals to 6, Stapley 
(two) and Owen having snored.” What 
need is there to cry, “ Wake up, Eng- 
land ! ” when we can do as well as this 
in our sleep ? 

H« ♦ 

The literary bargain of the week— 
The Dollar Princess for Is, * 


How to See the Comet. 

A local paper on Halley : ^ 

It is now a month since the cometi, an- ; 
nounced its return by impressing the j^hoto- 1 
graphic plate, but it will probably not be seen ’ 
by Ihs naked xuitil shortly after the New Year.” 

, Ij’Entente Cordiale. ! 

Marciel Provost in The Figard : j 

“ Lss Anglais pris en masse ont tme culture 
mediocre.” 

“Foemina ” in The Figaro : 

“ Pris en masse les Anglais ne sont pas tres 
intelligents.” ; 

C6me*, coine; it is time we pulled our- 
selves together and impressed these 
foreigners. ‘ 1 
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waited along the train to have a look at its fulness ; and 
THE NEW LiBERAUSM. never in niy life have I seen so many vacant places in third- I 

IThe Daily News, in passing severe comments npon the retirement of class compartments. ' PosSibly you' wonld have boldly taken 
thatstontbuttressof Nonconformity, Sir Robert Perks, permits itself to seat in a first-class carriage and chanced it, hut I 

make the following observation The trath is that antagonism to the happened to know that it was a corridor train, that an in- 


Church 13 not a sufficient basis for Liberalism in these days. ] spector examined tlie tickets en route, and that all the room 

Ah for the easy days of old under the seats was occupied by the warming apparatus. 

When there was no tough test to pass When I rather think 'of doing something, especially if 

Before you got your name enrolled there is an element of wickedness about ifc, and upon mves- 

Amono- the Liberal fighting class ; tig^tion find it to he impossible, I at once become determined 

One question served— 'twas all you got to do it at all costs. So I had another look at the train and 
“Are you a^in the Church, my hearty?” found that the last coach was not connected by a corridor 

You said “lam! ” and on the spot - to the rest of the train and that^ every third-class seat in that 

• Became a pil’ar of the Party. ' particular coach was full. « “ Providence,” I said to myself, 

< “is engaged on this job,” and I started- to enter the one 

No candidate was ever ploughed first-class compartment in the coach. . But I did not get 

''(The Liinehouse test was still unknown) further than the start, because I saw a man in uniform 

Because he wouldn’t curse aloud ^ , hovering. On these occasions ' I hate talking • to men in 

All social castes above his own. -uniform. Instead, I walked sharply- out of the station for a 

They didnlt say, as now they do, ^ hundred yards or so, and waited there until there w’’as only a 

- “Your claims we cannot yet determine minute left before my time of departure. ^ Then I sprinted 

Without a guarantee that you - shai^ly for the first-class compartment of tlie last coach 

Kegard our Dukes as simple vermin ” again. ^ ; • - h - . 

Yes, tlose were eiisier days, for then ^‘?tonishing how many railway officials one can 

0 Jra among ttO idlord kind ; Th. ,.hole sM ot imo of Biiglmd's greatest reSwaje semed 

You might, without undue alarm, ■ ■ f 

Be seen in conve.se with a hrewa-. They asked to see my ticket, hut I was too exhausted by my 

Or take a plural voter’s arm ' « ^"sh to catch my tram to hear what they said, ihey 

As though his soel was not a sewer. ' 7“*?^ ® 

^ ! from their gesticulations) why I was going there, what I was 

It was enough in that fair age, ^ going to do when I got there and when they might expect 

When Peres’s rose was still in hud, ’ me b^ack. None of these questions seemed to me to be 

If Liberals spent their pious rage worth answering. Besides, there was probably some catch 

In shouting for the Onurch’s blood ; in them. 

But now in younger, hardier breasts I only got rid of my interviewers wlien the train started, 

New forms of hate must have their places, and even then one of them stood on the step, so anxious 

Or else the whole caboodle rests was he to finish what he had got to say. • ^ 

Upon an “ insufficient basis,” 0 . S. “ Where are you going. Sir ? ” he asked* 

; “ What? ” I said. After all I had to say something. 

' “ Where are you going, Sir ? ” he repeated. 

THERE’S MANY A SLIP ‘‘Where are you coining to?” was my natural retort. 

_ V * “I’ll tell you ah about myself, if you’U teH me all about 

nT'*- k , , , ' w 

“Kind hearts are more than coronets, BehiQ he could answer that he had to leave me. We 

‘ Nor iron bars a cage.” * were very nearly clear of the station altogether, and, had he ! 

Change the metre when you ’re pressed ; f have had 

Ask for what yon. cannot reach; station for some mere platform 

This is more than all the rest to jump on. Bather than appear rude, I leant out of 
Never PR.\cTisE WHAT YOU PREACH. - the window to wave a farewell to him. “I forgive you,” I 

The point of the above CLUotatioii (selected at random from ^ ^ 7 ^ Birmingham.” 

a praiseworthy poem of my own, entitled Alone I Did It) m j from my coach at Reading, because the coach 

xiicxiiuxa u o u xo. x ^ vc uu vt ixim^ dx 11 ^ Dunng the couise of interviews with another score or so of 

upoa the easeoftrav^mgfirstK:ksswithathird^ I ^riade two important announcements. The first 

and illustrate your theory with a purely imaginary instance, (^hich was inaccurate) 4s that I was about to report lor 
let the matter rest there Take what money you can get lor ^gconduct the guard, the ticket-inspectors, the 4gine- 

riSil Stoke?, aU the officials at Paddffigton, aU the 

as possible. Above aU, do not do as_I did. - • . ,, aud <,11 +>,« <=i,.nnlm«n tiU 


THERE’S MANY A SLIP. 

No prudent Commoner forgets, 

When Lords are all the rage : — 

** Kind hearts are more than coronets, 

‘ Nor iron bars a cage.” 

Change the metre when you ^re pressed ; 

Ask for what you. cannot reach ; 

This is more than all the rest : — 

Never pr.\ctise what you preach. 

The point of the above quotation (selected at random from 
a praiseworthy poem of my own, entitled Alone I Did It) is 
in the last line. The remainder may he safely neglected. 


The train intended to run from Paddington to Birmiug- venino- svsteni • the seconi 
ham without a stop, and for all I know it did so. I intended Readino. kerned to me the 

to go by that train to Birmingham, hut, if tlie third-class ihe’mistoi-tune to visit 
carriages became too full to hold anybody else, I meant to mi.sloitune to visit. 

he that somebody else. So I sat in the rear of the platform — ^ 

on an empty milk-can (that was part , of the theory) and Lieutenant Shackelton’s kni 


officials at Reading and all the signalmen on the inter- 
vening system; the second (which was entirely true) that 
Beading seemed to me the most loathsome s^Dot I had ever 


‘ Lieutenant Sliackelton’s knighthood was inevitable, nevertheless it 


let the other passengers arrange themselves, facing the engine ^ heartily approved.”-— Noji7ieni Whig. 


or not as they. preferred. 


WHien it was getting somewhere near starting time, 1 1 fair proportion of surprises. 


This sounds generous ; hut, after all, the public gets quite a 
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BETWEEN TWO SCHOOLS. 


Professor Baefodr. “AND NOW, GENTLEMEN, THE QUESTION IS WHETHER THIS ADMIRABLE 
BUST IS TO BE ASSIGNED TO THE SCHOOL OF COBDEN OR TO THAT OF CHAMBERLAIN.” 

[Art circles in England and Germany are still agitated ty tlie controversy about a was bust, -wbicb some ascribe to Leonardo & Vinci 
and otJiers to Ricliard Cockle Lucas. Even the German Kaiser’s pronouncement in favour of Leonardo has left the matter unsettled.] 
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PLEA FOR A “WORKING MAN." 

Whene’er my morning sheet I scan 
I learn that now the “ Working Man,” 
Proceeding on a novel plan 
Of Give and Take, 

For the first time since Work began 
Is on the make. 

His broad ideal seems to be 
Getting his needs — and comforts - 
free ; 

And as it ’s natural that he 
Shan’t pay the bill, 

The victim with the L. S. D., 

Put bluntly, wiU. 

A game in which you’re bound to win 
Has charm for those that toil and spin, 
Tho’ to the man that has the tin 
It may seem hard ; 

But whereabouts do I come in ? 

I arn a bard. 

I grant you that my trade is low, 

And wanting in the outer show 
Of decent Toil, so let that go : 

What I impress 
Is, Dignity of Labour, No ; 

But Labour, Yes. 

The proud exclusive Sons of Toil, 

What reck they of the midnight oil, 

Of barren labours that recoil 
After they ’re done, 


Of Editors who make one boil 
To give them one ? 

They do their simple task per day — 
The minimum — ^and pass away 
To smoke, to drink, perchance to play, 
Just as they like ; 

Men whom the poet’s rate of pay 
Would send on strike. 

Why, when in envious moods I think 
Of all they have to spend on drink. 
While, for the bard, the household sink 
Fulfils his need, 

It is enough to freeze one’s ink ; 

It is, indeed. 

Wliat tho’ the hand the Muse employs 
Is no more horny than a boy’s ? 

What tho’ I wear no corduroys 
On my two stumps ? 

(I tried to, but their creaky noise 
Gave me the jumps.) 

But what of that ? I ask you, wliat ? 

I say, let class distinctions rot ! 

And if there ’s boodle to be got 
By Working Men, 

Am I a ‘‘ Working ” Man or not ? 

Very well, then. 

By barren toil and meagre screw, 

0 Workers, I am one with you ; 

And, if there ’s anyone to do. 

By all means do ’t ; 

Only I mean to be there too 
And share the loot. Dum-Dum. 


Iiessons from Xife. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^If our weekly illus- 
trated” papers have long ago sacri- 
ficed art to photography, no one can 
complain that they have grown either 
less instructive or less in touch with 
the times. Week by week they teach 
us more and more about the actualities 
of the hour. Take the current number 
of The Graphic, As I write (Nov. 11) 
there lies before me a very beautiful 
study — a photograph, I need hardly say 
of a pastoral valley in late autumn. 
In the old days this might have ap- 
peared at any time of the year, and they 
would have simply called it “Autumn” 
or “Late Autumn,” and left it at that. 
But to-day we are informed in a foot- 
note : “ This picture represents a scene 
now heing enacted all over the country, 
reminding one that winter is not far offT 
Don’t you think, clear Mr, Punch, that 
this kind of thing is very, very good for 
us ? Yours ever, 

A Child in these Matters. 

“PURE CEYLON TEA, 

PEE Is. M. LB. NET. 

Packed in 11b. Lead - covered Packets. 
Twice the Size of an ordinaiy Packet of tea.*’ 
Adct. in “ Western Moimmg Isfews,^* 

Reference is apparently made to the 
ordinary half-pound packet. , 
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THE LETTER N. 

A Tragedy in High Life. 

1 . 

F'imi the co'py paper of Harold Tippett^ 
only reporter for ^'The EasterJiam 
Herald:^ 

Inquiries wliicli have beeu made by 
one of our representatives yield the 
gratifying tidings that Kildin Hall, the 
superb Tudor residence vacated a year 
or so ago by Lord Glossthorpe, is again 
let. The new tenant, who will be a 
valued addition to the neighbourhood, 
is Mr. Michael Stirring, a retired hanker. 

IT. 

From The Easterham Heraldj* Sept, 2, 
Inquiries which have been made by 
one of our representatives yield the 
gratifying tidings that Kildin Hall, the 
superb Tudor residence vacated a year 
or so ago by Lord Glossthorpe, is again 
let. The new tenant, who will be a 
valued addition to the neighbourhood, 
is Ml*. Michael Stirring, a retired baker. 

III. 

Mr. Guy Lander, Eb-tate Agent, to the 
Editor of The Easterham Herald.^^ 
Dear Ted, — There ’s a fearful bloomer 
ill your paper this week which you must 
put right as soon as you can. Mx. 
Stirring, wdio has taken Kildin, is not 
a baker, but a banker. Yours, G. L. 

IV. 

The Editor of Easterham Ilerald ” 
to Mr. Guy Lander. 

My dear Guy,— Of course it’s only a 
misprint. Pippett wrote “ banker ’ ’ right 
enough, and the ass of a compositor 
dropped out the n.” I ’ll put it right 
next week. No sensible person would 
mind. Yours, Edward Robb. 

V. 

Mrs. Michael Stirring to the Editor* of 
The Easterham Herald 
Sir, — My attention has been called to 
a very serious misstatement in your 
paper for Saturday last. It is there 
stated that my husband, Mr. Michael 
Stirring, who has taken Kildin Hall, 
j is a retired baker. This is absolutely 
false. Mr. Stirring is a retired banker, 
than which nothing could be much 
more different. Mr. Stirring is at this 
moment too ill to read the papers, and the 
libel will therefore be kept from him a 
little longer, but w’-hat the consequences 
will be when he learns it I tremble to 
think. Kindly assure me that you will 
give the denial as much publicity as the 
falsehood. Yours faithfully, 

Augusta Stirring. 

VI. 

The Editor of “ The Easterham EeraW^ 
to Mrs, Michael Stirring, 

' The Editor of The Easterham Herald 


presents his compliments to Mrs. Stirring 
and begs to express his profound regret 
that the misprint of which she complains 
should have crept into his paper. That 
it was a misprint and not an intentional 
misstatement he has the reporter’s copy 
to prove. He will, of course, insert in 
the next issue of The Easterham Herald 
a paragraph correcting the error, but 
he would point out to Mrs. Stirring that 
it was stated in the paragraph that 
Mr. Stirring would be a valued addition 
to the neighbourhood. 

VII. 

Mrs. Stirring to the Editor of “ The 
Easterham EeraldJ' 

Sir, — Whatever the cause of the 
slander, whether malice or misadventure, 
the fact remains that you have done a 
very cruel thing. I enclose a cutting 
from the London Press, sent me by a' 
friend, which will show you that the 
calumny is becoming widely spread. 
Mr. Stirring is so weak and dispirited 
that we fear he may have got some 
inkling of it. Your position if he knows 
the worst will he terrible. 

I am. Yours faithfully, 

Augusta Stirring. 

VIII. (The Enclosure.) 

From ^^The Mourning Star.” 

Signs op the Times. 

We get the new movement in a nut- 
shell in the report from Easterham 
that Lord Glossthorpe has let his house 
to a retired baker named Stirring, etc., 
etc. 

IX. 

From “ The Easterham Herald,'^ Sept. 9. 

Erratum.-— In our issue last week an 
unfortunate misprint made us state that 
the new tenant of Kildin Hall was a 
retired baker. The word was of course 
banker. 

X. 

Messi^s, Greenery and Bills, Steam 
Bahery, Bumbridge, 

Dear Sir, — ^After the offensive way in 
which you refer to bakei-s in the current 
number of your paper we feel that we 
have no other course but to withdraw 
our advertisement; so please discon- 
tinue it from this date. 

Yours faithfully, 

Greenery and Bills. 

XI. 

Mr, J ohn Bridget , Balter, to the Editor of 
** The Easterham HeraldJ’ 

Dear Eobb,— I was both pained and 
surprised to find a man of your prin- 
ciples and a friend of mine writing of 
bakers as you did this week. Why 
should you “ of course ” have meant a 
banker? Why cannot a retired baker 
take a fine house if he wants to ? lam 
thoroughly ashamed of you, and wish to 


withdraw my advertisement from yoiu* 
paper. Yours truly, John Beidger. 

XII. 

Mrs. Stirring to the Editor of ^^Tlie 
Easterham Herald'^ 

Sir,— I fear you have not done your 
(st to check the progress of your 
slanderous paragraph, since only this 
morning I received the enclosed. You 
will probably not be surprised to learn 
that through your efforts the old-world 
paradise of Kildin, in which we hoped 
to end our days, has been closed to us. 

Yours truly, Augusta Stirring. 

xiii. (The Enclosure.) 

From The Daily Leader.^ ^ 

The Triumph of the Democjracy. 

After lying empty for nearly two years 
Lord Glossthorpe’s country seat has been 
let to a retired baker named Stirring, 
etc., etc. 

XIV. 

Mrs, Michael Stirring to Mr. Guy Lander. 

Dear Sir, — ^After the way that the 
good name and fame of my husband and 
myself have been poisoned both in the 
local and the London Press, we cannot 
think further of coming to live at Kildin 
Hall. Every post brings from one or 
other of my friends some paragraph 
perpetuating the lie. Kindly therefore 
consider the negotiations completely at 
an end. I am, Yours faithfully, 
Augusta Stirring. 

XV. 

The Editor of The Easterham Herald ” 
to Mr. J ohn Bridger, 

Dear Bridger, — ^You were too hasty. 
A man has to do the best he can. When 
I wrote “of course” I meant it as a 
stroke of irony. You will he glad to 
hear that in consequence of the whole 
thing I have got notice to leave, my 
proprietor being under obligations to 
Lord Glossthorpe, and you may therefore 
restore your patronage to The Herald 
with a pure consjience. 

Yours sincerely, Edward Robb. 

XVI. 

The Editor of “ The Easterham Herald^^ 
to Mrs. Stirring, 

The Editor of The Easterham Herald 
presents his compliments to Mrs. Stirring 
for the last time, and again assures 
her that the whole trouble grew from 
the natural carelessness of an over- 
worked and underpaid compositor. He 
regrets sincerely the unhappiness which 
that mistake has caused, and looks for- 
ward to a day when retired bakers and 
retired hankers will be considered as 
equally valuable additions to a neigh- 
bourhood. In retirement, as in the 
grave, he likes to think of all men as 
equal. With renewed apologies for the 
foul aspersion which he cast upon Mr. 
and Mrs. Stirring, he begs to conclude. 
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WILLIAM SMITH, EDITOR. 

[The exciting revelations at the St. James’ 
Theatre as to the inner life of the siiccessM 
di’amatist, with its interludes of plot and in- 
trigue, may (we feel) cause the public to look 
down upon an editorial career as in comparison 
tame and insipid. We have endeavoured to 
show here that, on the contrary, Romance may 
invade the Editorial sanctum at any moment.] 

Act I. , 

. The Editor s Boom hi the Office of “ The 
Larhy Two icalls of the room are 
completely hidden from floor to ceil- 
ing hy magnificently hound hoohs: 
the third icall at the hack is hidden 
hy boxes of immensely expensive 
cigay's. The icindotvs, of course, are 
in the fourth wall, which, however, 
need not he desanhed, as it is never 
quite practicahle on the stage. The 
floor of this apartment is chastely 
covered with rugs shot hy the Editor 
In his travels, or in the Tottenham 
Gourt Boad; and in some cases, 
•presented hy admiring readers from 
abroad. The furyiiture is both ele- 
gant and commodious. 

, William Smith, Editor, comes in. He 
is superbly dressed In a fur coat 
ayid an expensive cigar. There is 
a blue pencil behind his ear, and a 
sheaf of what we call in the profes- 
sion “ type-written manuscripts ” 
under his arm. He sits down at 
his desk and pulls the telephone 
towards him. 

Smith (at the telephone). Hallo, is that 
yon, Jones? . . . Yes, it’s me. Just 
come up a moment. (Puts down tele- 
phom and bog ms to open his letters,) 

lE'iiter Jones, his favourite sub-editor. 
He is dressed quite eommordy, and 
•Is covered with ink. He salutes 
respectfully as he comes into the 
room.'] 

Jones, Good afternoon, chief. 

Bynith. Good afternoon. Have a cigar ? 

Jones. Thank you, chief. 

Smith, Have you anything to tell me ? 

Jams, The circulation is still going up, 
chief. It was three million and eight 
last week. 

Smith (testily). How often have I told 
you not to call me “ chief,” except when 
there are ladies present? Why can’t 
you do what you ’re told? 

Jones. Sorry, sir, but the fact is there 
ladies present. 

Smith (fingerhighis moustache). Show 
them up. Who are they ? 

Jones, There is only one. She says 
she ’s the lady who has been writing our 
anonymous '‘Secrets of the Boudoir” 
series which has made such a sensation. 

Smith (in amazement), I thonght you 
told me you wrote those. 

Joyies (simply), I did. 

Smith, Then why 

Joyies, I mean, I did tell you. The 
truth is they came in anonymously, and 

I thought they were more likely to be 
accepted if I said I had written them. 
(With great emotion) Forgive me, chief, 
but it was for the paper’s sake. (In 
matter-of-fact tones) There were one or 
two peculiarities of style I had to alter. 
She had a way of 

Smith (sternly). How many cheques 
for them have you accepted for tlie 
paper’s sake ? 

Jones. Eight. For a thousand pounds 
each. 

Smith (with tears in his eyes). If your 
mother were to hear of this 

Jones (sadly). Ah, chief, I have never 
had a mother. 

Smith (slightly put oyit, but y^eeover- 
mg himself quickly). What would your 
father say, if 

Jones. Alas, I have no relations. I 
was a foundling. 

Syyiith (nettled). In that case I shall 
certainly tell the master of the work- 
house. To think that there should he a 
thief ill this office 1 

Joyies (with great pathos). Chief, chief, 

I am not so vile as that. I have care- 
fully kept all the cheques in an old 
stocking, and 

Smith (in surprise). Do you wear 
stockings ? 

Jones, When I bicycle. And as soon 
as the contributor comes forward 

Smith (stretching out Ms hand and 
grasping that of Jones). My dear boy, 
forgive nie. You have been hasty, per- 
haps, but zealous. In any case, your 
honesty is above suspicion. Leave me 
now. I have much to think of. (Bests 
his head on his hands. Then, dreamily) 
You have never seen your father; for 
thirty years I have not seen my wife 
, , . Ah, Arabella ! 

Jones. Yes, sir. (Bings bell.) 

Smith. She would split her in- 
finitives. ... We quarrelled. . . . She 
left me. ... I have never seen her 
again. 

Jones (excitedly). Did you say she 
split her infinitives ? 

Smith. Yes. That was what led to 
our separation. Why ? 

J ones. Nothing, only — it ’s very odd. 
I AYonder 

\_Enter Boy.] 

Boy. Did you ring. Sir ? 

Smith. 'Ho. (To Jones) Did you? 

J ones. Yes ; you told me to. (Smith 
shakes his head.) Well, anyhow, Sir, 
what about the lady? 

Smith. The lady ? Ah, yes. (To Boy) 
Show her up, please. (ExWBoy.) You’d 
better clear out, Jones. I’ll explain to 
her about the money. 

Jones. Right you are, Sir. [Exit. 

[Smith leans back in Ms chair and stares 
in front of himf] 

1 Smith (to himself), Arabella ! 

'Enter Boy, followed by a stylishly 
dressed lady of middle age.] 

Boy. Mrs. Robinson. _ [Exit. 

Mrs. Robinson stops short in the middle 
of the room and stares at the Editor; 
then staggers and di^ops on to the 
sofa.] 

Smith (in woyider). Arabella I 

Mrs. Bobinson. William ! 

[Curtain.] 

Act IL 

Scene — As befoy^e. Time — Half-an-hour 
later, William and Arabella are 
seated on the sofa. 

Arabella. I had begun to almost de- 
spair. (Smith ioinces.) “Almost to 
despair,” I mean, darling. 

Smith (with a great effoyi). No, no, 
dear. You were right. 

Arabella. How sweet of you to think 
so, William. 

Synith. Yes, yes, it’s the least I can 
say . . . And now, dear, what shall 
we do? Shall we get married again 
quietly ? 

Arabella. Wouldn’t that be bigamy ? 

Syyiith. I think not, but I will ask the 
printer’s reader. He knows everything. 
You see, there will he such a lot to 
explain, otherwise. 

Arabella. Dear, can you afford to 
marry ? 

Smith, Well, my salary as editor is 
only twenty thousand a year, but I do a 
little reviewing for other papers. 

Arabella, And I have — nothing. 
How can I come to you without even a 
trousseau ? 

Smith. Yes, that’s true . . . (Sud- 
deyily) By Jove, though, you have got 
something! You have eight thousand . 
pounds! We owe you that for your 
articles. (With a return to his pro- j 
fessioyial manyier) Did I tell you how : 
greatly we all appreciated them? Ex- | 
cuse me a moment, love. (Goes to ; 
telephone.) Is that you, Jones? Just ; 
come here a moment. (To Arabella) 
Jones is my sub-editor; he is keeping ’ 
your money for you. 

[Enter Jones.] 

Joyies (producing an old stocking), 
I’ve just been round to my rooms to 
get that money — (sees Arabella)— oh, I ! 
beg your pardon. ^ j 

Syyiith (^caving an introduction) . Mrs. ; 
Smith — my wife. This is our sub- i 
editor, dear— Mr. Jones. (Arabella pztts ‘ 
her hand to her heart and seems about to ’ 
famt). Why, what ’s the matter ? * 

Arabella (hoarsely). Where did you 
get that stocking? : 

Smith (pleasantly). It ’s one he wears • 
when he goes bicycling. 

Jones. No ; I misled you this after- 
noon, chief. This stocking was all the 
luggage I had when I first entered the 
Leamington workhouse. 

Arabella (throwing herself into his 
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arms). My son! This is your father! 
William — our hoy I 

Smith (shaking hands with Jones). 
How are you? I say, Arabella, then 
that was one of mij stockings ? 

Arahella (to her boy). When I saw you 
on the stairs you seemed to dimly re- 
mind me 

Jones. To remind you dimly, mother. 
Smith. No, my boy. In future, nothing 
but split infinitives will appear in our 
X^aper. Please remember that. 

Jones (with emotion). I will endeavour 
to always remember it, dad. 

Wurtain.] 

A. A. M. 

TOO LATE. 

[The sight iiig of a sea-serpent lias recently 
been reported at Liverpool.] 

August wept above our beaches, 

Drew to its predestined term ; 

Still within secluded reaches 
Lay the oceanic worm ; 

Never fluttered pinnace flying 
Told of how his flank for miles 
Coil on arched coil was lying 
Somewhere off the Scilly Isles. 

Came September ; flew the swallow ; 

Autumn lanes were lined with mud ; 
Sere October saw us wallow 
Waist-deep in an ark-less flood ; 

Still no daring news exploiter 
Wakened from its ooze-girt zone 
Amphitrite’s portent : Reuter 
Simply left the thing alone. 

Shall wo now (when dark November 
Also brings its share of rain) 

Thrill through every awe-stmck 
member 

At the serpent of the main ? 

Shall we now, when parties writhe on 
Rocks about the Budget’s fate, 

Care for something like a python 
Spotted by the second mate ? 

No, if stout papas at Brighton, 
Listening to the breakers’ scrunch, 
Needed not that scare to lighten 
Lethargy succeeding lunch ; 

Polls, I think, to-day before us, 

Peers a-tremble for their doom, 

Rob the laggard Dinosaunis 
Of his too late-flowering bloom. 

Pressmen leave him wandering vainly 
Where upon the fog-bound blue 
Captain Sinks perceived him plainly 
(“ As it might be me and you ”) ; 
What to us are idle seamen’s 
Fancies, when we hourly shake 
Under sheer delirium tremens 
' Fightiog with the Fiscal snake ? 

“FASHIONABLE MARRIAGE 
AT PORT SAID. 

HOWE-STRANGE.’’ 

The Egyptian Gazette. 

It is rather. 


III 



“ His fame as a teacher and as an operating 
surgeon has been carried to the four corners of 
the earth. By his writings he has reached even 
a wider circle .” — The Student. 

In fact he has always been a favourite in 
Mars. 

“And last night’s contest has took hold of 
sportsmen the world over.”— T/ze Standard. 

We are more interested in the contest 
between The Standard and The West- 
minster Gazette, whose has went ” we 
quoted a week or two ago. 

Under “Situations Vacant” in the 
Guernsey Evening Press^ we read the 
simple announcement.: “Beetroots by 
the Perch.” It is intended to convey 
(we assume) that there is work for those 
who want it at this well-known but un- 
sophisticated Htde village. 


Unfortunate Affhir in the Hunting 
Field. 

“ Caldecote New Gorse was drawn blank, but 
from the Leather Mills Gorse a fox was set 
I going, and gave the hunt a splendid circular 
run towards Nuneaton and Sprin wood, back to 
Caldecote Hall, and v on to Lindley, where the 
rearguard went to ground .” — Daily Mail. 

“ The Municipal Elections took place through- 
out the country on Monday. ^ In the proracial 
toTOs there has been very little change. ■ The 
gains on one side have balanced the lessors on 
the other .” — The Spectator. 

This happens so frequently nowadays, , 
however, that it has ceased to be the j 
subject of general remark. 

From a testimonial : — 

“ I may say your Smearoleum was a great 
success here, keeping Hares and Rabbits from 
barking.” 

No more sleepless nigbts ! 
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THE DEATH OF EUCLID. 

[“ Euclid, W3 are told, is at last dead, after two thousaud years^ of an 
immortality tliat lie never mucli deserved.” — “T/ee Timea’ ” Literary 
SfxpplemenL'] 

A THRENODY foi EucLiD ! , This is he . 

Who with his learning made onr youth a w^te, 

Holding our "souls in fee ; 

A god whos-e high-set crystal throne was based ! 

Beyond the reach of tears, - ! 

Deeper than time and his relentless years ! 

* ‘ Gome then, ye Angle-Hymphs, and make lament ; 

Ye little Postulates, and all the throng ' 

Of Definitions, with your heads besprent 
I In funeral ashes, ye who long 

Worshipped the King and followed in his train ; 

For he is dead and cannot rise again. 

Then from the shapes that beat their breasts and wept, 
Soft to the light a gentle Problem stepped, 

And, lo, her clinging robe she swiftly loosed 
And with majestic hands her side produced : 

“ Sweet Theorem,’^ she said, and called her mate, 

“ Sweet Theorem, be with me at this hour. 

How oft together in a dear debate 

We two bore witness to our Sovereign’s power. 

But he is dead and henceforth all our days 
, Are wrapped in gloom, 

And we who never ceased to sing his praise 

May weep our lord, but cannot call him from his tomb.” 


And, as they bowed their heads and to and fro - 
AVove in a mournful gait their web of woe, 

Two sentinels forth came, 

Their hearts aflamOj 
' And moved behind the pair : 

‘'Warders we are,” they cried, 

• Of these two sisters who were once so fair, 
"Sb'joyous in their pride.” . 

And now their massy shields they lifted high, 

. Embossed with letters three, 

And, though a mist of tears bedimmed each eye, 
The sorrowing Nymphs could see 
Q., E. and F. on one, and on the other Q. E. D. 

But on a sudden, with a hideous noise 
Of joy and laughter rushed a rout of boys ; 

And all the mourners in affright 
Scattered to left and right. 

Problems and Theorems and Angles too, 
Postulates, Definitions, Circles, Planes, 

A jibbering crew, 

With all their hoary gains 
Of knowledge, from their monarch dead 
Into the outer darkness shrieking fled. 

And now with festal dance and laughter loud 
Broke in the boyish and intruding crowd ; 

Nor did they fail, 

Seeing that aU the painful throng was sped, 

To let high mirth prevail, 

And raise the song of joy for Euolid dead. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 
House of Lords, Monday, November 8th, 
— House meets to-day -with conscious 
ness that it is poorer by the cutting oft’ 
of one of its most modest and most dis- 
tinguished members. Lord^ Selby did 
not take prominent part in its proceed- 
ings. When he first entered it, stepping 
from the exalted position of the Speaker’s 
CJiair in the Commons, he characteris- 
tically took a back seat, whence he 
seldom rose to join in debate. He pre- 
ferred the less obtrusive part of one 
who gives “ sage counsel in cumber.” 

His views on current affairs were 
sought with avidity by both sides. 
When, at the instance of the present 
Opposition, a Committee was appointed 
to consider the possibility of reforming 
procedure in the Lords, Ministers and 
their few followers stood aside. Intent 
upon drastic reconstruction, they de- 
clined to dally with what promised to 
be a mere plastering-up of the ancient 
edifice. The “Leader of the Opposition 
approached Lord Selby with invitation 
to “come over and help us.” Though 
essentially not a Party man, he was loyal 
to his Party chief. He privily consulted 
him on the question, and on receiving 
cordial consent to follow personal inclina- 
tion in the matter he joined the Com- 
mittee and gave valuable aid to its 
deliberations. 

To the universal regret on his final with- 
drawal from an arena which he endowed 
with dignity is added the reflection that 
the event happens on the eve of a crisis 
in the history of the House of Lords 
where his sound judgment, long ex- 
perience, lofty moral and mental atti- 
tude, would have been of price above 
rubies. 

It is an oft-told story how, nominated 
to the Speaker’s Chair on the retirement 
of Mr. Peel, Mr. Gully was not known 
even by sight to one-third of the 
assembly. As Member for Carlisle, as 
in other relations of daily life, he never 
thrust himself to the fi’ont. Unexpect- 
edly called to the Chair, he filled it 
, with a courteousness that graced without 
weakening his unfailing vindication of 
its high authority. His appointment on 
the nomination of the meagre Liberal 
majority under the leadership of Sir 
William Harcourt was resisted by the 
Opposition. The honour was won for 
him by the narrow majority of eleven. 
This happened in April 1895. In 
August of the same year, the Unionists, 
returning with a majority that made 
them masters of the situation, and placed 
at their disposal the prizes that *are 
the heritage of the victor, re-elected 
him by acclamation. 

Thereafter, through ten eventful years 
he held the post, yearly growing in the 
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House of Lords Footman. — “ Per’aps I houglit to tell you, m'lord, as those persons from 
Ml’. Hasquidge’s liopposite are hall in the front of the ’Ouse again, a-throwin’ doTYii 
(wich they call gaunklets) like lianytliink ! Their hattitude and heyaviotir is what your lordship 
might call unpleasantly threat’nin’, I might halmost say middle-class 1” 

Lord Lansdowne. — “ Oh, tliat ’s all right, James. You might just pick up all the gloves, you 
know. Veiy interesting mementos.” [See next 


esteem of the House. A man of simple 
tastes, sweet nature, high culture, and 
supreme capacity, he added appre- 
ciably to the splendid traditions of the 
Speaker’s Chair. 

Now is the stately column broke, 

The beacon light is quenched in smoko, 

The trumpet’s silvery sound is still, 

The warder silent on the hill. 

Business done, — London Elections 
Bill thrown out on Second Reading by 
157 against 40. 

Thursday , — ^Merrily filling up the cup. 
Last week Irish Land Bill hacked 
about and returned for dead. On 
Monday short shrift given to Loulu’s 
London Elections BiU. John Burns’s 
Bill for the better planning of towns 
and the housing of populations, which 
passed the Commons by acclaim, severely 
handled in the melting pot. 

“May as well he hung for a sheep as 
a lamh,” said Lansdowne, sharpening 
his claymore. 

Then in quavering voice that iU 


assorted with desperate intent, he trolled 
his battle-song : 

Come fill up the cup as full as you cau ; 

Come call up my amiy of bold Backwoods- 
men. 

Fling wide the “No” lobby and let us go 
free : 

For it’s up with the Budget of David 

L. G. 

To-day House Letting Bill comes back 
with reasons for disagreement to several 
of Lords’ Amendments. Camperdown 
to the fore as usual. Ever desirous to 
remind House that if anything un- 
timely were to Iiappen to Lansdowne — 
(which Heaven forbid !) —tbey need not 
go Leaderless. Indeed, with titular 
coachman on the box, Camperdown 
always ready to take reins out of his 
hands and drive the next stage. 

Heavily snubbed just now. Majority 
of Peers on Opposition Benches evi- 
dently disinclined to add to general 
wreck another useful non-controversial 
measure. Camperdown has no patience 
with such weakness. Up several times 
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on same Amendment. In the Commons 
this out of order. In the Lords no 
Standing Orders govern debate. Every 
Peer a law unto himself. Lord Chax- 
OELLOB sitting on Woolsack with appear- 
ance and insignia of President has no 
power of restraint. 

But there are limits to the patience of 
a Scotchman. On fourth popping up 
of the Irrepressible One, Lord Chan- 
cellor observed: ‘‘It is not usual for 
noble Lords to speak more than once on 
the same subject.” 

Ministerialists cheered ; Unionists tit- 
tered ; Camperdown subsided. 

Business done, — Noble Lords gra- 
ciously refraining from insisting on 
Amendments to House Letting Bill dis- 
agreed with by Commons, the ^ 

little one was saved. j 

“A brand snatched from i 

the burning,” sighed Lord | 

Creto. ‘ 


THROUGH THE IVORY GATE. 

The recent announcement 
that a Servian Bishop was 
about to be tried on a charge 
of high treason for publicly , 

stating that he had dreamed 
that King Peter was deposed 
has prompted the inquiry i 

whether such experiences are i 

common amongst our own j 

leading men. Appended are i 

the results of an investiga- ^ 

tion s owing that this par- 
ticular form of dream is by 
no means the monopoly of 
the Servian episcopacy. i 

Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree, j 

who recently informed a repre- i 

sentative of The Daily Chron- j 

icle that he “believed in 
having dreams and in turn- 
ing them into realities,” is 

reported to have had a strange vision 
the other day during a hard-earned nap 
between the Acts of Trilby. The re- 
nowned histrion dreamed that Mr. 
George Alexander had abandoned the 
Stage for Parliament, that Mr. Martin 
Harvey had become a Bishop, Mi\ Cyril 
Maude an Admiral, and Mr. H. B. Irving 
a Judge. 

I ^ The Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
like Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree, is a 
great dreamer. It is reported by a writer 
in The Rational Review that Mr. Lloyd 
George recently had a remarkable dream, 
in. which Mr. Asquith resigned the Pre- 
miership and Mr. Winston Churchill 
was appointed Viceroy of India. On 
his communicating the dream to Mr. 
Asquith, the Premier remarked, with a 
menry twinkle, “My dear David, I am 
delighted to hear it; you know that 
dreims always go bv contraries.” 

By a strange coincidence on the same 


night on which the Chancellor of the present roominess, the Chronicles of 
Exchequer had this dream, the President Barchester with the remotest details of 
OF the Board of Trade also dreamed all the mechanism of all the minor 
that Mr. Asquith had resigned, hut that canons, and Bradshaw’s Guide with j 
it was Mr. Lloyd George who was photogravures of the wayside villages, | 


appointed to succeed Lord Minto. and double the usual number of trains. 

. - Everything will he done by experts: 

■.x-r-rv-nr-n » thus, to take H few instances : — 

THE WORLDS BOOKS BETTERED. Beach Thomas extends and 

Complaints have been made that improves the Story of Eden from 
whereas the business man, the soldier, Paradise Lost. ; 

the artisan, the clerk, nay, even the Coralie Stanton and Heath Hosken 
shoeblack and the crossing - sweeper re-write and intensify the love-letters of 
may now peruse the essence or pith of Abelard and Heloise. 
the World’s Masterpieces in fortnightly Mr. William le Queux out-Walters the ; 
paper editions, the Carmelite Press has Waverley Novels ; and 
as yet done nothing to cater for the Mr. Hall Caine elaborates Mr. Ber- 
more leisurely needs of bibliophiles, nard Shaw’s introduction to Mr. Hall ; 

Caine’s latest work, under 

^ ^ the title of “ The White 

* ' Bound in rhinoceros hide, 

' V medallion of Lord North- 

( ) CLiFFE and Pisistratus on the 

‘‘The World’s Books 
Bettered” will Iqe more than 
^ the limit. Toey will create 

I An^erican cousins say) be it. 


“The result was that in the 
name of the City Fathers the night- 
mare of the tramway was placed 
on Ihe breast of the city.” 

The Lahore Tribune. 

No mixed metaphors for our 
jovial contemporary. 










SOME OP “those persons" WITH THE GLOVES. 

litterati, bookworms, and connoisseurs. 
To meet this long- felt want, we are happy 
to announce that the aforementioned 
pubhshing house intends to compile 
and issue (once every blue moon) an 
improved and expanded edition of the 
gems of literature for the express benefit 
of students and millionaires. Remember 
that 

“The World’s Books Bettered” 

13 not a mere republication. 

It is a painting of the lilies of literature, 
a gilding of the golden coin of fancy, an 
enhancement of the noblest and greatest 
works of the greatest writers that have 
ever wrought. 

How often have you not laid down 
some massive volume with a sigh, and 
said, “I wish there were more of it.” 
Well, that is just what there is going to | 
be. Try to imagine your Eomer in duo- 
decameters, an Inferno of twice its 


From an advertisement : 

' “ A gentleman writes : * After 

years use I have found a cup of 
tea "taken in the morning about a 
quarter o1 an hour after a dose of 
a great boon.” 

It is only right to give these remedies 
a fair trial before rushing into print 
about them. 

“ Prize Pugs. — Mrs. H. A. Reckitt, of Hast- 
ings, was a successful exhibitor in the rabbit 
classes at the Lewes Fanciers’ Show on Thurs- 
day. He took two firsts and a second.” — East- 
ings Observer. 

If there is any point about which you 
are still doubtful, do not hesitate to 
write to us. 


From a circular letter sent out by The 
Daily Mail: — 

“ Dear Sir, — am endeavouring to ascertain 
the effect of the new Eight-Hour Act, and 1 
should be glad if you could kindly let me know 
briefty how it affects the working of your 
mind.” 

Fortunately this letter came not to us 
but to a correspondent, so we need not 
confess. 
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LITERAEY GOSSIP, 
t Encouraged by the splendid example 
of Mr. Henry James, the heroine of whose 
new novel “is a lady who has been 
engaged six times while her mother has 
three husbands,” a number of other 
well-known novelists meditate similar 
excursions into matrimonial arithmetic. 
Thus Miss Susan P. Fargus, the famous 
Texas romancer, announces a story en- 
titled Polly Andry's Husbands^ the plot 
of which is of a most complicated cha- 
racter. PoUy, who is a maitvcssc femme 
of the most pronounced type, marries 
simultaneously six husbands in six 
different States. Four of them had 
been married twice before, and the re- 
maining tw^o were monogams. 


Another redoubtable novelist, Mrs. 
Gertrude Sparrowhawk, has just c6n>- 
pleted a charming tale called Mamie's 
Relations. Mamie is a little girl of 
seven whose mother has been divorced 
seven, and her father eight times. With 
that splendid tolerance which is such a 
fine feature of the smartest American 
society, Mamies parents are in the habit 
of sending her on a round of visits to 
their previous partners. The confusion 
caused in the mind of the little visitor 
is most divertingly described in Mrs. 
Sparrowhawk’s story, which has been 
“ crowned” by the Academy of Griggs- 
ville. 

A charming book of reminiscences 
which is shortly promised by the firm 
of Odder and Odder is My Matrimonial 
Vicissitudes, by the famous Portuguese 
pianist, Madame Forma Minto. Perhaps 
the clou of this delightful entertainment 
is the chapter in which she relates how, 
at the third concert of the Philharmonic 
Society’s season some years ago, she 
played with the most brilliant success 
her fifth husband’s fourth pianoforte 
concerto, and was six times recalled. 

That distinguished peer-elect, Admiral 
Sir John Fisher, O.M., G.C.B., is so 
deeply delighted, as he well may be, 
with the splendid appreciation from the 
pen of Mr. Arnold White which appeared 
in The Daily Chronicle, that he is about 
to write a short biography of that illus- 
trious publicist under the attractive 
title of “The Whitest Man I Know.” 
Mr. Arnold White, it will be remembered, 
used of Sir John Fisher the memorable 
phrase: “He gives the impression of 
being elemental man in the midst of 
wax figures.” Acting on this sugges- 
tion we understand that Messrs. Tussaud 
have ordered an animated and speaking 
efi&gy of our great Admiral, which wih 
walk the quarterdeck with suitable 
nautical expressions at the hours of 12, 
3, 6 and 9 every day. I 



THE DIFFERENT SIDES OF A STORY~No. V. 

Catalogue deseripim : “ For Sale, Grey Mare, quiet in all harness, only sold owing to 

THE OWNER GOING IN FOR MOTOR CAES.” 


It is asserted that the Lord Advocate 
is engaged on an historical romance 
abounding in the most improbable and 
fantastic incidents, of which the hero is 
Prince Alexander, the hereditary sove- 
reign of Uritania. 

‘‘The Daily News’’ and the Prize 
Bing. 

We were greatly shocked by a full 
column report of a prize-fight in the 
Daily News of November 9, bristling 
with such vulgar technicalities as 
“swung up his left,” “hugging, in- 
terspersed with kidney punching,” 
“Welsh again found the Londoner’s 
face” and “pnt an upper-cut to the 
jaw.” We can only suppose that 
this report was printed by oversight, 
and that our contemporary had quite 
intended to publish something like the 
following : — “ We are informed by a 
press agency, which shall be nameless, 
that another of the brutal displays, for 


which the National Sporting Club is 
notorious, took place last night. The 
contestants were two fine, strapping 
young fellows, Frederick Welsh, of 
Pontypridd, and John Summers, of 
Canning Town; and we cannot but 
think that their glowing health and 
splendidly- developed physique might 
have been pufc to some better purpose. 
It is not onr intention to report this 
event in any detail ; we place on record 
the fact that it happened, so that the 
public may know that this so-called 
sport of prize-fighting still existsdn our 
midst. Our readers, by the way, may I 
perhaps be interested to learn that I 
“prize-ring” is really a misnomel', - the 
space set apart for contests of this kind 
being, we understand, of a Rectangular 
shape.” - - \ 

The Artistic Touch. 

dainty box of Yarmouth bloaters or 
kippers sent carr. free.” 

Look out for o-ur charming sack of coals* 
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_ _ y Mr. Geoege Alesandee made up for frenzied a measure with any conceivable 

AT THE PLAY. regrettable absence from Mid - partner.- She spoke tbrougliout witli a 

“Lorrimeb Sabiston, Dramatist.” Channel by being on the stage for the level calm which declined to distinguish 
I HAVE my grave doubts whether the best part of the whole three hours, between what was worth saying and 
profession of British Dramatist is so He threw off his almost continuous what was not. Thus, to^ the popular 
established and assured that it can speeches — consisting largely of meta- platitude, “ There is nothing so certain 
afford to make merry in the open at phors, the kind that you have to think in life as its uncertainties,” she appeared 
its own expense. Nor am I certain that out over night — with astonishing to give the same value as she gave to 
the cynical reflections of a playwright fluency and good nature. But apart from the best of Mr. Carton’s novelties, 
upon his own art — very right and this feat he was not called upon for a great Mr. Godfrey Tearle’s performance in 
profitable, no doubt, in the private effort. It seemed that at any moment the invidious part of Noel Barms was a 
circle— is likely to afford much enter- he might be required to do some acting, sketch in the rough, showing strength 
tainment to the general public, for one but the moment never came, except that without finish. If Dareus had not as- 
must not judge by the almost pro- just before the final Act he suffered a sured us with his own bps that he had 
fessional sympathy of a first-night brief spasm of depression on hearing been at Harrow as , well as Oxford, I 


audience. Yet if Mr. Carton is not de- 
pending for success on his exposure of 
the humours of his trade, I don’t quite 
see what he is depending on; for he 
makes no recognisable appeal to the 
elemental emotions. In the whole play 
there is only one moment of strong feel- 
ing, and even then the processes that led 
up to it had been conducted off the stage. 

But, anyhow, his play suffers from a 
fundamental flaw which makes the 
whole fabric shaky from the start. 
Lorrimer Sdbiston is a dramatist who 
has hitherto taken the side of the angels 
and grown rich beyond the dreams of 
dramatic avarice by giving the public 
what they want — .angemic propriety 
with virtue ever triumphant. But sud- 
denly, taking the nether powers Into 
his confidence, he writes the real thing, 
a veritable hair-raiser, entitled “ One 
Law for the Woman.” He dares not 
produce this in his own name for fear 
of alienating the British matron. So he 
induces Noel Bdreus^ a starving young 
playwright, to let it be fathered on him 
under a mutual bpnd of secrecy. ' It 


never seems 


might have mistaken him for a Ehodes 
scholar. Mr. Lowne, in his usual pa^t 
of friendly critic, was as delightfully 
human as ever ; and of Mr. Vivian Rey- 
nolds, who played a Press interviewer, 
I could have wished to see a great deal 
more. Miss Rosalie Toller was a really 
picturesque ingenue; but her. young 
man, the Eer), Ererard Bayne (Mr. Martin 
Lewis) looked more like a chorister than 
a curate. Mr. JasiI es Carew (as 8 ir Henry 
Glieynley) did a kind of rude justice to 
apart that needed Mr. Freueriok Kerr 
to make it seem probable. 

The play was full of happy turns of 
phrase, but these hardly. made up f^r 
its transparent naweti of construction. 
There ,was no. movement, except that 
when two people thought that they had 
exhausted our. patience they' got up and 
changed tlieir seats; or when one of 
them had to be manoeuvred out of the 
way the typewriter came in and an- 
nounced the arrival of a dressmaker 
or a call on the telephone. ' Pipes and 
eighteen-penny cigars were in frequent 
Noel Dareiis()lii,OQj>TUEYl!EknLE)to Luriimcr requisition to tide over the embarrass- 


to have occurred to Sdbiston ^dbiaton (Mr, George Alexa^er). “ Mind, if I 211011^8 of a sedentary life. 

... « .. onrtor\+ 1+ if. 'a nni-o- ho/»5i.Tieo I atnvTnYio- J - 


that' he might just as weU have produced ^ 


the play anonymously and saved himself 
from the grossness of taking advantage 


cep. IX, IX e oiuy x m metaphors already referred 

[Note.-NodDarcmisthehollow,!iti^nmted to, I should have been better pleased if 
figure on the right] generous as 


of the poor hoy’s extreme need. This that he could never hope to be the their quantity. To Sabistods reminder 

J. J-l- H J. 2 .: rm. - 71- . .*7 7 - - J* J J- xT- ^ /77- 7 - . • J l.liT"''! • 1 * 


is not the first time— The Builder 0 / co-respondent in the Gheynley suit. that ho has given him a stepping-stone 
Bridges , was another case—where the I ought to add that he wore a horn4d to fame and fortune, Noel Bareus, 
character played by Mr. Alexander has moustache and a short pointed beard, recognising that his own fount of in- 
eheerfully nndertaken to .behave in- which went admirably with a certain spiration is likely to remain unpro- \ 
tolerably without any apparent sign on Mephistophelian quality in the character ductive, replies: “What is the good of | 
the part of either author or actor that he of Sdbiston, These trimmings were in- a stepping-stone when the stream is 
was being asked to do anything outside accurately referred to as “whiskers” by dry?” I have taken this metaphor j 
the day’s work of an English gentleman, someone in the gallery who wished home in my head and tried to work it J 
Well, the play had a great vogue (I “ George” to take them off; but I sin- out, but it makes no sort of sense in the • 
don’t know how it eluded the Censor or cerely hope that Mr. Alexander will not context. They are not even talking 
what the police were doing at the time), be foolish enough to foUowthe advice of about the same kind of stepping-stone. ' 
and then came a very pretty touch of this intimate humourist. Wit and enterprise and many other 

irony. Sabistods friend, Lady Gheynley, Miss Beryl* Faber played the part of excellent features abound in Mr. Oar- 
with whom his prospects of elopement Lady Glieynley very naturally, like a ton’s new work; "but I must have my 
were beginning to look quietly rosy, woman of the world who has exchanged final snarl, and say that when a dramatic 
^throws him over for the supposed author her illusions fora little quiet philosophy, author sets out to ridicule, with however 
of the town-shaking play, whom she and is therefore the very last kind of light a touch, the foibles of his fellow- 
assumes to he made of the same virile person to want to run away with a half- craftsmen — and in what is professedly a 
fibre as his alleged creation. But even baked genius. Life with Sabiston and play, not a lecture — he is bound to pro- 
this dramatic situation loses much of its with Barms she compared respectively vide an o^bject-lesson that is above re- 
effect by the iU-judged humours of a to a minuet and a tarantella, and selected proach. The critic, on the other hand, j 
scene in which the aggrieved husband the latter. Yet I could not bring myself has no such responsibility. Hence these 
presents a figure of farce. to picture Miss Faber as dancing so brave strictures. . 0. S. • 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Glerhs,) 

Next to coming into closer toucli with the South Pole than 
the foot of mortal man ever before carried him, Lieutenant 
Shaczleton (whom the world to-day acclaims as Sir Ernest) 
achieved his most stupendous work when he completed 
The Heart of the Antarctic (Heinemakn). It is the biggest 
I thing recently produced in the world of books. By happy 
chance the author, richly equipped by nature with thei 
qualities that go to make a great explorer, has a literary j 
style of rare excellence. In the story of a journey that 
: brought him within a hundred 'miles of the South Pole he 
compels the least imaginative to realise very vividly the 
marvellous things he experienced ; and this with the apparent 
absence of effort that is the perfection of art. Unaided by 
subvention from the Exchequer, he raised a sum of money 
sufficient to justify him in planning the expedition. The 
wprk, upon perfection of whose details depended the safety 
of his own life and those of his companions, was personally 
supervised by him. Nothing was left to chance. The 
reward of this care was gathered throughout the expedition, 
there being at no point a break-down in the equipment. 

What strikes one in reading the vrondrous tale is the 
deathless hope, the dauntless good humour that faced the 
awful difficulties djily recurring. “When things seem at 
the worst they turn to their best,” is Shackleton’s favourite 
axiom, the sure foundation of his philosophy. It proved 
triumphant to the last. Famished, cramped, bruised with 
frequent falls over sharp ice, cut to the bone by icy gales 


that sometimes travelled at the rate of seventy miles an hour, 
snow-blinded, frost-bitten, SHACiaETON and his two com- 
panions who made the final Southern journey held on till, 
literally, they fell down. They turned back for the simple 
but sufficient reason that their food supply was exhausted. 
“Whatever regrets may be we have done our best,” is 
Shackleton’s half-apology for giving up the quest for the 
mystic Pole. The two sumptuous vohunes are profusely 
illustrated with photographs^ taken on the spot, and are 
further enriched by valuable maps which mark new territory. 

Clearly I ought to be grateful to certain publishers for 
their friendly lead in the matter of criticism so kindly given 
me upon the wrappers of their books, because if it could 
ever happen that the reviewer were too unconscientious to 

read Happily, however, in the case of Mrs. Henry 

DE LA Pasture such a contingency is little likely to arise, 
and her latest story, The Tyrant (Methuen), is as full 
as ever of those qualities which have gained her so 
many admirers. Personally, I always think of this charming 
author chiefly as the chronicler of delightful mothers. 
No one else can write of them quite so tenderly and 
well We all know how fortunate Peter was in this 
respect, and now in Mrs, Kemys the author has given us 
yet another wholly lovable parent. But poor Mrs, Kemys 
had a husband, the Squire of Nantgwilt, and the “tyrant” of 
the title, whose avarice and despotic temper made the 
beautiful Welsh home a place of inisei y for wife and children 
and household. Suddenly, however, Bichard Kemys is called 
away on a voyage, and a chance discovery (what that was you 
must find out for yourself) enables his -long-suffering wife to 
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turn the tables. This is huge fun. The house becomes 
transformed, money is lavished, the sons are made happy, 
the daughters sought in marriage. And while everybody 
concerned, including the author, is having a thoroughly 
happy time, the tyrant-squire returns unexpectedly. And 
then comes yet another surprise, in the very tender and 
beautiful ending to an altogether charming book. 

Acting on the eponymous principle, when I took up 
Move Ail Things (Long) and found that its author was 
W. TEiGNMOura Shore, I settled down comfortably for a four- 
hours’ journey into the West Country ; and this was rather 
foolish, for as a matter of fact a twopenny ’bus fare from 
Charing Cross would have covered the whole geography of 
the plot. And, to tell the truth, if it happened to be a wet 
day and the vehicle a motor-bus, there might have been 
some more exciting incidents. Above 
All Things is a very simple story of 
the variations of sentiment amongst 
some very ordinary people, the only 
entanglement being that one of the 
ladies is already married, and it has 
to be discovered that her husband is 
really dead and being impersonated 
by an impostor before her . hand is 
free. The author has made the mis- 
take, I think, of trying to transfer 
interest from one heroine to another. 

It was no use to tell me (in so many 
words) that Artlmr began to find he 
was really in love with Kate, and that 
J ohn, who was supposed to adore her, 
underwent a similar cardiac change, 
and fastened his affections on May, 

May met Arthur at the beginning of 
the book, and T was prepared to like 
her, whereas nothing was done’ from 
an artistic point of view to make me 
feel iflterested in 'Kate. John -wiLS‘ 
dull,.and he would have suited her 
nicely. After all, it is my feelings 
that have to be considered, and, -waiv- 
ing this, why, in- the name of Long, 
has the book been entitled, Above 
All Things ? If any of ’ the people 
had lived in one of those very new 
blocks of flats, or had owned an 
aeroplane, I could have understood 
it ; but as most of the action takes 
place in Vincent Square, Westmin- 
ster, and nobody even contemplates 
aviation', I confess it beats me altogether. 


Esther Garcy^ The Bride (Methuen) — not of Abydos, but 
of St. John’s Wood, where the artists come from — ^was a 
daring young woman to marry the man she did. Armstrong 
by name and Arnistrpng by nature, everything about him 
was strong, especially his temper. He was,:as she told him, 
a fearful spectacle .when he was in a rage. The day after 
they became engaged slie paid him a surprise visit in his 
studio, where she knew he would be working at his- statue, 
“ The Bride.” * And, lo and behold (horresco ref evens), she 
saw two ’brides besides herself— the white marble statue, and 
another white figure with brown hair heaped upon its head.’! 
As she had never seen a model before,. she fainted on the 
spot/ When she came to, Armstrong, after.^ indulging in a 
totle Armstrong language, set to wnrk to smash the beautiful 
head i of '.the marble bride, with some . heavy oinstruinenti 
Whereupon fled ‘‘as if from the presence of a lunatic.” 
And yet she married ] im in the end. Miss Grace^ Rhys in 


the first part of her story describes Esther's efforts to make 
a living after her ruined and disgraced father had departed 
this life, leaving his wife and daughter to sink or swim in 
the stormy seas of workaday London. The text of the book 
is that adversity is the best discipline. But unless Armstrong 
has seen fit since his marriage to bridle his temper I can’t 
help thinking that Esther will sometimes sigh for the 
relatively easy trials of her pre-nuptial state. 

John Aysoough, having recently published a book entitled 
A Roman Tragedy and Others (Arrowsmith), now states 
that to have called his new book (San Gelestino) a tragedy 
would have been to challenge just castigation, “for its author 
cannot handle tragedy.” Fortunately it is.not for me to dis- 
pute this. The protagonists of “A Roman Tragedy” devote 
some seventy pages to a laborious development of their cha- 
racters and. make little progress with 
their plot until they are -within thirty 
pages of their end. Then, realising 
their unpunctuality, they acliieve a 
hasty climax of murder and sudden 
death and leave nothing for the last 
twenty pages but retrospective ex- 
planations. Of the “ others ” the last 
two only are good, a third, “Rever- 
sions,” opening hopefully with a 
lively account of a gallant captain’s 
matrimonial enterprise, but conclud- 
ing dismally with a surfeit of oppor- 
tune coincidence. Mr. Ayscough’s 
new book, 8an Gelestino, is de- 
scribed by its publishers (Smith, 
Elder) as a work that throws fresh 
light upon the career of Celestius V., 
the man ever remembered for his 
connection with the “gran’ rifiuto.” 
It expressly disclaims any historical 
intention, and so cannot be criti- 
cised upon points of accuracy; It 
denies itself the title of a novel, 
and so cannot be blamed for lack 
of sustained dramatic interest. But 
even by describing it as “an essay 
in reconstruction” the author has 
not avoided by anticipation all 
fault-finding, for there is about 
it a jerkiness of writing that no 
sub-title can excuse. Yet in the 
simplicity of this imaginati\'e bio- 
graphy of the hermit saint, who was 
made Pope against his will and had 
the bright idea of sending in a resignation, there is so much 
that is attractive and powerful that I wish I were a school- 
master with the author as my pupil. “Aysoough,” I should 
have said, “ this might have been an excellent essay of youi*s. 
Tear up that copy and write it all over again.” 


A modern Jonah. 

Extract froni Col. Patterson’s book In the Grip of the 
Nyika : — 

“ The game^ ranger was dazed for a few moments by the shock, 
but when he came to his senses he found himself being carried off in the 
tmw of the hon.” 

The italics are o.urs * the humiliating and congested situation 
was the game ranger’s. 

“GOLF. 

At Suimingdale, on Saturday, Oxford University beat the home side 
by 7 goals to 4. (Picture on page 9.) ” 

Page 9, however, was a distinct disappointment. 
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THE ROUND OF DESTINY. 

(DedieMed to the prophetic almanack-mongers.) 

Even as erst, when the Pythian 
Priestess, pretending to swoon, 
Forged in the smoke of her smithy an 
Artful political rune, 

Doubtless Arcadian villagers, 

Heedless of omens of war, 

Careless of far-away piUagei's, 

Followed their herds as before ; — 

So, when oracular offices 
Send me their leaflets of doom, 

All unaffected by prophecies 
Cahnly my cleek I resume ; 

Bogeys of apocalyptical 
i Authors, whoe’er they may be, 

Less than a gossamer whip tickle 
' One that has sliced from the tee. 

' Steady of eye as a lialibut, 

Stolid of will as a serf, 

Plou^ I the soil of the valley (but 
Always replacing the turf) ; 

Where is your wiser philosoplier ? 

Earth’s international rubs 
Harm not the soul who is boss of her 
Surface by dint of his clubs. 

TeU me no tales of a demagogue, j 
Read me no diplomat’s wile ; 

Any old thing will set them agog, 
Nothing can alter my style ; 

Here on this dune, with its sandy cap 
Fronting the infinite main, 

I and my 26 handicap 
Start on our cycle again. 

If you would garner my gratitude, 
Zadkiel, Moore, and the rest, 

Makers of mystical platitude, 

Augurs of strife and unrest, 

Tell me liext year if some serious 
Swerve in the counsels of Fate 
Means to cut down my imperious 
Card of 108. 


CORRESPONDENCE. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — Boiling with indig- 
nation, I beg leave to avail myself of the 
publicity of your columns to bring to 
the light of day yet another scandalous 
ca e of unemployment due directly and 
entirely to the iniquitous system of Free 
Trade under which Great Britain at 
present stmggles. Reading, a few even- 
ings ago, my paper, I found the following 
piteous demand for work : — 

“ Fat man wants job, age 32 ; 5 ft. 11 ; 21 
stone; been on stage.” 

What could provide a better example of 
the hati dicap under which we labour 
than this advertisement ? To think 
that this Briton, with his splendid 
natural advantages, should be con- 
demned to waste away in desuetude (is 
that the word?) while, in the many 
penny shows now touring these islands, 
there are hundreds, nay, thousands, of 



foreigners and infidels who have taken 
advantage of our lax laws to dump their 
mountains of flesh on our markets ! 
Here we have an important Biitish 
industry strangled, while the home- 
grown article advertises plaintively for 
a job of any kind. How much longer 
is this to continue ? I naturally perused 
the ‘‘ Wanted” column of my newspaper 
to see if I could find for our portly 
friend-in-need the best market for his 
wares. Alas, the most appropriate that 
I could find was the following : — 

“ Trouser press and stretcher, new condition j 
state lowest price ; on approval.” 

Even for this I fear he is ineligible. It 
stipulates ‘‘new condition.” He con- 
fesses to 32 years’ wear. 

Or again there is this : — 

First-class canvasser ; no wasters. — ^Apply 
7 to 9 p.m.” 

It is brief and not explicit, but it might 
suit. 


A little further down I find the 
following : — 

“ Overcoat, warm, gi'ey, good condition, fit 
ordinary man, ISs. 

This again brings home to us the hard 
lot of our friend. Even the privilege of 
buying a warm grey overcoat for 15s. 6i. 
is denied to him. Picture his position 
as the winter nights grow colder. Does 
not this case from everyday life prove 
to every true Briton the iniquity of this 
penal Budget ? * 

I am, Yours etc., 

Indignant Briton. 

[“How does the Budget come into it? ” — Ed. 

“Unearned increment ! ” — I. B.J 


“However Cambridge ‘packed’ well, and 
finished their five men 4th, fith, 6th, 7th, 8th, 
and 9th,” 

Even a novice, we should have thought, 
could have packed them tighter than 
that. 
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THE LORDS’ APPEAL TO THE PEOPLE. 

[Hints for an Electoral address, following th.s line of argument adopted 
by tbe Radical Press.] 

What ! Men of England ! Shall it be 
That you, a self-respecting nation, 

Propose to crook a servile knee 
And grovel at the Peers’ dictation ? 

If so, yon cannot be aware 

What outrage yon are asked to bear ! 

Then yon shall hear the horrid truth. 

We made a Bill, a perfect treasure ; 

We sent it up, and they, forsooth. 

Said that on such a doubtful measure 
(Here comes the insult) they preferred 
That you should have the final word ! 

That Budget, simple, bright and terse, 

They did not fling it back or flout it, 

But, just" to make you wince the worse, 

Chose to invite your views about it ! 

Has Liberty been ever dealt 
A nastier knock beneath the belt ? 

Not for ourselves we raise a squeal ; 

Our case is rough, but yours is rougher ; 

It is for you we rather feel, 

Guessing how sadly you must suffer 
At being asked if you detect 
Anything wrong in your Elect. 

For such were we four years ago, 

And such we should by rights continue, 

And you should not be asked to show 
A reason for the faith that ’s in you — 

A faith that ’s got some years to run 
Before you need another one. 

Meanwhile, if you incline to hold 
No further views on any matter, 

’Tis your prerogative of old 
Which no one yet has sought to shatter ; 

For in defence of such a right 
Even a worm would turn and bite. 

So, if these self-anointed Peers 
Challenge your claims (of which the sum is 
That for a term of six full years 
You’re privileged to act as dummies) 

And ask you what you really think. 

Rise in your wrath and strike them pink. 

Ay I this is Armageddon’s eve ! 

To-morrow’s fight shall mend or end ’em — 

Stern chastisement, with no reprieve. 

For that outrageous referendum ; 

Henceforth no Peer will lightly choose 

To dare consult the People’s views ! 0, S. 


In reply to a Woman’s Suffrage deputation Lord Crewe 
has given it as his opinion that “ the cause of free food will 
probably be strengthened by women’s votes.” Certainly the 
cause of free food, as supplied by the prison authorities, 
needs strengthening. 


Under the heading “Extracts from the Registers of Bonds 
and Judgments,” we read in Ferry's Gazette : — 

“ Breen, Julia (plaintiff, Curragbgraigue, BaUindaggin. . . , {Pro- 
nounzed in Court, Oct. 27).” 

A memorable occasion, which Perry does well to record. 


WEEK END WISDOM. 

[“We should be poor-spirited indeed if we did not welcome any 
fresh departure in journalism whose aim is to afford our judges [the 
British public], without prejudice and without favour, the clearest 
means of estimating the value of our ideals, the extent of our 

Successes, even the depth of our shortcomings It is 

an arduous task to be impartial, but it is worth the effort, and I fancy 
that never more than now was the moment more propitious or the 
need more urgent.” — Mr. Lloyd George on Independence in Criti- 
cism,^* in “ The Weelt ‘End**’] 

It is with great pleasure that we are able to furnish our 
readers with further extracts from special articles to be con- I 
tributed by other leading politicians to journals of note. ' | 

Thus, the Lord Advocate, writing on “ The Need of 
Accuracy ” in The Preeisian, will make the following i 
admirable and suggestive remarks : — 

“No politician, certainly' no one implicated, however 
humbly, in the Government of the country, can fail to welcome 
the exact and diligent presentation of facts bearing on 
current events. No doubt the prevailing tendency is to 
accept opinions presented on customarily recognised 
authority with too little scrutiny and often with a too un- 
questioning obedience. Hence the paramount importance of 
a paper which, aiming at impartiality as well as conciseness 
of statement, may well be found to meet the requirements 
of that vast body of the public which wishes to be guided, 
informed, and helped concisely, promptly and clearly on the 
great topics of the day— from the labourer pining in his 
hovel to the Duke squatting on his unearned millions. 
It is a difficult job to be accurate, but it is worth the effort, 
and I am convinced that never more than now was the 
moment more propitious or the need more imperative.” 

Mr. Winston Churchill, discussing in The Moderator the 
need of restraint, will make the following timely comments : — 

“ There is no doubt that many speakers are carried away by - 
wishing to make the meeting a success or to scoie a 
point and leave a vivid impression on the minds of their 
hearers; and they, therefore, sometimes cross the border- 
line without realising the effect some of their remarks may 
have. The busy age may to some extent account for this. 
The man whose future depends upon his tongue cannot 
always spare the necessary time to familiarise himself with 
the meticulous minutiae of a tedious theme. He may even 
find it difficult merely to ground himself in the broad 
issues of any comprehensive policy, and the temptation to 
economise time and thought by the simple process of look- 
ing only at one side of a question is almost irresistible. 
Again, the verisimilitude of an unconvincing statement is 
always hugely enhanced by a liberal resort to decorative 
polysyllables. In fine, to be accurate— Tiic labor, hoe opus 
est ; but it is worth the struggle, and I feel that never more 
than at the present was the hour more opportune or the 
need more clamorous.” 


A COLOURABLE SUGGESTION. 

Trouble is imminent in house-decorating circles, as there 
seem to he theories abroad that wall-paper should harmonise, 
or contrast with, a person’s — and more especia% a lady’s 
— ^mood, character and complexion. It wiU be no light 
matter for the chatelaine of a country house, or the mana- 
geress of a hotel, to adjust the various apartments to her 
guests’ idiosyncrasies, or vlce-versd. What is going to happen 
if the choleric individual “sees red” on getting up in the 
morning, the hypochondriac has been quartered amid blue 
surroundings, and the ingenue is bestowed in the pink 
instead of the green bedroom? There wiU in all probability 
be some highly chromatic passages over the breakfast 
table, and the house party will, be off colour for the rest of 
the day. If such a contretemps is likely, to happen, the 
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only solution is that intending week-enders should send on 
ahead, or bring with them, their appropriate wall-paper and 
bedroom hangings. 

When the company is very mixed, the dining and reception 
rooms had better be decorated with a rainbow-hued and 
early-Victorian flowered pattern or heather mixture, otherwise 
there will be bolts from the blue and wigs on the green. 
The most popular visitors will, of course, be of the chameleon 
1 type, who take their colour from their environment, and suit 
their mood to the dado for the time being. An arrangement 
of coloured lights might also be brought into play with the 
aid of a competent theatrical limelight man, each conversa- 
tionalist being suitably stimulated. This is quite a pretty idea, 
which we commend to the givers of American freak dinners. 
There wiU also be some consolation for the colour-blind. 


Esprit de corps. 

Passenger {to motor-hus conductor), What ’s all this crowd 
about ? Is it the motor show ? ”* 

Conductor, “ Yes, Sir, and the most successful show we’ve 
had so far.” 

Two anglers who were fishing horn Clacton Pier yesterday caught a 
cock pheasant that was swimming in the sea.” — Manchester Evening 
News. 

It will be remembered that we called attention a week or two 
ago to an eel which was mistaken by a f >x for a cock pheasant. 
This is apparently the Manchester version of the story. 

Natural BCistory Notes. 

i Facts about the Bear: its Habits, Amusements and 
Limitations. 

^‘The professional hears of Grand Trunks have been allowed to 
have a fair innings lately, but none would be surprised to witness the 
sudden clipping of their wings.” — Weekly Pepoit. 


VALE! 

[The Life of Sir Poherb PerkSf who is retiring from public life, has 
been written by Mr. Denis Crane.] 

Put me among the good men,” was my cry, 

There let me live, and there enraptured die. 

I have no wish for men of common worth. 

The dull encumbrance of our patient earth. 

Not these, though useful, can fulfil my need, 

But men supreme in word and great in deed— 

Men who can give or lend a helping hand, 

And, grand themselves, teach others to be grand ” 

In vain I cried, but at the last there came 
A man attuned to goodness and to fame. 

On all around he shed his matchless rays, 
i And aU. around rejoiced to sing his praise. 

Within the public eye he wrought his works ; 

His mien was mo lest and his name was Perks. 

A space he lingered ’mid our fume and fret, 

Did good by stealth, became a Baronet ; 

Learnt in division lobbies how to trudge it, 

And much disliked, nor voted for, the Budget, 

And then, grown weary of the endless strife, 

Withdrew his virtues from our public life. 

Farewell, farewell, majestic Methodist ! 

Imperial Million-pounder, you ’ll be missed. 

StiU, in your Life by Mr. Denis Crane 

You breathe and live and move and work again, 

And by your precept train the world to do , 

Such things as few could do as well as you. | 

Commercial Candour. 

* You can fool some of tbe people all tbe time, and all the people 
some of the time, but you can^t fool all the people all the time.’ That is 
the idea ou which our busiuess has been built up.” — Advt, in 
^^Johannesburg Daily Mail.'' 
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CHARIVARIA. 

M. Camille Flammarion, tlie eminent 
astronomer, denies tbe report that life 
on Mars has been destroyed by a terrible 


dom with a mng of beer at half the forthcoming musical play. Let ns hope j 
ordinary price is being taken np it will be a la D’Oyly Carte. 
enthusiastically. *** 

A Croydon sweep, we are told by a 
The stomach is not a vital organ,” contemporary, is a keen collector of 

. . 1 . . . 1 • _ _ _ J j-T-i _ ! 


^taX^ THswiU S said a doctor at an inquest. “Apirson china, and something of a connoisseur 

SSXha^wLdr^^^^^ longing to know 

to pe sons ii vm^, iiienas tee. suggestion for a new operation whether he has a special weakness for 

*:!«* comes just at the right moment. Society black Wedgwood, or does that remind 

It is so frequently said that enterprise was getting tired of having its appendix him too much of his calling ? 
is dead in this country, and that we removed. *** 

have not the necessary grit to surmount Poor Dr. Bodie ! ^ It now looks as if he 

obstacles, that we are pleased to hear “Accepting a wager of £20 that he had not even obtained an old waistcoat 
that an English Cinematograph Com- dare not propose to the lady cashier, a for his £8,000. 
pany has at length overcome Mr. railway-man in a restaurant at Lebeau, *:*:* 

Hall Caine’s well-known hatred of South Dakota,” Da% Maii tells us, The small boy who writes to ask 
publicity, and has succeeded in obtain- “ won the lady^s heart and hmd after a whether Bunyan Sunday, which was 
ing a series of photographs of the great courtship lasting 2 min. 25 sec.” The celebrated recently, has any connection 


Manxman at home. 

* * 

* 

The decision that no drinks 
* are to be sold to skaters at the 
new rinks strikes us as a wise 
i one. It will obviate fahe 
charges being brought against 
persons who are unable to keep 
their equilibrium. 

It. is annoXed from St. 
Martin’s -le- Grand lhat money 
orders can now be obtained any- 
where in the United Kingdom 
for payment in Papua or Tonga. 
The news has been received 

quietly. * * 

♦ 

A writer in a Radical contem- 
porary suggests that everyone 
in favour of Mr. Llotd George’s 
proposals shall send a postcard 
to Lord Lansdowne with the 
words, “We demand the Bud- 
get ’ ’ written thereon. W e under- 
stand that the suggestion has 
the support of the Postmaster- 
General, who would, indeed, hke 
to see the idea carried further, 


iM 



Eomeholder. “Vert bandy, these bijou residences. I just 

KNOCK A NAIL IN THIS WALL AND HANG UP MY HAT, ASH THEN GO 
INTO THE BEDROOM AND HANG UP MY COAT ! ” 


with the Harvest Festival, which 
is held on the ot'casion of the 
Ingatliering of the Corn, is re- 
commended not to attempt 

hmnour till he is of riper years. 

* 

The Bi.-hop of Hlll, we are 
informed, is suffering from a 
severe strain of the ankle, caused 
by slipping on a banana skin. 
What bishops say on such oc- 
casions is still a m.dter of 
mystery. 

TO INTENJNO BARRISTERS. 

I GATHER from the weary and 
not a little sour expression on 
their faces that my friends Wil- 
liam, James, George and Henry 
are on the eve of yet another 
examination. These incorrigible 
M ows always seem to be being 
examined nowadays, and from 
that I suppose that there is 
among the examiners one con- 
firmed optim St who does not 
d spair of find mg some good in 
one of them. But even he may 
- eventually get annoyed, so I have 


everybody of the opposite opinion using trouble will begin, we imagine, when decided to forecast one or two of the! 

the" same medium for the expression of the lady is informed why the gentleman questions which will proliahly be asked 

his views. proposed. ,je ,j. ot them, and to set forth the answers 

• * - _ _ * thereto in such a pleasing and instruc- 

At the present moment the Premier In a recent paper Dr. Johannes tive style as is bound to secui*e the 
needs all the encouragement _ he can Menli-Hilty recommends us to aban- passing of any one of them who will ' 
obtain, and he is said to he intensely don, the customary position of the body take the trouble t ^ learn such answers 
gratified at receiving approval from his during sleep, and instead to place the by heart. This indulgence I do not limit 
own daughter. “I think I may say that feet higher than the head. But this is to William, James, George, or Henry ; any 
the Government has done well during not a new idea. Gentlemen who have examinee in the world is welcome to use 
its four years of office,” said Miss dined well have often been known to them in whatsoever subject he may he 
Violet Asquith in opening a political sleep quite soundly with their feet on examined, for one should never tie 
bazaar at Hammersrnith. It is very the pillow. oneself too closelv to the subject matter 

seldom that a man is a hero to his of the question actually asked.. I have 

Violet. ■ -. * « forthcoming Congress the chosen the subject of Law, because my 

^TT -L xi. . 1 * T , Socialist Labour Party will consider the four weary and sourfaced friends are 

We hear that the leehng of gratitude adoption of distinctive - colours for going to be harristeis, and I cannot 
to the House of Lords felt in licensed election purposes. YeUow and black believe that they would submit to an 
victualling circles is something quite have been suggested. A pretty compli- examination in Botany or Loo*arithms 
extraordinary, and a proposal that any ment to the advanced Radical Press and QueUion'l, “Distinguish a crime 
peer, upon producing satisfactory to the undertakers. . from a tort ” 

evideace of identity, shdl be served iu V Winning Answer. “One cannot be 

any pnblic-bouse in tbe United King- Mamage d la Carte is tbe title of a too careful in distinguisbdn.^ crim^ 
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from torts. However mucb alike tkey 
may at first sight appear to be, there is 
that in their natures which is so totally 
different, so, one might almost say, dia- 
metrically opposite, as to lead one later 
to wonder how the deu^e ... I 
should have said, how in the world one 
ever came to regard them as standing in 
any need of being distinguished. The 
short truth is this: crimes are crimes 
and torts are torts all the world over. 
Given a thing which might be either, 
there is one efficacious and entirely con- 
clusive test. Examine it minutely, and, 
if the criminal element preponderates, it 
is a crime ; if the tortious, it is a tort.” 

* Question 2. ^‘Does the Statute ofl 
Limitations apply to parol contracts ? 
Give your reasons.” 

Winning Answer. On the one hand 
a statute, being a statute, applies to 
everything. On the other hand this 
statute has, confessedly, its limitations. 
Yet it was no doubt with a view to its 
applicability, either to parol contracts or 
something else, that the Legislature hit 
on the happy device of a Statute of Limi- 
tations. I feel.it is not for. me to look 
too closely into the motives actuating a 
body of men so vastly superior to myself 
as the British law-giving authority, but 
since I am pressed by my indulgent 
examiners to state my opinion, I will 


now proceed to . do so, demonstrating 
incidental y on what grounds I establish 
the very definite conclusion at which 1 
arrive.” (Let me now inform, you, 
William, James, George and Henry, that 
the defeating of this question is a matter 
of guile. Having contrived to be near 
the bottom of a page by this time, you 
finish off with the worcfe : — “ The ques- 
tion, does the Statute of Limitations 
apply to parol contracts, may be answered 
decidedly in the . . Say that was 
page 5, you number your next page “8,” 
and proceed as under. It would be 
unwise to make any reference to the 
possibility of some of your pages being 
lost before they reach the examiner. His 
suspicions might be aroused. Much 
better let him tumble to it himself.) 

“Page 8. 

“ of Limitations. ’For those, among other 
reasons, it wiU be cleaily seen that the 
answer stated above is the right one, and 
the contrary opinion, though often urged 
with apparent seriousness in our courts 
of law, entirely mistaken.” 

Question 3. “A. is the owner of a 
house. B. also is the owner of a house. 
The houses of A. and B. adjoin. C. is a 
bankrupt, and has made a wiE in which 
he leaves £4,000 to D. D. has applied 
for debenture mortgage stock in the 
E. Company, Limited, to which F. is 


secretary. Upon investigation it turns 
out that A., B., C., D., E. and .F. 
are all one person. Trace the several 
effects upon the various civil and 
criminal rights and liabilities arising 
therefrom.” 

Winning Answer. “ Much might be 
said on this most interesting point, but 
this candidate prefers to deny himself 
the pleasure of a minute examination of 
the results of the circumstances de- 
scribed. Rather he intends to confine 
himseK to a courteous appeal to the better 
nature of his examiners, and to beg of 
them as a personal favour that they will 
let him through this time. The candi- 
date is a married man with twenty-five 
children and no salary. He bears an 
excellent character, and, if the Court 
will only deal leniently with him this 
time, there is bound to be such a burst 
of enthusiasm in home circles as cannot 
fail to result in a very pleasant theatre 
party and a most substantial supper 
afterwards at the Carlton, to which it is 
as good as certain that the examiners 
will be invited. This is mentioned as a 
matter oE interest, and in no way as a 
bribe. Thank goodness, however Eng- 
land may have sunk in other matters, 
she can stiE boast the finest, least par- 
tial, least corruptible and best-looking 
examiners in the world.” 
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NERO AND NEROINE. 

Just as a matter of form I took a pair 
of gloves and drove round to the 
Galleries, but I did not expect to find 
anybody there. However, there ap- 
peared to be quite a lot of people. 

Then the dance has not been post- 
poned ? ” I said to the man who accepted 
my coat. 

‘^Hardly seems like it,” he replied. 

“ Perhaps they haven’t heard the 
news,” I said ; and I bustled off to find 
someone in authority. 

K' dear old friend, who used to share 
my Latin proses at school, approaphed, 
staggering beneath a weight of orders, 
ribbons, garters, rosettes and what not. 

Look here,” I began at once, “ this 
is no time for dressing up. We can’t 
stand fiddling here while Rome is burn- 
ing. You re a steward ? ” 

How did you guess ? ” he asked. 
*‘WeU, you must stop the dance. I 
suppose you’ve heard what’s hap- 
pened ? ” 

The question is, .have you heard 
what ’s going to happen ? My boy, I ’3m 
going to introduce you to the prettiest 
girl north of the Equator. Ah', here 
she is.” ' i 

Mechanically I went through the 
introduction, and with a heavy heart 
broke into what the Press calls the 
‘‘mazy waltz” with her. Feeling that 
the whole thing was some horrible 
dream I led her to a secluded corner, 
and offered a meringue, an ice, a 
cup of coffee, champagne cup, and a 
marron glace. She refused them all. 

“ Yes,” I said, “ I agree with you. It 
is a mockery to sit here eating, when in 

the great world outside ” 

“ One can’t begin after the very first 
dance, I always say.” 

“ Sometimes I wonder if I shall ever 
eat again.” 

“Lots of people feel like that, just 
after Oh, do let ’s talk about some- 

thing else.” 

“ There is only one thing to talk 
about,” I cried. “ The Constitution has 

been torn asunder ” 

“ I don’t think you ’re doing what I 
asked you,” she said coldly. “Have 
you been to many plays lately ? ” 

“ Plays ! Haven’t you heard the 
news ? The so-called House of Lords — ” 

“ Oh, politics ! Do you know, I don’t 
take milch interest in them.” 

“ This isn’t to be dismissed lightly as 
‘politics,’” I said excitedly. “The 

whole world-north of the Equator ” 

“Isn’t that the music beginning? 
Let ’s go back, shall we ? ” 

We went back; and I decided to 
leave the giddy throng in order to strike 
somehow a blow for freedom. Just 
as I had got my coat my friend the 
ambassador came up. 


“A charming girl in green for you 
here,” he said, taking me by the arm. 
“The best dancer south of the Aurora 
Borealis. Let me introduce you.” 

Once more I found myself treading 
the mazy whirl; once more I found 
myself sitting on the sofa in the little 
room on tlie right as you go downstairs. 

“Have you been to many dances 
lately ? ” said the girl in green. 

“Is this a time for dances,” I said, 
sternly, “when all England is reeling 
under a blow dealt by a handful of 
hei'editary irresponsibles ? You have 
not heard the tidings ? They have kept 
the ill news from you, fearing to mar 
your innocent gaiety ? Yet the time must 
come when ” 

“Oh, do tell me. I love any tiling 
exciting.” 

“A revolution has begun, the end of 
which no man can foresee.” 

“Oh where?” 

“ You ask me where ? ” 

“ Of course you mean in Spain. But 
then they ’re always having them there, 
aren’t they ? I tMnk Queen Ena is so 
sweet, don’t you ? Isn’t the floor good 
to-night ? ” 

“Spain? What of Spain? We have 
had a revolution forced on us in Eng- 
land ! In England, yes ; but all Europe 
— south of the Aurora Borealis ” 

“ Shall we be getting back ? It ’s so 
hard to hear the music from here. I 
suppose you ’ve heard about the Budget 
being thrown out ? ” she went on, as we 
got up. “ I ’m so glad, aren’t you ? I 
hate horrid taxes.” 

As soon as I was alone again I dashed 
to the cloak-room, struggled into my hat 
and coat, and told the porter to get me 
a hansom. I would shake the dust of 

frivolity from my shoes, and 

i “ HaUo,” said my friend the archduke, 
“ you can’t possibly dance in all those 
things. Leave ’em here and the man will 
give you a ticket. I have a delightful 
girl with golden slippers just round the 
corner — ^the best talker west of Suez. 
She wants to sit this out with you,” 

Ah, here at last was a girl who under- 
stood ! She too had no heart for 
dancing. 

We sat in silence for some time in 
the little room on the right as you go 
downstairs. Then I looked all round 
me, saw that we were alone, and said in 
a hollow voice : — 

“ When our shords are seethed — 
when our swords are sheathed there 
will not be one Duke left.” 

“ Have you seen Smith ? ” said the 
best talker west of Suez. 

“ No. Are the chosen of the people 
to be thw-arted by a handful of irrecon- 
cilables ? Shall a degenerate ” 

“ Don’t you love Maiue Lohr ? ” 

“ Yes. Is the Representative House to 
be browbeaten ” 


“Do you go to many plays ? ” 

“Several. The battle is joined; the 
lists are set; like a trumpet-call to 

lovers of liberty comes ” 

“Have you read any good novels 
lately?” 

“ Five. The revolution into which 
the haughty backwoodsmen have entered 
so lightly — 

“ Do you rink a great deal ? ” 
‘‘Moderately. Aie the lords of Wal- 
bottle, the patrons of the beer bottle, to 
dictate ” 

“ Have you been to the Motor Show 
yet?” 

“No.” I sighed deeply. “Do you 
mind if we stop for a moment ? ” I said, 
“I’m getting rather giddy.” 

***** 

“ A ravishing creature in pink,” said 
a voice after supper ; “ the j oiliest girl 
outside Pwllheli. She’s been keeping 
a dance for you.” 

‘‘ This is the best tune in the book,” 
said the ravishing creature as we took 
the floor. “Dont let ’s lose any of it. 
You start with the left foot — one, two, 
three, one, two, three.” 

“Which foot do you go on with? 
That ’s much more important. I shall 
try the right . . . This is delightful. 
One of us must be dancing awfully 
well.” 

“I expect it’s me. What have you been 
doing all day? Don’t say ‘working’ ; 
all the others said that.” 

“ All ! Well, the truth is ” 

“Just as you like, you know.” 

“The truth is,” I said firmly, “I’ve 
been reading the papers. The daily 
papers.” 

“All of them — even The Financial 
News 9 They ’re awf uRy exciting now, 
aren’t they ? ” 

“ Yes. Oh, yes. Only I think I 

must have read too many of them. One 
loses one’s sense of proportion.” , 

“I lose simply everything. Gloves, j 
fans, handkerchiefs.” ; 

“Well, you very nearly lost me. I 
aU but went after the third dance.” I 
“ Why*? Did you have a very heavy 
partner?” 

“No, not exactly that; but I say, 

are you keen on — on politics and 
things ? ” 

“Why, of courseT 

“ Good. Then let ’s— let ’s talk about 
them . . . some day.” 

“Rather.” 

“ Only not just now.” 

“Oh, no!” 

“ No, of course not. I say, have you 
any more dances to spare ? ” 

“I think so. I’ll see when we sit 
down. I’m enjoying to-night awfully^ 
aren’t you?’’ said the j oiliest girl out- 
side Pwllheli. 

“Awfully,” I said with conviction. 

A. A.M. 
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PAIRED OPINIONS. 

j Frequent inquiries reach us from conscientious voters 
as to the best way of arriving at an honest opiaioii upon a 
I debatable ^ question like Tariff Reform, when so many | 
i authoritative views are daily thrust upon them. Thus 

(a) What Mr. B.vlfour thinks. 

. (h) What Mr. Balfour used to think. 

(c) What Mr. Winston Churchill says. 

(d) What Mr. Walter Long maintains. 

(e) What the hired roughs at Bermondsey thought. 

. (f) What the hired roughs at Horley thought. 

(g) What Mr. Chamberlain said in 1884 . 

(]i) What Mr, Dumphreys said all along. 

m What Mr. Balfour declared about Old Age Pensions. 

y) What Mr. Ure subsequently reiterated. 

Our answer is that frigid and calculated organisation is 
necessary; method alone will bring peace. Let the con- 
scientious voter do as we do — ^paste on uniform cards all 
; the statements as they appear, put them in a drawer, go 
: through them every week, take out and destroy all pairs 
; (i.e.f ^ statements which cancel one another), and decide, for 
; the time being, l)y such arguments as remain, if any. 

The above list appears, on the face of it, to promise great 
I confusion of conscience. Actually, it is quite simple, the 
pairs being, of course, as follows : — a, h ; c, cl ; e, / ; g/h; 

; % j. An opinion formed before these arguments we^e put 
' forth would therefore remain intact. 

i The filing system, thus adapted to politics, not only 
brings mental quiet and ensures a right decision, but affords 
pleasant recreation during the winter evenings, highly 
instructive to the little ones. 


LINES TO TWO LIBERAL KNIGHTS. 

Stout shikaris tiger-hunting are accustomed, ere they shoot, 

To invoke Sir Percy Buntino, to adjure Sir Jesse Boot. 

Savage Dukes, their hecklers fronting, grow incontinently 
mute 

If they see Sir Percy Bunting or espy Sir Jesse Boot. 

Freshmen on the CherweU punting, as they twang the festive 
lute, 

Serenade Sir Percy Bunting and extol Sir Jesse Boot. 

Hooligans, their stature stunting with the premature cheroot. 

Quail before Sir Percy Bunting, blench before Sir Jesse Boot. 

Pigs at once refrain from grunting, owls instanter cease to 
hoot, 

Daunted by Sir Percy Bunting, chidden by Sir Jesse Boot. 

Engines in the act of shunting shriek with ecstasy acute 

If they see Sir Percy Bunting or behold Sir Jesse Boot. 

E’en the year’s autimnal tunting brightlier glows on leaf and 
fruit 

Wheresoe’er Sir Percy Bunting wanders with Sir Jesse Boot. 


“ The most successful of the three dances was the Daffodil, a charm- 
ingly pretty waltz wMch introduces the pas de cheval, this being the 
first time, so far as is known, that this movement, suggestive of the 
prancing horse, has been introduced into any ballroom dance.’* 

Daily M'til, 

The writer must be mistaken; we have certainly noticed 
this movement for years past. 
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First Farmer. “ ’Ere, you remember telling me you gave tour ’oss turpentine when ’e 
’ad ooLio.” . . . Seco/i^ Famer..“ A y! ” • * • 

First Farmer, “Well, I gave my ’oss turpentine, an’ ’e died.” ; 

Second Farmer. Well, MINE. DIED too! 


THE BRITON’S BIRTHRIGHT. . 

E^etract from a letter condemnatory of the 
increased ditty on whisky : — “ Some persons are 
born teetotal to 'their, own misfortune, others 
achieve teetotalism by their own weaknesses, 
but the men who have made this nation for 
us, and'„we ‘who have yet to consolidate our 
great Empire for our descendants, are men of 
strength.” . _ . ! • 

0, wm “but we sliould rule tlie sea ? 

TKe men o’ “ pith, an’ power,” 

Wlia spread the sway we hand this 
day, 

They aye were hauf-seas-owre. 
Whpi'e’er the Union Jack has flown, 

Has followed Britain’s law — 

“ One race, one speech, one flag, one 
Throne, 

One dram” — or maybe twa. 


Thae feckless, puir, teetotal loons. 

For them my heart is wae ! 

Hoo can they ken the strength o’ 
men 

Weel primed wi’ usquebae? 

The nation’s wark is no’ for them; 

Tuey e’en may lay it doun ; 

They little think it ’s nocht but Drink 
That mak’s the warld gae roun’. 

Though fules may jibe, we ’ll aye 
imbibe ’ ■ ' I 

The spirit o’ the age. 

An’ stootly stan’, as straucht’s we can, 
Tae guard oor heritage ; 

For gin it hap we should let drap 
The knack o’ gettin’ fou— 

Britain beware ! for then and there 
Ye meet yer Waterloo ! 


BOOKMEN AS CANDIDATES. 

The announcement that, like Mr. 
Methueh, Mr. Heinemann also contem- 
p’ates entering the Parliamentary arena 
comes as no surprise to tliose wlio have 
been watching the trend of ambition in 
literary circles. 

Mr. Heinemann’s first intention, we 
understand, was to offer himself as a 
candidate for the Isle of Heinemann, 
as his famous client, Mr. Hall Caine, 
wittily calls it. Imagine his disappoint- i 
ment on ascertaining that the isle of 
Heinemann has no representative at 
Westminster! Mr. Heinemann, however, 
has since been greatly gratified by the 
pressing invitation of the Bayswater 
International Association that he should 
come forward as an Independent candi- 
date in the Humanitarian interest. 

Enormous sat isLction is expressed in 
Nonconformist literary circles at the an- 
nouncement that Sir William Robertson 
Nicoix, M.O.K., O.O., wiU contest the 
Crockett division of Galloway in the 
Kailyard ' interest. ' - There .was some 
natural disappointment in the hop county 
that Sir Wilhani was not going to carry 
the banner of Lloyd-Georgiaii ‘ Reform 
to victory at the head of the Men of 
Kent, but it is generally admitted that 
the claims of the Kailyard Caucus were 
irresistible. Mr. David Lyall and the 
Reverend Claudius Clear have already 
thrown themselves into the campaign 
with extraordinary energy, and there is 
hardly a hamlet in the whole division 
which has not already been waked to 
ecstasy by the intoxicating - eloquence of 
those two superb and pathetic orators. 

Mr. John Long, on recently being 
asked whether he was going to stand 
for Parliament',' returned a somewhat 
enigmatic answer. “Whether I go to 
Westminster or not,” he replied, “at 
any rate I mean to stand by Wales.” 

' Mi\;Eveleigh Nash, it appears, also 
favours the gallant little Principality, a 
safe seat having been offered him in 
Cardiganshire. Asked why he was 
attracted to this particular locality, Mr. 
Nash observed, “ Cardiganshire has 
always appealed to me through its pictu- 
resque qualities and associations. What 
should we do without Cardigan waist- 
co its ? The town of Cardigan, perhaps 
you may not be aware, has two stone 
"bridges across the river Teifi, an old 
and stately church, and the remains of 
an ancient castle famous in Welsh 
history. - I feel that as its Member I 
should be able to do much to restore 
the fallen fortunes of this romantic 
spot.” 

Lastly, Mr. Clement K. Shorter, it ia| 
freely bruited in Fleet Street, is con-^ 
sidering the urgent request of the. 
Haworth Liberal Association to stands 
for that division of Yorkshire. 
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AWFUL SCENE OF GLOOM AND DEJECTION, WHEN THE MINISTRY HEARD OF THE LORDS’ DECISION TO 

REFER THE BUDGET TO THE COUNTRY, 


I House of Lords, Tuesday, Novem- 
I lev 16. — Sometliiiig delight fpilly casual, 
superbly English, about Parliamentary 
i manner at great crises. To-day climax 
reached in first stage of one that promises 
to exceed any that have shaken the 
country since Reform Bill times. Inci- 
dentally, but primarily, existence of 
House of Lords as partner in legislative 
machine is at stake. 

Common knowledge that Lansdowne, 
punctual in his place at 4.30, carries in 
waistcoat pocket the final, irrevocable 
challenge to fight to the finish. Yet 
attendance limited to a score of Peers. 
On front bench to right of Woolsack 
Crewe and Granard sole representatives 
of a threatened Government. For com- 
panions on the oth^ side of Table, 
Halsbury, Cawdor, Londonderry, Salis- 


bury, Marlborough, Donoughmore and 
Ashbourne support their Leader. 

Brief pause followed on striking of 
half-hour. Silence broken by voice 
of Lansdowne, discovered standing at 
Table with fateful scrap of paper in 
hand. 

“My Lords,” he said, “I beg to give 
notice that on the second reading of the 
Finance Bill I will move that this House 
is not justified in giving its consent to 
this Bill until it has been submitted to 
the judgment of the country.” 

That was all. Had he been observing 
across the Table into the languid ear of 
Earl Crewe that it was a fine day, there 
might have been more inflection of 
emotion in his tone, more of flutter in 
his manner. Crewe seemed on point 
of replying, “ Yes, but rather cold, don’t 


you think?” Recognising irrelevancy 
of remark he forbore. 

No cheer burst forth from confident 
Opposition, no sharp response from 
jubilant Ministerialists. Ampthill put 
a question as to position of British 
Indians in Transvaal, and House pro- 
ceeded to deal with the Orders of the 
Day. 

Halsbdry’s imperturbability a cloak 
for exuberant honest satisfaction. 

“ This ’ll teach ’em, Toby, dear boy,” 
he said, as we crossed Lobby by closed 
doors of deserted, desolate Commons. 
“Those Radicals, with Ure at their 
head, have been putting about stories 
to effect that we, the old nobility, are 
influenced in opposition to Budget by 
personal considemtions, strengthened 
by sympathy with an honourable Trade. 
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It is true Ltx)YD George, with Welsh Controversy between Lords and Com- TRTH RTT-TTCATi RTTG-R-TTIR 

attorney instinct, mulcts landowners in mons arose upon landlords and tenants ^ * , • j i ^ i 

various ways. Increases the Death fighting each other for larger share of ^ E have receiv^ appeal of i 

Duties; invents a Super-tax specially the plunder. To-night, Bill comes back » The International Order of Ethics and | 
designed to catch a pensioned ex-Lord forthe consideration of, Commons’ reasons Culture,” which seeks to replace “our 
Chancellor. Also puts up charges on for disagreeing with Lords’ amendments, crumbling religions” with a brotherly 
Licensed Victuallers. What of that? The landlords, justly fearful of losing friendship ‘‘founded on the mutual 
Larsdowne's amendment distinctly shows the bone whilst snatching at its reflection inspiration of social- ethical actions, 
that all we think of is the welfare of the in the brook, cave in and agree not to The “ programm” of the new Order is 
country. We are not going to sit bv insist on their amendments. quite in keeping with these high aims, 

and see it trampled upon by the vote of That all very well if they stopped It “ prescribes moral and financiilhelp 
300 so-called representatives of the there. Proceeded to carry others less for all the progressiv currants [s?c] as far 
people. Lord Codlin is the friend of drastic but not more likely to be accepted as ^ they are in accordance with the 
every man who has a vote. Mr. Short by Irish Nationalists. So Bill goes back principles of the Order,” and creates 
is a fraud.” to Commons, still in peiil. But, as Sark “ ^ port of cumnmiiity whose meetings are open 


I a fraud.” to Commons, still in peiil. But, as Sark “ ^ port of cummunity whose meetings are open 

“But,” I asked, “isn’t there some insists, an additional three millions is for everyboJy, ofiScial speaches in the case of 
ttle difficulty on a constitutional ques- not to be wantonly chucked away. funerals, weddings and iu other important and 

«.? DId.'l»uiy897 wh»Sp™. I^ad Bin d — 


little difficulty on a constitutional ques- not to be wantonly chucked away, 
tion ? Didn't you in 1897, when Spencer, Business done. — Irish Land 
Kimberley, , and other Liberal Peers further considered, 
desired to move amendment to Voluntary — - - 

Schools Bill involving money question, JTTST AS YOU LIKE IT 


quote with approval Sir Thomas May’s 
dictum that ‘ all aids and supplies to ^ 
His Majesty in Parliament are the sole 
gift of the Commons, not to be changed 
or altered by the House of Lords ? ’ And 
didn’t you thereupon declare Spencer’s 
Amendment out of order ? ” 

“ Tut, tut, Toby, M P. You are, after aU, 
a sort of child in these matters. We were 


JUST AS YOU LIKE IT. 

ing a close ada^ation of “ As You Like It,'' 
Act II., Scene 5 , including the famous in- 


The organisation of the Order is I 
absolutely democratic : — 

“We are fightiug dogmatism of any kind as 
well as every worship of authorities. In our 


vocation, “ Duedame, duedame, duedame. ] 0^1.(5103 there shall be cultivated but 


Mr. Asquith sings: 
Ukoer St. Stephen’s fane, 
Who would with me remain, 
Tuning his merry note 
Unto old Cobben’s throat. 


in office at the time: The Bill to which Come hither, come hither, come hither : 


mu aUude was our nieasure, and we 
veren’t going to have it mauled by 


Here shall he see 
No enemy. 


[liberal hands. Suppose you never Free Trade and fair weather. 


heard of the retort of Littleton upon 
UOKE in a famous leading case, ‘Cir- 
cumstances alter- cases ? ’ ” 

I Business done. — Lord Lansdowne 
tables amendment disposing of Budget 
iBill. 


Mr. Balfour sings : 
Who doth all dumping shun 
And loves to live i’ the sun. 
Growing the food he eats. 
Content with what he gets, 


I Wednesday night. — From darkest Come hither, come hither, come hither : 


depths of disputation round Lish Land 
Bill the Member for Sark has always 
seen the stars. It seemed all up with 
the bantling when the Lords almost 
literally mangled it. Certainty of early 
funeral confirmed when the Commons, 
disdaining to discuss the Lords’ amend- 
ments seriatim, disagreed' with them 
en hloc. But there ’s money in it, and 


Here shall he see 
No enemy. 

But Tariff and fine weather. 

Mr. Lloyd George sings : 
Since it has come to pass 
That every idle ass 
Loves his own wealth and ease. 
Grown rich by slow degrees 


o xxxuxxcy xu lu, lua 3 ^ daiu’em, dukes dam’em, dukes 
Sark does not remember a case when ^ vxcixixciu, 

either Irish landlord or tenant refused tt -u * 

^ WeU tax’d shaU be 


either Irish landlord or tenant refused 
to take cash from the Saxon. 

Facts of case simple. George Wynd- 
ham’s well-meant scheme for facilitating 
transfer of Irish land from owner to 


An if he will come to me. 


frie dship. We remark that‘ we exclude from 
our meetings any a coholic beverage, doing so 
ior the sake of opposing the unreasonable 
drinking costoms and in order to secure the 
majesty and the earnestness of our work. We 
akn^weledge by this the full right of the 
antialcoholic movement and other social and 
ethical mov^nents of the kind, but we dont 
command our meanbers any obligation of such 
kind for their private life.” 

After all, the best guarantee of the 
seriousness of the new movement is 
afforded by the list of its officers and 
supporters. The President of the Inter- 
national Central Committee is Miss 
Gertrud Woker, of Berne, and amongst 
others “the following personalities have 
declared to be in accordance with the 
aims of the Order” : — 

Rev. E. Baars, Vegesack (Breme). 

Prof. Dr. Odo Bujwid. 

Paul Gelieeb, Pedagogist. 

Miss Mally Kachel. 

Leopold Katscher. 

Dr. A. Suter-Ruffy. 

Dr. Sakeby (London). 

Director Kiss, Budapest. 

But the names of distinguished men 
and women of science are not enough. 
“Homes must he established every- 
where ... To found a Home we want 


transfer of Irish land from owner to Mr. Asquith. — ^What’s that “Dukes ^ P^sons who devote about 

tenant has broken down owing to faulty dam’em”? . weekly to our cause.” We 

financial provisions. These St. Augus- Mr. Lloyd George.— ^Tis an East End sincerely trust that this interesting 
tine proposes to remedy. The bonus invocation for calling fools within my cummunity will lend such impetus to 
bestowed by the Wyndham Bill by way circle. I ’ll get my Bill passed if I can • progressiy currants that they wiR 
of oiling the machinery of transfer was if I cannot, I’ll rail against all the weR- vicious costoms of the 

twelve millions sterling. The Bill Lords born in England. P^s^ avalanche of antialcoholic ! 

and Commons have been playing battle- Mr. Asquith. — ^And I’ll go worry the 

1 dore and shuttlecock with proposes Lords ; their ruin is prepared. [Exeunt. ===========r====^ 

to throw in an extra three miRions, ■ «nn ... 


completing a total of between seventy 
and eighty millions, for which the British 


The French Manner, 


“On Saturday the Sutton Town Band re- 
turned th.e compliment by coming to EpsoijgL, 
where an enjoyable programme was given by, 


, ax-payer, that modern Issachau, an ass P^oLor “ ChaZefc and the Town Clock.” - Bpaom Xdnertiaer. 


borne down by cruel burdens, wiR 
provide. 


Professor G-. F. Cbamock, and embraced a 
number of gentlemen of recognised ability.” — 
The Engineer, 


Unfortunately the repertoire of our 
town clocks is so fery limited. 



Highland Ferryman (during momentary lull in the storm) 
MIGHT HAPPEN TAE US.” 


I’m thenkin’, Sm, I’ll just taok yer fare; there’s no savin’ whvt 


LIEUTENANT SMITH. 

[Territorial officers are sometimes mystified at the strange way in 
which words of command are mutilated for the salce of smartness at the 
Chelsea School of Instruction : the Guards, for instance, execute certain 
movements on the word “ Hipe.”] 

Lieutenakt Smith, a “Terrier,” fared fortli to learn L.ls trade; 

I Boldly lie went to Chelsea School and stood upon parade. , 
They rated and they luimbied him ; and then, when all was 

They crowned his efforts with a smile and taught him to say 
“Hipe.” 

With rare enthusiasm filled, hack to his corps went he, 
Resolved that all should share his luck and learn this mystery. 
He proved to all his N.C.O.s that any form or type 
Of movement could he carried out by merely shouting, “Hipe.” 

Annongst a hatch of raw recruits he chanced to get to know ! 
A butchei vsdth a splendid voice who hailed from Pimlico ; 
When evening fell this man was wont to shout the joys of 
tripe .... 

Smith made him sergeant on the spot, and changed the word 
. to “ Hipe.” 

Intoxicated 'w th success, he madly cast away 
His whistle and his compass, and even his t^pce ! 

And when on Company Parade bestowed an extra stripe 
On Corporal Jones, who gave the word: “Move to the left 
. -jj! ^Htpe!” 

At length the Adjutant, informed of Smith’s insane career, 
Took the young man apart, and said, “None of your Guards’ 
trieks here ; 

You ’ve done your duty, passed your Schools ; hut now, 
Sir, you must wipe 

Your military tablets clean : we can’t put up with ‘Hipe.’ ” 


My tale is done : the maggot word had. camped within his 
brain. 

’Twas two years later when I saw Lieutenant Smith again ; 

I met him in a country pla:e where I was shoo ing snipe ; 

Poor chap, he scares the hungry crow ; and all he says , 
is “ Hipe.” 

CROWNED CRITICS. 

After inspecting the famous wax bust in the Kaiser 
Friedrich Museum, the Emperor of Germany has declared 
that he has no doubt that it is a genuine Leonardo, and 
rumours are current that, following his great example, other 
exa ted p Tsonuges are prepared to m ike similar pronounce- 
ments and settle once and for all the disputes of artists, 
archaeologists and historians. 

The King of Greece, for instance, Is said to have expressed 
his royal conviction that the ninth and tenth books of the 
Iliad are both up to sample, and that the Odyssey was not 
written by a woman ; he also exonerates PniniAS from the 
accusation of having carved portraits of himself and Pericles 
on the shield of Athena. Just at present he is prep iring an 
authoritative plan of the battle of Sulamis (480 b.o.) in order 
to clear up a few points that have puzzled historians. 

King Victor EMMAxaEL, again, has promised the Pope to 
look round the galleries of the Vatican some afternoon and 
settle the dates of one or two disputed pieces of statuary. ^ 

It will also come as a great relief to many hesitating 
antiquarians to learn that the Khedivts is assured that the 
great Sphinx is genuine, and was probably there in the time | 
of Moses. ^ 

President Fallieres is another exalted cognoscente ^ and^ is 
preparing a monograph showing the original disposition 
, of the lost arms of the Venus of Melos. 

Meanwhile Big Bill Taft won’t say whether Cook got 
to the Big Nail or not. 
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THE GOLD-FISH. 

When Saccharissa said she wanted 
some gold-fish I naturally asked why. 
These were her ‘^reasons” : — 

(а) I want them. 

(б) They look so tweet and twinkly in 

a dear little bowl. 

(c) They are soothing to watch, 

(d) Their np-keep costs so little. 

(e) The water absorbs the gases in the 

room. 

(/) I leant them. 

I countered thus : — 

(a) ' You don’t realhj want them. 

(b) The stars are tweeter and twinklier 

in that inverted bowl we call 
the bky.” 

(c) You can wa^ch me smoking. 

(d) When Tariff Reform comes their 

food may cost us more. 

(e) I can be no party to fish-poisoning. 
{/) I don’t. 

She listened patiently, murmured 

“ Yes, darling, but ” at intervals, 

kissed me resignedly, and said, “ Well, 
dearest, if you ’re determined . , . and 
I had set my heart on them.” 

^ So of course I bought a couple of the 
lit le beggars next day. 

Sacchatissa greeted me rapturously, 
dropped the bowl on the floor, and 
screamed. William and Mary (I had 
named them already) lay gasping. 

“Oh, Jack, what shall we do?” she 
wailed. 

“Give them air ! ” I shouted. “ Or, 
rather, 'water. Quick ! ” 

She -flew for a basin and returned 
panting. Then, as she hates clammy 
things, she picked them up with the 
fish-slice and dropped them into their 
native element. They looked almost as 
relieved as Saccharissa. 

“Will it hurt them, do you think?” 
she quavered. “Is there anything else 
we could do?” 

“ WeU ... we might put a dash of 
whisky in, to buck them up a bit. 
but ” 

“Cruel! ” she flashed, “to make fun 
of a dumb ” 

“ All right 1 Try them with an ant’s- 
egg— one each— mustn’t let ’em gorge.” 

A couple of ant’s-eggs were admin- 
istered, and, would you believe it? that 
hog William snafSed both, 

“ Oh, poor Mary ! ” said Saccharissa. 
And 1 m sure she ’s starving — see 
how she keeps on opening and shutting 
her mouth I ” , 

“Merely bad language” I said. “The 
water deadens the sound.” 

Do you think so ? . , . Well, I wish 
she wouldn’t — it looks perfectly beastly. 
Jack, why don’t they drown when they 
open their mouths ? ” 

“Because they breathe with their 
gills, of course. Tancyiiotknowingthat! ” 


“ But their giUs are open too,” she 
objected. 

“Bow on earth could they breathe 
with them shut?” 

“ Ye — s, but why ” 

“ Mary is ready for another ant’s-egg,” 
I said firmly. “Tempt her to beg — 
see if she’ll stand on her tail. I’ll 
keep V\ illiani off with the paper-knife.” 

Mary was uppish and refused to beg. 
As for William, I was simply disgus ed. 
Afier several futile efforts to elude the 
paper-knife he went to the bottom and 
sulked— like a naughty child. 

“ Stir him up,’ said Saccharissa. 
“I’m sorry he has such a vile temper. 
Stir him up ! ” 

“Give me an egg-whisk,” I said, 
“ and William shall think he is helping 
at a performance of ‘ The Maelstrom ’ at 
the Hippodrome.” 

“No, we mustn’t be heartless. Just 
a weeny poke.” 

I gave him a “w;eeny” poke, and 
William simply hare4 round the basin, 
looking as sick as mud. 

“T..at’s enough,” said Siccharissa 
presen Ty, “or else he’ll get curvature 
of the spine. We mustn t overrtire him, 
bad though he is. Oh, I am glad 
you bought them, Jack ! They will be 
a perpetual source of joy ! ” 

“H’m!” I grunted. 

* * * * 


She tended them zealously for three 
days, “changing the water” whenever 
she felt dull or had nothing special to 
do, William had a near shave in the 
sink once. If the grating had been a 
hair’s-hreadth bigger, or if William had 
eaten fewer ant’s-eggs for breaklast, his 
number would have gone up. The 
fourth day she agked me to feed them, 
as she WuS “ busy.” ' The next day they 
■were forgotten altogetlier, and starved. 
Saccharissa, on discovering ' her ' error, 
wept b.tteiiy and grossly over-fed tliem! 

For a week they battened ^ on a 
generous diet; then she was “busy” 
again and I had to feed them. 

I fed them without protest for three 
days. Then I ’ remindtd Saccharissa 
that they were her fish, not mine. She 
said— quite mildly— “ Yes, dear.” 

After a fortnight had passed without 
change, I suggested that as the fish had 
If St interest for her I might at least get 
some fun out of the investment. Why 
not a bent pin and a worm, or races 
in the bath? 


Disgusted at such ingratitude, I ad 
cated a little dinner to our 'parve'i 
friends, the Browns. Why not take 
shine out of them with an up-to-d 
sayou^, “Gold-fish on Toast”? J 
said I was always thinking of my- 


^ So I said, 
sick of them. 


it 


Dash it! We are both 
Let ’s give them away 1 ” 


“ What a waste ! ” she said, 

* * ♦ He 

^ It was a real relief when the cat did a 
little fishing on her own account. 


A CITY SHOW. 

[The Lord Mayor of London is said to he 
anxious to restore the old sy:^tem of apprentice- 
ship.] 

My Lord, once more in “old Cockayne” 
Your words have found my thoughts 
a setting; 

I draw on Fancy’s strings again 
And set her puppets pirouetting; 

The curtain ’s up, then, trumpets blare; 
No waits occur at Fancy-Fair I 

Your bold apprentic(* from his bench 
I see play truant down the alley 
To watch a fight, or woo a wench, 

Or, leaving cares of task and tally, 

He goes by Holb rn Bar to see 
A junketting at T\bura Tree. 

Then o’er a tankard in the Chepe | 
I watch some swell Dick Turpin i 
racket, j 

Gape at his ruffles’ dainty sweep, * 

Admire the lace upon iiis jacket, I 

And see the silver-mounted p lir ' 

Of barkers which I knew he ’d wear ! j 

I watch him to'^s his liquor down ; 

The still-room maid he gaily banters ; 
He flings the grinning boo's a crown, i 
J limps on his mare, and off he canters; I 
A dirty scoundrel ? Oh, of course I 
But what a seat upon a horse ! 

I hear the mail-guard blow his horn, 

‘ I chat with watchmen in the poi dies, 

I see a golden summer morn 
’Steal up and dowse the linkmen’s ‘ 
torches. 

Before my Lady mounts her chair 
For Lincoln’s Inn, from Crosby Square I • 

* ' * Ht * 

Thus, then, and thus my mummers play; 
They bow with old-world airs and 
graces ; 

Then through the misty wings they stray 
Back to the silent, shadow places, 

To wait in some dim green-room’s hall 
For Fancy’s cue — for Memory’s call ! 


Our Boys. , 

“Rndgard carefully cut the tip off hisf 
cigarette. ... He di>.w his liqueur stand] 
towards him, and, pouring out a ' glass of | 
ah inthe, drank it off at a gulp.” — Daily' 
News ” feiiilieton. ' ' 'l 

The young dog 1 j 


The Modern Shoot. i 

“Mr. M. J. Sutton’s shooting party had ai 
capital day’s sport on the Holme Park estate. | 
Eight guns accounted for over 500 head of! 
pheasants, ducks, hares and rabbits, most of 
which had been most generously distributed 
locally and otherwise .” — Reading Mercury. * 

Once more the idea of making two of the! 
above words lean to the right is ours, j 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Bunches Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

It looks as if Egbert Hichens, in his recent trifle, Barbary 
Shee'^j was giving us a little of the superfluous material left over 
from the preparation of his present larger work, Bella Donna 
(Heinemannt). In hoth novels he handles the same rather 
distasteful theme, the passion of an Englishwoman for an 
Oriental. But, while in Barbary Sheep the lady’s infatuation 
was abrupt and improbable, here, in Bella Donna^ he is 
dealing with a type that is clearly capable de tout. It has 
been a weakness with Mr. Hichens to be too expansive. 
Usually, instead of putting himself to the pains of selecting 
the one right word or pbrase, he gives us a round score to 
choose from. And in Bella Donna he still seems to mistrust 
the imagination of his readers and even to doubt if they 
are giving him their full attention; for he is constantly 
reminding them of his Nile background with its famdiar 
nuises and movements. But, apart from this reiteration 
of certain details, the old fault has been amended. From 
the first page, where he introduces a most intriguing 
portrait of a fashionable doctor, the story is told with 
an economy of language which increases with the growing 
interest of the action. In the last half, indeed, we are 
scarcely allowed breathing-time for reflection; otherwise 
we should perhaps wonder whether he has provided Bella 


Donna wliti an adequate motive for the attempted destruction 
of her husband by poison. Certainly no sufficient argument 
is advanced to show that his elimination was an essential to 
her freedom, she being the woman she was ; or that she 
was likely to feel more comfortable in the rather variegated 
menage of the Graeco-Egyptian Baroudi, if she had joined it 
as a widow rather than as a runaway wife. But I was 
too well entertained to worry much about this. What did 
worry me a little was the author’s reference to Robert Browning 
as having carried his new wife away to the peaks of the 
Apennines.” There can no longer be any need for conceal- 
ment in the matter; anyhow it is an open secret that he 
took her to the low-lying plains of Tuscany to keep her 
warm. To have exposed her on the snow-bound summits 
would have been a cruel experiment, which might well have 
justified the indignation of his father-in-law. 

Poor distressful old Ireland! People who write novels 
about it always wiU try to make their fiction funny — ^I suppose 
for the sake of contrast with the tragedy of its figures 
and failings and facts. The Search Party, by Mr, G. A. 
Birmingham (a name which has already, I fancy, had some- 
thing to do with the making of Irish history), is, according to 
Messrs. Methuen, “ pure comedy from beginning to end.” 
Inconsequent, farcical, comic-opera kind of comedy I should 
call it ; tolerable and even amusing with lights and music 
and pretty faces and dresses to help it out. But in cold 
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prose it is like the little girl i’ the nursery rhyme. If it is to me as essentially feminine (in the best sense). It is full of 
be good, it must be very, very good. Otherwise — ^but perhaps delightful w^omen, very wise and modern and subtle, hold- 
I had better explain what the search party were after. It is ing broad views upon life, and perhaps just a little too ready 
not, as you may be thinking, a case of cTierc/icsjZa /07}ime; the to express them on all occasions, with special emphasis on 
hunt is after the village doctor, the village buffoon, two M P.’s topics that must, some years ago, have been left untouched, 
and a sergeant and constable of the RXO., kidnapped one In her desire for sincerity the author has at times been (if I 
after the other and shut up in the same room by an alien may say so very gently) a little too contemptuous of merer .ti- 
manufacturer of bombs, who had lately settled in the part of cence. But, this apart. Happiness remains a notable achieve- 
Connacht” to which four of them belonged. At first no one ment in modern fiction, and that sadly rare thing, a noveX 
but the doctor’s sweetheart seemed to think his disappearance that is worth buying to read and keep. 

at all odd, but at last with great difficulty she persuaded the 

M.P.’s wives, and the local Peer (there is always a local Peer Upon the fifteenth page of The Last Lord Avanley (Mills 
in Irish stories), and the rest of the local constabulary to join and Boon) I read, “ Then, for the first time, s-ie saw that his ! 
in searching for the missing men. And when they found face was not the face of a man, but of a wild b ast, and in 
them they were all playing leap-frog in their dormitory sp te of the pleading look in his large, lustrous eyes, a wave 
prison, M.P.’s, doctor, , sergeant, constable and buffoon, and of revulsion swept tlirough the girl’s whole frame.” And 
making no attempt to escape, though they knew that their afterwards, at great length, Gerald Maxwell describes 
captor had got away in his motor-car fourteen hours before. MilUcent Tahor's struggb. to like this unfortunate being 
And the end of the comedy was that they all agreed to say well enough to marry him. What, however, I feel most 
nothing more about it, an example which I cannot do forcibly about the book is the pity that so much labour has 


better than follow. 

Draw in yon,r Htool^ says 
Oliver Onions, says he ; and so 
I did, and listened, under the 
auspices of Messrs, Mills and 
Boon, to a considerable number 
of short stories with plenty 'of 
the right stuff in them. Per- 
haps the least successful effort 
is the first, which deals with a 
romantic episode in the grand 
old days of Dee. Jun. ' BrvJtus 
and J. CcesaVj just before the 
siege of Massilia (705 a.u.o., I 
fancy). No doubt Gaulish galley- 
slaves had their sentimental pas- 
sages at the period, but the 
i carry ” is a bit too long for my 
I imagination. The next, whiclx 
; describes a biill-fight, is vastly 
! better ; but the author shines 
most, I think, in Yorkshire, 
i whether on the moors, by the 
I mine head, or along the coast, 

! and The Golden Farmer,” - 



- been wasted upon su. li an un- j 
sav ury subject. Sympathy both I 
for Lord Avanley an< i for , his 
mother I can feel poignantly ; 

I am conscious also of the atmo- 
sphere of doom and terror which 
surrounds this man with the 
monster’s face ; but in his love- i 
affair I can feel no sympathetic- 
I interest wha ever. Indeed, ** a ’ 
I wave of revulsion” sweeps over^ 

, me, too, at the thought of it. ' 
Lm^d Avanley lias, of course, to 
die, so that life may be made 
easy for Millieent^ and I must 
admit that bis death is most 
elaborately and thoroughly stage- 
managed. This was only fair ’O 
him, for the wretched man had 
had but a poor show in the 
drama of life. 


Uaid ‘‘Dinner is quite ready, Sir” 

Toet. “ H^SH I A BEAUTIFUL THOUGHT IS HOVERING NE-^.R ME, 
I MUST SACRIFICE THE SOUP 1 ” 


Moretum is, I understand, 
a Latin word signi ying a : 
peculiar kind of salad, a mix- 
tiu*e of herbs and condiments 


■ Jacques,” “Karberry,” and “The Splosher” are all very mentioned by Virgil. This information comes from a junior 
\ good. ^ The last story, too, deserves special mention, beeaxise opthne in the Mathemat’cal Tripos, and may, therefore, be 
j there is a murder in it, perpetrated (if that is the word) with accepted with every confidence, Moretum AlleruiYi^ rec ntly 
I an icic.e broken off a piunp-spout. Here, I think, Mr. OffioNS published by Chapman and Hall, is a literary salad composed 
i lias shown himself unenterprising to the last degree; he by J. B, Winterbotham. His ingredients are a cultivated 
, to have spun the story out into a serial, and offered mind, wide reading, sympathy, a happy knack of quotation 

; blood-money for the solution of the “ Mystery of the Manor andallusion, and a pleasant gift of expression in a considerable 
j laid. Suppose there had been a thaw next day, xvhere range of subjects. Result, a book of essays which maybe 
! was the evidence? Anyhow, Hrata in your Stool by all means read with profit, interest and amuseiiLnt by many sorts and 
and ye winna regret it. conditions of men. Not the least attractive part of the 

I woixder wlietker, wkea Mai® Smy Rawsok had written lithTSavs i 


so, she had decidedly a happy thought in giving it the Me botHf “of so™^^ 

It now bears, because Happiness (Methuen) is a story less of ^ toumiPib. 

particular events than of life in general, and compact of a- -vt.. 

“ a number of things ” making for contentment or the reverse, Henry Norman on the crisis : i 

Naturally, however, this makes the book almost impossible to * iiicredible has happened. It will be foPowed by the inevitable.” J 


describe in detail I sball content myself with a record of ^ sequel. 

my pe^onal pleasure in it, and the remark Mt of tie ■■ Wanted, Ennna, Kidnapp-d, Two Years Ago Salem Chapel cheap • 
many ch^acters that crowd a very wide surface I was most books, magazines, in exchanm.”— The Lady. ^ ' 

inieresM in that of oli TeVmm, the oRdoth millionaire, “Cheap” seems the right vrord "Ce-tainlv the reward 

whose efforts tomn happiness for J^df and others meet offered for the unfortnnate child after two ye^’ absence fo 

with such pathetic disaster. For the rest, the book struck not excessive ^ 
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CHARIVARIA. 

I BKCf to move — ” said Lord Crewe 
in tlie House of Lords by way of opening 
llie liistoric debate on the Finance Bill. 
If lie could have his way, some of us. 
would soon have to beg to live. 

He He 
* 

The other day the streets of Berlin 
were almost impassable owing to the 
impossibility of finding 
sufficient out - of - work I 
men to clear away thCj 
snow. This fact is being i 
used by Free Traders | 
here as one more ex- 
ample of the horrible 
consecxiiences of Protec- 
tion. ^ m 
* 

“ There is nobody,” 
said Mr. Ure at Pipley, 

^*wbo does not know 
quite well tliat we have 
ceased to bo a seK- 
governing people.” 

Perhaps the most ter- 
rible example of this 
loss of self-control is to 
be seen in the growing 
tendency to inexacti- 
tude. * 

sfe 

TiK‘ unkindest cut 
of all ! Mr. Biron, the 
magistrate, in the 
course of a case at the 
Old Street Police Court : 

“Is Mr. Ure in favour 

of tlie Budget?” 

* « 

* 

The sours of victory ! 

Mrs. Pethick Lawrence 
assures the Liberals that 
their experience of the 
past four years will be 
nothing in comparison 
■with what* the Con- 
servatives will have to 
undergo if they prove 
intractable on coming 

into power. 

♦ * 

That delightful 
writer, Mr. A. E. W. 

Mason, has been com- 
plaining that his duties as a Member of 
Parliament make it difficult for him to 
write novels. We understand now the 
pressure that has been brought to bear 
on several literary men to become can- 
didates* nt Hi 

* 

At the same time, seeing the extent to 
wdiich politicians are indebted to fiction 
for their facts, we should ha-ye thought 
it ought to be possible to arrive at some 
kind of working arrangement. 


is Britain’s sunniest spot?” and, with | tinkling fustian.” This curious material 
splendid local patriotism, a Bermondsey . sounds a little like braz?n shoddy, 
man writes to ask us whether we kno-w 

that the South of London is the Eiviera ! The following significant aclvertise- 
of the Metropolis. ! inent has recently appeared in a news- 

*,i.* 1 paper : — 

Much is made by our newspapers of i Young llama, trained to &addle ; suitable for 
the preparations in Geimany for “ the , a boy ; ns good as pony : price 30ga. 
inevitable war.” It is good to know , This confirms the report that people are 


that our military authorities are also ; giving up 



their llamas in 
motor-cars. 


favour of 


'^SING A SONG OF SIXPENCE. 

Cahhy {on receiving his minimum mile fare in coppers). “ 0^'E 

ONE FOR MESELF, TWO FOR THE NIPPERS AND — (’forte) — I ’iL jB/lVE Til 


FOR THE MISSIS, 

{forte)— V ll Ba^^k the rest.” 


He 

* 

With reference to the 
correspondence in The 
Daily Mail on the sub- 
ject of Round Churches, 
w^e believe that they 
are by no means such 
rarities as is generally 
imagined. We know a 
number of parsons who 
are square men in round 
holes. , 5 c He 

H« 

Twenty missionaries 
of the sect who call 
themselves “Pillars of 
Fire ” have arrived from 
the States and will 
endeavour to, convert 
London. The title of 
the sect, so peculiarly 
attractive during a ccld 
snap, is characteristic 
of American cuteness. 

He He 

* . 

A new giant apple 
from California, known 
as the Winter Banana, 
has made its appearance 
at Covent Garden. It 
now* remains for the 
West Indies to retort 
with a banana named 
the Spring Apple, 

He He 

He 

It seems peculiarly 
appropriate that Mr. 
C^HURCHiLL should have 
charge of the Assurance 
Companies Bill, seeing 
that he is one of the 
most prominent expo- 
nents of this art. 


He He 
He 


The Exp^essh^s been asking, 


* Which 


moving. The London Gazette announced 
last week that it has been decided that 
the First Military Member of the Army 
Council, who has hitherto been styled 
Chief of the General Staff, shah hereafter 
be styled Chief of the Lnperial General 
Staff. * H* 

He 

Our dear old friend, The Daily NeioSj 
has fairly lost her head over the present 
situation, and is becoming almost inco- 
herent. “The House of Lords,” she 
says, “ has many a time heard the vices 
of the House of Commons denounced in 


“Thousands of people gathered round the 
station and raised deafening cheers as his Lord- 
ship was seen discussing the s aircase from the 
platfoim .” — Glasgow Berald. 

The painting of this historic scene has, 
we understand, been entrusted to Sir 
Hubert yon Herkomeu. 

“ All that man co aid do Shackleton and his 
companions did, and there will be few English- 
men who will not read the narrative without a 
thrill of pride .” — Daily Telegraph. 

This handsome appreciation is freely 
quoted in advertisements. Some pub- 
lishers are easily pleased. 
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ON THE STUMP. 

The news tliat the House of Lords is 
about to tour the country has been 
received with great enthusiasm by both 
parties. Mr, Punch, however, is afraid 
that some of the peers may not live up 
to what is expected of them, and he 
has, therefore, prepared two or three 
examples of the sort of speech that is 
wanted. These speeches are not written 
for Lord Rosebery’s well-tried “Hundred 
and Fifty,” but for the great mass of 
Tory Peers who have not as yet taken a 
prominent part in political affairs. To 
those of them who insist on speak- 
ing quite sensibly and articulately 
Mr. Punch can only express his regret 
that they should be willing to shatter 
yet another national belief. 

1 . — For a Dull Duke, 

My lords, ladies and — ^h’m, ha— gen- 
tlemen. My — er — ladies and — er — 
gentlemen, I have thought it my duty, 
ladies and— h’ni, ha — gentlemen, to 
come before you this evening, or, as I 
might say, to-night — to— er — on this 
auspicious occasion — h’m, ha. And 
when I say “auspicious occasion,” 
ladies and gentlemen, I mean that the 
occasion has come, has — ^h’m, ha — in 
fact, arrived, when — h’r’r’r’r’m — it is an 
auspicious moment to — ^h’m, ha— come 
before you. H’r’r’r’r m. We are faced, 
gentlemen, we are, I say, faced by a 
constitutional — h’m, ha — crisis in the 
— er — constitution, unprecedented, I say 
without fear of — without fear of— of— 
contradiction, unprecedented, ladelmen, 
that is, gentlies — h’r’r’r’rir’m — gentle- 
men, in the history of the —h’m— consti- 
tution. That will not be denied. This 
constitution, this, I should say, crisis in 
the constitution has not been provoked 
by U$, We, ladies and, gentlemen, in 
the exercise of our — h’m, ha — established 
right, what I might call— what, h’m, I 
think it. will not be — er — traversed — tra- 
vestied-T-traversed, as I say, by our 
bitterest opponent as our established 
right, even by those who— h’m, ha — ^in 
fact by— er — who seek to abolish us. 
H’r’r’r r’r’r’r’r’m. On the one hand we 
have this ancient House, of which I have 
the honour to— h’m, ha — ^to form no 
inconsid — I should say some inconsid — 
to in fact belong, whose hallowed rights 
— ^h’r’r’r’r’m — whose rights, as I have 
abeady — ^h’m, ha — established are hal- 
lowed by the — er — ^by undoubted — er — 
h’r’m— by the — er— sanctity of centuries. 

That will be admitted. On the other 
hand we feel— and it is because I feel 
it so strongly, ladies and gentlemen, 
that I am among you to-night, in order 
to put before you my views on this great 
constitutional crisis. H’r’r’r’r’m. 

Our opponents have— h’m, ha — ^not 
hesitated — they have not hesitated, ladies 


and gentlemen, to allege that the barest 
of motives are inspired, that, I should 
say, we owe our inspiration to— that 
in fact we arc basely inspired by motives 
which — ^h’m, ha—b}^ — er — base motives. 
Hr’r r‘r r’m. To that motive, to that 
allege — h’m, ha — allegation I give a 
qualified — an unqualified denial. Gen- 
tlemen, whatever our motives, and speak- 
ing for myself I can claim that I have 
been — lim— actuated by, without any 
qualification whatsoever — and when I say 
qualification, ladies and — ^h m, ha — gen- 
tlemen, I do not mean to imply — ^li’r’r’r’m 
— ^but as I say to actuate— the, er, — in- 
emtahl % — inevitable cons equences — con- 
sequences set up by — er — as I have 
said, to deny the allegation —h’m, ha 
— without qualification of— a-a-a-a-tb7i 
— ^the motives — h’r’r’r’r m — of, in short, 
the Budget. (Loud applause.) 

11 . — For an Irresponsible Earl. 

Dear old souls, here we are, all the 
whole jolly lot of us, met together in 
solemn conclave about this dam rotten 
Budget. What price “ solemn con- 
clave ” ? I thought of that in my little 
bath this morning. ‘ ‘ Archibald I said 
to myself as I turned out for sponge 
drill, “you’ve stepped right on to it! 
‘Solemn conclave.’ You’re amongst 
them, pride of the harem.” What ? 

Well now, about this dam Budget. 
I mean, whose jolly old idea was it? 
Give you my word it wasn’t mine — 
never had any sort of head for figures. 
I know at school when they used to ask 
me to prove that if two sides of a triangle 
were equal then the squares on the 
hypothenuse were parallel, I always used 
to say, “My dear old spot, if Euclid says 
it is so, I take his word for it. He ’s 
been in the business longer than I have 
and he ought to know more about it. 
But of course if dear old Algebra says 
it isn’t (and he ’s had his sign up quite 
as long as Euclid, I should think), and 
you want me to give a casting vote, well 
then what I say is, Let ’s toss for it. 
Heads Euclid, tails jolly old ijgernon-, 
bra. Heads ! There you are then.” 

Yoicks! — gone away. Where were 
we ? Oh yes, the Budget. Well, I don’t 
profess to be much of a cheese at geo- 
graphy, but I do know what Welshmen 
are famous for. “Also ran — Benjamin 
Trovato.” What ? Keep your eye on me 
and don’t believe anything that the 
six-and-eightpenny in re merchant from 
Cambria tells you. “ Cambria ” is fairly 
torrid— I got it from the Harmsworth 
Atlas. “Wales, formerly called Cam- 
bria”— sort of Polly Jones, nee Smith, 
don’t you know ? 

Well, as we were saying, dear old 
souls, they passed along the Budget and 
we hoofed it out; and nov' I’ve been 
sent down here— and jolly glad I am to 
see you all looking so chubby and well 


— to tell you ichy we applied the boot. : 
WeU, why did we? I’ll give you two | 
free guesses. Walk up, ladies and ' 
gentlemen, and try your luck. What, I 
no entries for the manicure set and j 
the hem-stitched handkerchief? Look 
here, I ’m simply giving them away. Oh, j 
all right then, I ’ll teU you myself. j 

We chucked out the Budget, ladies I 
and gentlemen, because it was a dam i 
rotten one. (Loud applause.) 1 

III, — For a Backwoods' Baron. * 

Ladies — and— gentlemen, I have been , 
asked — to explain to you — why we re- j 
jected — ^the Budget. When I was last in I 
London — in 1893 — ^I helped to reject — j 
the Home Rule Bill— of the traitor ! 
Gladstone. Ladies and gentlemen, I j 
was proud to have done my duty then — . 
and I am equally proud — to have done i 
my duty to-day. There are amongst us , 
— certain progressive spirits - 7 ' upon 1 
whom— all true patriots — ^must act as a ; 
check. My father — opposed — as long , 
as he could — the introduction of rail- 
ways — ^into this country. His advice — 1 
was in the end — ^disregarded. When I 
travelled up to London — last week — I i 
felt more than ever — that my father was ! 
right. The country, gentlemen — has i 
been spoilt. On my way yesterday- -to 1 
the Zoological Gardens — ^Iwas disgusted , 
to learn — that these vandals had bur- ) 
rowed — even under the earth. Coining j 
back— from the British Museum— last i 
Monday— -I w^as horrified to discover — 
that trams passed along the Embank- 
ment. Had I not been ill — ^I should 
have voted against that measure — as, I , 
understand— did many of my colleagues 
— in the House. At Madame Tussaud’s — 
two days ago — ^I looked back — ^upon all 
that has happened — ^in the last fifty years. 
And all the misery — ^and unhappiness — 
that is to be found — ^in the villages and 
towns to-day — ^must (I decided)— be 
put down to— the curse of elementary 
education. Ladies and gentlemen, I 
say — without hesitation — that the lower 
classes — should have been left where 
they were — ^that in raising them you 
have raised a monster — worse than any 
that Frankenstein brought into being. 

Gentlemen, we rejected the Budget 
— because it sought to create war 
between the classes. England will never 
be at peace — unless the classes keep to 
their proper stations. The upper class 
to rule— and the lower class to obey. 
(Loud applause). A. A. M. 


“ By this process any radicals can in turn he 
removed.” 

The above appears in Hall and Knight's 
Algebra; and since the introduction of 
the Budget Hall’s letter -bag has had 
to be enlarged twice in order to meet 
the daily flow of communications asking 
for further particulars. 



Tutstt Land Chick (hatched loith diificultij), BRAVO ! I THOUGHT WE SHOULD NEVER PULL IT OFF ! 
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II 1, 1 1 , I II D® SAMUEb JOHNSON- 

'i{!iiyi! had 

A tooth EXTRACTeD 

^Wt-mou-r Cn^S^ 

JK THIS HOOSB 


SPCiR , 

SPOT WHERE 
»N BX 5*4 

Caius-JuuusC/esar 

fell OFF HIS HORSE 

the COOLO d£ 

AS late as e.C S3 



THE GIRAFFE HUNTER. 

THE INTREPID TEDDY’S NARRATIVE — ^WITH A 
FEW INTERPOLATIONS, 

(Puzzle: Find them.) 

Early next morning I went back to 
camp, and soon after reacbing there 
again started out for a bunt. In tlie 
afternoon I came on giraffes and got up 
near enough to shoot at them. But 
they are such enormous beasts that I 
thought them far nearer than they were. 
Too big to live, anyway. My bullet fell 
short, and they disappeared among the 
mimosas, at their strange, leisurely- 
looking gallop. Of aU the beasts in an 
African landscape none is more striking 
than the giraffe, and none more in need 
of destruction. Usually it is found in 
small parties or in herds of fifteen or 
twenty or more individuals. Although 
it will drink regularly if occasion offers, 
it is able to get along without water for 
months at a time, and frequents by 
choice the dry plains, or else the stretches 
of open forest where the trees are scat- 
tered and ordinarily somewhat stunted. 
Like the rhinoceros— the ordinary or 
prehensile-lipped rhinoceros—the giraffe 
is a browsing and not a grazing animal. 
The leaves, buds, and twigs of the 


mimosas or thorn-trees form its cus- 
tomary food. It never attacks anyone, 
being the gentlest creature breathing. 
Its extraordinary height enables it to 
bring into play to the best possible 
advantage its noteworthy powers of 
vision, and no animal is harder to 
approach unseen. This is, of course, 
very unfair to the hunter. Again 
and again I hav^e made it out a mile off, 
or, rather, have seen it a mile off when 
it was pointed out to me, and looking 
at it through my glasses would see that 
it was gazing steadily at us. It is a 
striking-looking animal and handsome 
in its way, but its length of ^ leg and 
neck and sloping back make it appear 
awkward even at rest ; and no doubt it 
ought to be exterminated. When 
alarmed it may go off at a long, swinging 
pace or walk, but if really frightened it 
strikes into a peculiar gallop or canter 
very difficult to keep up with. They 
are defenceless things, and, though they 
may kick at a man who incautiously 
comes within reach, they are in no way 
dangerous. This makes them the more 
worthy of our soft-nosed bullets. An 
ex-President shooting at them runs no 
risks. 

I was carrying the Winchester loaded 
with fuE metal-patched bullets. I 


wished to get for the Museum both a 
bull and a cow. One of the three 
giraffes was much larger than the other 
tw’o, and as ho was evidently a bull I 
thought the two others were cows. As 
we reached the tree the giraffes showed 
symptoms of uneasiness. One of the 
smaller ones, being a coward, began to 
make off, and both the others shifted 
their positions slightly, curling their 
tails. I instantly dropped on my knee, 
and, getting the bead just behind the 
big biilFs shoulder, I fired with the 
300-yard sight. ^I heard the ‘‘pack” 
of the buEet as it struck just where I 
aimed, and away went aE three giraffes 
at their queer rocking-horse canter in 
the most contemptible way. Eunning 
forward, I emptied my magazine, firing 
at the big bull, and also at one of his 
smaller companions, and then, slipping 
into the barrel what proved to be a soft- 
nosed buEet, I fired at the latter again. 
The giraffe was going straight away, 
and it was a long shot, at 400 or 500 
yards, but by good luck the bullet broke 
its back, and down it came. No need 
to say liow pleased I was. I had got 
another specimen for the Museum. The 
other bulls were now getting over the 
crest of the hill, but the big one was 
evidently sick, and we caEed and 
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beckoned to the two saices to hurry up 
with the horses. 

I rode full speed after the giant 
quarry. I was on the tranquil sorrel, 
the horse I much preferred in riding 
down game of any kind, because he had 
a fair turn of speed, and yet was good 
about letting me get on and off. As 
soon as I reached the hill-crest I saw 
the giraffes ahead of me, not so far off as 
I had feared, and I raced toward them : 
without regard to rotten ground and 
wart-hog holes : one must be reckless 
sometimes. The wounded one lagged 
behind, but when I got near he pu<, on 
a spurt, and as I thought I was close 
enough I leaped off, throwing the reins 
over the sorrel’s head, and opened fire. 
Down went the big bull, and I thought 
my task was done. But as I went back 
to mount the sorrel the cad struggled to 
his feet again and disappeared after his 
companions among the trees, which were 
thicker here, as we had reached the 
bottom of the valley. So I tore after 
him again, and in a minute came to a 
dry water-course. Scrambling into and 
out of this I saw the giraffes ahead of 
me just beginning the ascent of the 
opposite slope, and touching the horse 
with the spur flew after the wounded 
bull. This time I made up my mind I 
would get up close enough. Off I jumped, 
throwing the reins over my sorrel’s 
head, and opened tire once more, and 
this time the great bull went down for 
good.^ I had got two of these rare and 
steadily disappearing creatures — no 
small thing. Unfortunately both were 
bulls, so I must go on prayerfully shoot- 
ing all I can till a cow turns up. 


The Memorial to Coquelin. 

“ ‘ Messieurs, vous etes ici cliez vous,’ said 
M. Claretie, when the party, including Sir John 
Haie, Sir Squire Bancroft, Sir Charles Wynd- 
ham, Mr. Arthur Bourchier, Mr. Max Beerbohm 
(representing Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree), 
Mr. Noiman Forbes (representing Mr. Forbes 
Robertson), Mr. Hemy Neville, and Mr. Gilbert 
Bayes passed from the committee-room where 
M. Claretie had received them, and where •^e 
solemn and dread committee of Soci^taires 
with full shares in the business of the House of 
Moliere will sit, according to annual rule, in a 
month’s time to consider the elections of new 
members, along the carpeted passages hung 
with pictures, into the gi'een-room, which is a 
museum of sculptures and paintings .” — Daily 
Telegraph. 

We understand that the compositors 
reason for placing the full stop here was 
that the little box with the commas in 
was getting empty. But it seems a pity 
to have stopped the sentence just as it 
was getting into its stride so nicely. 

We ought to add how pleased we are 
to see that the dramatic profession 
has reached the loftiest rung of the 
social ladder, and that its leaders are 
now “ represented,” just like Monarchs. 
This is the true Kingship of Art. 


“Beethoven.” 

It would be easy enough to make 
merry over the latest of Sir Herbert 
Tree’s sporting experiments, but a much 
harder matter to appraise it seriously or 
even to classify it. It is neither drama 
proper nor musical tragedy, but a sort 
of series of tableaux farlanis with inci- 
dental music. The life of Beethoven 
could not well have furnished stuff for 
an ordinary play, its chief tragedy being 
the deafness which not only cut him off 
from human intercourse but, by a cruel 
irony, forbade him the physical realisa- 
tion of the products of his own art. In 
a sense the man is nothing ; his music 
is everything. But since this was not 
to be an opera, and the orchestra was 



SYMPHONIES COMPOSED WHILE YOU AVAIT. 

Beethoven Sir Herbert Tree, 

hound to play a subordinate part, it was 
necessary for the stage action to enforce 
the musical element, and this was 
achieved by the risky device of pre- 
senting the Master from time to time 
in the throes of composition — always 
a spectacle that threatens to come 
perilously near to the ludicrous — with 
the orchestra taking it down bar by bar. 
Compromises of this kind are not likely, 
however well handled, to satisfy either 
brand of critic — the dramatic or the 
musical. 

The First Act introduced us, rather 
naively, to most of the known features.of 
Beethoven’s career. The local atmosphere 
might ahnost have been cut with a knife. 
In a series of loosely-connected episodes, 
taking place in some Public Gardens 
near Vienna, we saw the Master ap- 
plauded by his own circle, patronised 
by the Court, ridiculed by his bourgeois 
brother Nikolaus, attacked by a pre- 


monitory spasm of deafness, jilted by a 
second-rate lady, and finally improving 
the occasion by sketching out, to her 
memory, the scheme of a Symphony. 

The Second Act was much better. 
We had got to know him by now, and 
to take the atmosphere for granted. 
Here, too, the Master’s egoisin, the exces- 
sive interest he took in himseK and 
expected every one else to share, seemed ' 
more human and excusable. For the 
physical tragedy grows before our eyes, i 
till, in the midst of a rehearsal, it 
culminates on a sudden in a total loss 
of the sense which was his very life. 

After this, the Third Act, in which 
we saw the dying of Beethoven, was 
ahnost an anticlimax. It was eked out 
with certain painful family details which 
somehow seemed to miss their ironical 
purpose, and rather detracted from the 
1 dignity of the scene. Nor did I care 
very greatly for the introduction of the 
Nine S^unphonies in concrete female 
form, with recitations for each — a touch 
of artificial phantasy which was rather 
worse than the sordid realism which 
preceded it. A passage from “ The Ode 
to Joy,” which followed immediately 
! upon the musician’s death, seemed 
rather untimely in its gladness. 

Sir Herbert Tree must be compli- 
mented three times over. First for 
his make-up, wliich was marvellous; 
secondly for his unusual success in 
merging his own pei'sonality in that of 
his character; thirdly for the art by 
which he made us realise the pathos of 
that physical infirmity which seldom re- 
ceives a fair solace from men’s sympathies. 

The other parts were negligible. Mr. 
Edward Sass as Nikolaus had most to 
say ; but it was on very obvious lines. 
The orchestra, under the clever conduct 
of Mr. Landon Ronald, who made the 
selections, all from Beethoven, was per- 
haps the best feature of the evening. I 
am not sure that we should not have had 
a better time if the music had gone on 
aU the while. Sir Herbert, disguised as 
the Master, might have conducted. 

A Russian Tragedy, which concluded 
the entertainment, was a sort of potted 
Tosea. Mr. Henry Ainley, who had had 
a small and colourless part in Beethoven, 
was here himself again as a pallid 
Nihilist. Mrs. Pairtok Caaipbell had a 
moderate chano that suited her well*, 
but even her cleverness could not lend 
plausibility to the fatuous “ confidence 
trick ” by which the Governor of Pe- 
trovolsk allovYed himself to be tied up 
for slaughter in the chains of his own 
prisoners. A few gallery hisses of a 
sympathetic character followed the fall 
of the curtain, but whether intended for 
the Governor, or his system, or a Tsar 
whose portrait on the wall was the con- 
stant recipient of loyal salutes, I am not 
prepared to say. 0. S. 
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A CLASSICAL CONTRAST. 

[“ A marTjle Venus or a dancing faun would 
have no place under the roof of an English, 
luill ; I do not hold it for barbarism that any- 
one would see the^ lire flash warmly upon a 
sideboard of plate rather than upon the marbles 
of the South.*' - Evening Neios.] 

I HAVE (ill bronze) a tiny 
Adventuress of Greece, 

A little lau-gliing Pliryne, 

Uf)on my mantelpiece, 

And when I see her smilicg 
Imagination strays 
Once more in brave, beguiling, 

Divine Athenian days I 

Cool marble courts are ringing 
As merry voices call, 

Where ghls are garland-stringing 
For Springtime s- festival; 

In lanes of linked lightness 
The roses rope, and flow 
Blood-red upon the- whiteness 
Of chiselled Parian snow 1 

I have a pot of pewter, 

And when the firelight gleams 
It too will turn traiismuter 
Of commonplace to dreams. 

Then, though the year’s at chill Yule, 
Once more in August’s reign 
I tee the pallid pilule 
xAnd win the thing again ! 

On turf of headland thymy, 

Where brine-washed breezes strive, 
I lay the subtle stymie, 

I drive the spanking drive ; 

I see the grey tides sleeping, 

I watch the garey gulls wheel, 

Till through the dusk come creeping 
The lights of distant Deal 1 

0 pewter and 0 Phryne, 
vSince both of you may bring 
{ Your visions blue and briny 
Or garlanded of Spring, 

. I welcome you together 
Upon my mantelpiece, 

And love both magics, whether 
Of England or of Greece ! 


■ THE CLAIMANTS. , 

\ [“ A valuable oblong diamond, set in a silver | 
(jollet, is lying in the Lost Property OjQ&ce at 
Scotland Yard waiting to be claimed. It was 
found in a cab in the West End, and the police i 
dre now endeavouring to discover the owner.” — 
Daily Express. \ 

i To the First Commissioner of Police. 


, Dear Sir, — notice in The Exp^'ess 
that bur diamond has turned up safely. 
The loss of. it ^ has, caused unspeakable 
^rief both to my wife and myself. I 
shall he glad if you will send it to the 
above address without delay. It is an 
dblong diamond set in a silver collet, 
exactly as you describe it. 

; Yours faithfully, Thomas Dodd. 



^piii 






Elder Siskr. “Do vou want women to have votes?” 

Younger Sister. “ No.” 

Elder Sister. “ Why ? ” 

Younger Sister. “Because I like to hear about the Suefrageti'es 


Dear Sir, — In case you should not he 
successful in tracing the owner of the 
diamond in the silver collet I shall be 
pleased to value it for you, and buy it 
on. the best possible terms. I may say 
i that I have had many years’ practice as 
an expert in precious stones, and only 
failed to be called in in connection with 
the Cullinan diamond through absence 
from town. 

Yours to command, Izkael Bokaij. 
ni. 

Dear Sir, — ^The oblong diamond which 
you have found belongs to a lodger of 
mine who lias had to take to her bed 
since she had the misfortune to leave it 


in a cab in the West End, and is there- 
fore unable to claim it in person. She 
has, however, given me the enclosed 
letter authorising me to call for it. 

I might add, for additional proof of the j 
hona fides of this claim, that the collet 
in which the diamond is set is of silver. 

Y'ours truly, G. Newint. j 

Enclosure. 

Dear Sir,— Please give to bearer the 
oblong diamond. I lost it, exactly as 
you say, in a cab in the West End. It 
is a very fine one, an heirloom, and I 
should hate to lose it. I was in despair 
till I saw your ad. 

Yours sincerely, Agatha Dope. 
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AN EXAMINATION PAPER FOR PEERS. 

[Lord Rosebery suggested tliat only 150 Unionist Peers, specially 
selected for the purpose, should he allowed to vote on the Finance Bill. 
Tb(^ following paper is one of those that would have been set in the 
S.?Iection Examination.] 

N,B. — Mm^ks will le awarded for style and spelVmg. 

(1.) I8tate Ricardo’s Theory of Rent. Is it your tReory ? 
Show that (a) the prosperity of the country, (6) the happiness 
of the farmer, (c) the satisfaction of the agricultural labourer 
are dependent upon a rise in rents. 

(2) “/ advise the Dukes to put away Ihelr poeket-liandker- 
ehiefs.'^ 

Who was the author of this saying, and why did he say it? 
Did they put them away, and, if so, where did they put them? 

(3) Write a brief historical account of the Ch.\koellor of 
THE Exchequer, omitting any reference to (a) his being a 
Welshman, (5) his profession as a solicitor, (e) spoliation, 
(d) confiscation, (e) robbery, 

(4) Where is Lamehouse ? In what year (if any) did Mr. 
Goerixge rise to fame there? Describe shortly six of the 
natural beauties of the place. 

(5) Money is tights ^^Theij have let loose Chiozza- 
MoneyJ^ Discuss these statements and show that they are 
intimately related to one another. 

(6) Write an account of four welhknown malefactors in 
order to illustrate the career of Cobde:^, and show that if 
CoBDEN were alive now he would repudiate Lloyd George 
and support Lord Lansdowhe. 

(7) Oite at least five cases in which the foreigner has been 
made to pay, and show how he can best be prevented from 
carrying out his criminal intention of trading with this 
oountiy. The nationality, age and fighting weight of the 
foreigner must be stated in each case. 

(8) Write a short sketch descriptive of incidents in the 
daily lives of Mr. A. J. Balfour and Mr. Ure on the supposi- 
tion that they had both been cast away on «a very small 
desert island in a frigid but not necessarily calculated latitude. 

(9) ‘‘I see no more difference letween a Labour Repre- 
sentative and a Sodalut than 1 do between a coloured 
gentleman and a full-d)looded nigger^ — Lord Newton in the 
House of Lords. 

Discuss this statement in the manner of Charles Lamb, 
and give other examples of light badinage from their Lord- 
ships’ debates. 

(10) Show that the Land Taxes of the Finance Bill will 
_ produce no revenue and will ruin the owners of all agricul- 
. tural land exempted from their operation. 

THE SMALLEST MONSTER ON RECORD. 

With reference to the ‘'monster” demonstration of out- 
raged Britons which occurred near the House of Lords 
last Thursday, some uncertainty as to the exact numbers 
will have beeu noticed in the daily press. The Daily News 
says there were 9,000 present, The Daily Chronicle 5,000, 
and The Morning Leader “ about two or three thousand.’’ 
The last-named journal should do better than this if it wants 
to^ get on ; hut meanwhile we follow oiu* habitual practice 
with regard to Radical demonstrations, and accept the 
smallest figures admitted by any Radical paper. 

Unless the People’s indignation shows a marked improve- 
ment, instead of a monster procession to Hyde Park, pro- 
testing citizens will probably be invited- to make their way 
to the more suitable surroundings of the Eustace Miles 
Restaurant. 

Ihere^ is a strong feeling in certain, quarters that the 
authorities should. now recognise that demonstrations are a 
necessary medium for the expression of opinion, and should 
uake proper provision for them. It is suggested that Parlia- 


ment Square should he reduced in size by building exten-| ’ 
sions to render it more cosy for these monster displays. In • ' 
cold weather the draughts are most uncomfortable, if you : ; 
are not properly crowded. It is also held that the police!' 
told off for duty at demonstrations should not he of thej‘ 
ordinary kind that push one about and actually walk their |j 
horses on the pavements, but should be picked men of mild]*- 
physique. j : 

THE ’scare-head DIALECT. 

Judging from the sensational contents-bills of the news-j, 
papers and the hysterical head-lines of some of their leading { i 
articles, it would appear that the resources of the English i 
language are likely to be a little strained during the course ; 
of the impending electioneering contest. Lest any foreigners i 
or simple-minded folk should be led astray through being i 
unable to discount the perfervid expressions of party phrase- \ 
mongers, it seems advisable to subjoin a short vocabulary of j ; 
political idioms with their current interpretations : — j ' 

Phrase. Exactitude. | 

The Lords Declare Ci\il The Peers prefer to let the j 

War : nation decide on a measure. ! 

The Enemy : Fellow-subjects who don’t! 

happen to agiee with youj 

politically. ? ‘ 

The People : Fellow-subjects who r?o, to 

the exchision of all others. 

Forcing a Revolution : Spoiling the ‘ Christmas 

holidays with a ’General 
Election. . • 

High-handed Tyranny : Acting without ccmsultingj' 

your opinion. * 

Tearing Up the Conslitu- Not being convinced by 
lion : your arguments and asking 

for better authority. 

Letting Loose Chaos : Allowing the country to bo [ 

run for a few weeks by ‘ 
steady-going permanent offi- 
cials instead of excited poli- 
ticians. 

Smiting Them Hip and Getting rather the best (or 
Thigh : possibly the worst) of a verbal 

encounter. ' 

Ure Another: ^ My dear Sir, I am almost 

inclined to question the va- 
lidity of your somewhat sweep- 
ing assertion. 

No doubt many similar fiowers of speech will crop up and 
wither during the next few weeks, or, as our political stylists 
would put it, the full-fledged upas-tree oLhlightiug metaphor 
will deafen the open-mouthed electors wdth tiie Maleholge of 
party invective. We can only hope that Trutli wiR he 
stronger than Faction, and wish ourselves a speedy issue ; 
out of all our exacerbation. - * 

‘‘ Tliere was a balloon descent near Falnier on Saturday afternoon. 

Tt contained two passengers who had travelled from London, and came 
down on JSTewmarket Hill on realising that they would otherwise be 
probably carried out to sea.”— Sussex Laity News. 

Some of these balloons are so human that they seem to do 
everything but talk. 

Dr. Napier, M,P., in The Daily News 
^ “ 500 Liberals could be easily found who would esteem it an honour to 
sit in the House of Lords for a year for the special purpose in question, 
and afterwards, if thought advisable, to pass an Act to dispeer them- 
selves.” 

After which we should have the evening papers coming out 
with a placard, “ Sensational dispeerance of 500 members of ; 
the aristocracy.” 
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THE MARKEi’ FOR MOTLEY. 

[“ There ought to he scope for every variety ol poetical energy, and 
in onr cynical soeiefy the dearth, of witty, ironical, and satirical verse is 
serious. ’ ’ — .4 thenoiumi 

In an age that is hollow and humdrum, 

And heedless of aU that is grand, ‘ 

When the epic is hurst like a dumb drum, 

And lyres have gone out of the band ; 

When we faint with the flippant and caustic, 

Ye gods.! shall they ash us to use 
(It ’s enough to make anyone's jaw stick) 

A jocular Muse ? 

There ’s a want of satirical rhymesters, 

A dearth, thej^ declare, of the clown 1 
When the soul of a decadent time stirs 
The staidest to stand on his crown ; 

Why, I teU you, my dear Athenceum, - 
The bardlets whose absence you weep. 

They are blocking the kerbs : one can see 'em 
Like so many sheep. 

It 's the bane of my life ; it ’s the sorrow 
That pierces the lobes of my heart 
And impends-like a cloud o’er the morrow — 

That everyone wlH be so smart ; 

No longer the rhapsody pleases, 

^ The rage ol our forefathers clogs, 

Young poets are packed fuU of wheezes, 

The humorous dogs. 

I rather lament and look back (but 
In vain) to the season of song, 


When the sound of the lute and the sackbut 
And serious music was strong ; 

To the days of the leonine bangers 

Of harps with their vrath and their woe, 
When Parnassus was roaring like Sanger’s 
Or Wombw^ell his show. 

I pine for the lachrymose ditty, 

I weep for the ponderous ode, 

I hate all this stuff that is witty 
And meant to make people explode : 

For the trade in the verse that is pungent 
(Compared with the songs that are sad) 

Is too overcrowded, and one gent 
Is feeling it bad. , . - 


Budget Processional. 

Air : — Maroliing through Lloyd-GeorgiaJ' 

[With humble acknowledgments to the talented author of the song ol 
■which copies were distributed among the people whom Captain Hemp- 
hill had invited to assemble in Parliament Square for the purpose of a 
demonstration against the Lords.J ' ^ , 

The land ! the land 1 ’Twas Llovd that pinched the land ! 
The land ! the land !— don’t get behind the band I — 

With the Ballot in his eye and the Budget in his hand, 

Lloyd pinched the land for the People 1 

“A newspaper in Indiana, with seemingly the best authority, pub- 
lishes an interesting article concerning a blind German inmate of a 
poor-house who goes hunting with a revolver and seldom fails to return 
without game .’* — Manchester Evening News, 

Very natural and satisfactory. . ' 





Pilot Laxsjx)W.ne. ‘‘FULL SPEED AHEAD!** 

Ex-Pit/)T Rosebery. “ LOOKS A BIT THICK, DOESN’T IT ? ” 

Pilot La^^sdowi^e [cheer julhj). “CAN’T HELP THAT — FULL SPEED AHEAD 1 
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“A Straijger in TliEPE Parts.” 

Peer Jrom the Baelucooth. “ Coiibtable, icfieve i-s the liouse ol Lords ? '* | 

Policeman. “Where’s tjie ’Ouse ol Lords, Sir ? why, close ’ei*e. Bear round to the left by 
Oliver Cromwell; — but ^ow loinj it^s yohi to he there, 1 shouldn’t like to say!” [Petires i 
chuckling.) 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

liouse of Lords, Monday, No'vemher 22. 
— All interesting dny for strangers for- 
tunate enough to lead the long queue 
patiently waiting for admission to gal- 
lery. Pleasure greatly enhanced by sur- 
prise. Had heard of disproportionate 
forces in rival camps. Prepared to see 
Ministerial benches a wilderness, faced 
by crowded Opposition seats. And lo ! 
there was not a vacant place on benches 
to right of Woolsack. Above the Gang- 
way serried rows of senators in sober- 
hued costume suitable to the weather. 
Below, a clusttr of white-robed Bishops 
suggesting a flock of gulls taking shelter 
from icy gale. (The word here used 
strictly in ornithological sense.) 

Explanation of rare phenomenon ob- 
vious. The Opposition, streaming in 
from far and near, overflow their banks 
like Tweed in time of torrent. Sweep 
over and fill hollow places across the floor. 
For the Backwoodsmen, brought up at a 
trot to save their country, situation had no I 
embarrassment. Many didn’t know one 
side of House from t’other. Found it 
convenient to hear Lansbowne and Hals- 
nuRY addressing them face to face. 

Second surprise ruflOied Strangers’ 
Galleiy when Lansdowne rose to move 
amendment. With ci*y of “ llevolu- 
tioii!” ringing in their ears tliey ex- 
pected its titular Leader to dress the 
part. Cap of Liberty on head, blood- 
red sash flung over shoulders, weighted 
with a sci mitai* or two. That was t he sort 



be it from me.” 

“The Budget has the unpleasant aspett of 
being both cnide and vindictive. I do not say 
that it is crude and vindictive. Far be it from 
me to say anything of that kind.” (Laughter.) 

(Lord Rosebery.) 


of thing that seemed suitable to occasion.' 
“Instead of which ” there stood at the 
Table the mildest-mannered man that 
ever wrung the neck of an ancient Con- 
stitution. Scrupulously (h-essecl, frigid 
in manner, rarely raising voice above 
conversational tone, Citizen Lansuowne 
opened a campaign fraught with vital 
interest to the country, destinies of i:>oliti- 
cal parties and late of House of Lords. 

In the duel which promises lo be his- 
toric first blood drawn by Crewe. As 
Leader of House, his duty to move second 
reading of Budget Bill brought in fresh 
from Commons. A clumsier tactician 
would have followed course common to 
ordinary business. Would have ex- 
plained and extolled the measure, ex- 
pressed horror and indignation at 
threatened action of Opposition. Crewe 
plaved a finer stroke. What was 


Hecuba to him or lie to Hecuba? This 
was the Budget Bill, making provision 
for national finance and allotting its 
expenditure. He was a simple peer, 
member of a branch of the Legislature 
which, according to constitutional pre- 
cept and the usage of centuries, has no 
hand in framing or remodelling Budgets. 
His duty entirely formal — to moa^e the 
second reading of a Bill which, unless 
immemorial practice were departed from, 
would in equally formal manner ho 
accepted by both sides. 

Nay, so thoroughly imbued were noble 
.lords with a sense of their duty, that 
after mutely reading the Bill a second 
time, they would, unless we were born 
to a new earth, a new heaven bending- 
over us, suspend Standing Orders, pass 
it through Committee, read it a iliird 
time, and so home to dinner. 



Lord Londonderry contributes a little fuel to 
tbe flames— delivered on tlie premises free of 

/'hot'oros "Ma OATiftla -Pa-i* Tiinm 


measures have had to undergo during 
the last four years.” 

Business done , — On motion for second 
reading of Budget Bill Laksdowne moves 
amendment which he explains is not 
designed to throw it out ; merely to 
prevent its passing. 

House of Commons, Tuesday . — After 
fortnight’s holiday, Connnons back to 
grindstone. Pretty full attendance, 
notably in Irish camp habitually empty 
during debate on Budget Bill, save when 
it touched liquor question. To-day 
Lords’ fresh amendments to Irish Land 
Bill under consideration. As antici- 
pated, risk of losing the BiU. (and the 
extra millions it divides between Irish 


Light-hearted Revolution. 

Lord Willougliby de Broke. “ Oh, never mind that knife, I want to read you a little light verse 
before you go by one of England’s greatest poets — Bromley-Bavenport.” 

Crewe played his part admirably, and all the scene imported, that there was 
with pretty air of surprise heard almost total absence of demonstration of 
Lansdowne in what was the only acrid feeling. Had the Commons been about 
passage in his speech denounce and the business, storm of cheers and counter- 
deride the procedure. cheers would have interrupted and in- 

Quite in order alter Leader of flamed successive speakers. The rising 
OpposiTiONi had fired first gun that of Lajtsdowne, with a multitudinous 
Ministers should make response. Knew majority at his back, was greeted by 
where they were now. War openly perfunctory cheer. His best points were 
' declared against dominant position of hailed with grudging approbation. 
Commons in relation to Budget. By one Lord Chancellor for most part spoke in 

of these fortunate acci den fcs that occasion- equally chilling atmosphere. Only once 
ally mark Parliamentary manoeuvring, was there sharp cheer from the Liberals 
Lord Chancellor had brought down leavening the lump of Backwoodsmen 
with him a few notes suitable for invading their territory. It rose when 
reply to Lanbdowne’s speech. These he he read from his notes the evidently 
[produced, and expanded them in mode- well-weighed words : “It is impossible 
rately brief discourse listened to with that any Liberal Government should 
breathless interest by assembly that ever again bear the heavy burden of 


thronged a chamber usually half empty, office, unless it is secured against 



Standing up to the Lord Chancellor. ' 


Odd to note, with, full knowledge of | repetition of treatment such as our 


^ Tbe Marquess of Salisbury makes the 


speech of his life. 
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landlord and tenant) averted. Redmond 
ainS and John Dili on unite in de- 
nunciation of servilitj" o[ St Augustine 
(o landlord influence. Several divisions 
jaken, with pleased assurance that they 
tjould do no harm. Will look well in 
the home papers, showing how alert 
jind implacable are our M.P.’s. Moore 
of Ballymoney, who knows his country- 
pien, summed up situation in shrewd 
temark. 

I “Hon. Members below the Gangway,” 
said, he, “are ruthless in pointing out 
jfche shortcomings of the Bill. When 
they go back to Ireland they will say to 
the people : ‘ Look what a splendid Act 
i we have secured for you, wrung from 
jthe hands of ironclad landlords and a 
lukewarm Ministry ! ’ ” 

; , House of Lords still debating amend- 
inient to Budget Bill Everyone regrets 
' absence of the mover. Having his ap- 
pointed task, Lord Lansdo\vne yesterday 
I gallantly performed it, though sorely 
handicapped by a severe cold. To-day 
wisely stays at home. 

I Among speakers, WiLLOUGiriiY de 
iBroke, introducing liimself as “ a mem- 
' -her , of the struggling and deserving 
blass of Barons,” beat the record. 

, iQupted at length w’hat is, as far as 
> jinemory goes, the wmst bit of so-called 
I poetry heard in either House for half a 
century. 

“An extremely amusing parody ou 
’ Lochsley Hall'^ he described it by way 
of introduction. 

Proved to be the sort of poetry that 
Silas Wegg wouldn’t have “dropped 
into ” except on double terms of extra 
■payment. The lines barely scan and 
utterly fail to catch the swing and 
rhythm of a familiar verse singularly 
easy^ to parody. Pleie are a couple 
by way of sample. They forecast a 
state of things prevalent after “the 
rhetoric and vulgarity of Mr. Lloyd 
; (tEORGE has jockeyed, bullied and jostled 
; the country into accepting” his Budget: 

“ Then shall exiled commonsense espouse 
. some other country’s cause, 

And the rogues shall thrive iu England, 
bonneting the shimberlng laws.” 

To stop a body of British nobility 
rushing down a steep place and insist 
; upon their listening to doggerel like 
I this is worse than the Ancient Mariner. 
Cast decided chill over proceedings. 

Business done. — Second night of 
Budget Debate in Lords. Commons 
I make progress in final disposition of 
Irish Land Bill. 

Thursday. — Turns out that Member 
FOR Sark, last week predicting safe de- 
liverance of Irish Land Bill, is justified 
by the event. At that time no gleam 
oi] light in the black clouds save the 
’reflection of the three million golden 
sovereigns wherewith the Bill was 


iWM POW 





Shopman {lo hoy who has allied for a penn'orth of pill'i}. “Bo you waxt them in a box? ” 
Boy. o’ COURSE. Think I’m coin’ to roll ’j.m ’omk?” 


baited. Commons had rejected en Hoc 
the Lords’ amendments. The Lords 
substituted others. Irish Nationalists 
denounced them as equally bad. Dead- 
lock seemed immovable. 

St. Augustine, in charge of Bill, with 
brave heart plodded on, smiling, con- 
ciliatory. Has his reward • in final 
smoothing away of what seemed in- 
superable difficulties. Bill now assured 
of being added to Statute Book before 
Prorogation preliminary to final passing 
off the stage of a memorable Parliament. 

Both sides pleased with this final 
triumph of a Minister whom the gods 
loved to extent of several times nearly 
doing him to death whilst still young. 


Owdng to no fault of his own, came a 
cropper in his first few months of office. 
His Education Bill cast forth by the 
Lords by way of getting their hand in. 
Other legislative efforts not more lucky. 
But it stands to his credit that he settled 
the long bitter controversy of Irish* 
University Education, a prickly problem 
predecessors in Irish Office glad to drop. 
That and the latest Irish Land Bill not 
a bad bag for a Chief Secretary in a ' 
comparatively short-lived Parliament. I 
Business done.— Lords’ Amendments 
to Development BiU considered. Speaker 
rules several out of order as breaches of 
Commons’ Privilege in connection wdth 
finance. 
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So miicli for sins of omission, but 
what of those of commission ? Here we 


THE PROVINCIAL EDITOR’S LETTER BAG. 

1 . — From the Vicar. 

Dear Sir, — have read the account in 
the current number of The Gazette of 
the opening of the new parish hall, 
and am pained and surprised to find 
how many excisions have been^ made 
Surely, when one who is in a position to 
know everything and has some literary 
skill goes to the trouble to provide you 
with free copy, it is at once inexpe- 
dient and ungracious to abbreviate and 
distort. 

That my own remarks on the platform 
should be cut short is nothing to me ; 
but I think it very hard that the| 
admirable little speech of our Squire, 
who had it typed expressly for me (and 
for you) and altered his dinner-hour in 
order to come down and deliver it, 
should have been so heartlessly con- 
densed. He spoke for at least ten 
minutes ; but all that you allow him to 
have said might have been spoken in 
two. This is more to be deplored than 
you may think, for Mr. Bamber-Guy 
stands to Borehain Green in the relation 
of. wealthy parent, and it is in his power 
to make or mar the parish room. It 
would not in the least surprise me to 
hear that your cavalier treatment of his 
address has caused him to reduce his 
donations. Of Miss Pulham-Allways’ 
singing I said, according to the dupli- 
cate copy of my MS, before me, “ Her 
voice is both pure and resonant, and she 
rendered the aria with faultless pre- 
cision, and taste.” I did not write this 
idly. The words expressed my deliberate 
opinion, based upon a careful study of 
music that has lasted many years. More- 
over, Mrs. Pulham-Allways was seated 
next to me and was aware not only of my 
appreciation of her daughter’s efforts but 
also that I was for the time being your 
representative. What, then, do I feel— 
and what must she feel — to read in your 
paper the bald statement that “Miss 
Piilham-Allw^ays contributed a pleasing 
soio”? 

It was with perfect cognisance of what 
I was doing that I inserted the name 
of the maker of the excellent bagatelle 
board; but your ruthless pen goes 
through it without a thought. I am not 
one— as you ought to know— who does 
things without a reason. If ever a 
man has worn himself to the bone in a 
good cause and for no possible reward 
save the knowledge that he has done 
his duty, it is Mr. Pykelet, my curate. 
How natural and proper, then, that I 
should single him out for praise ? But 
what do you do? You merely group 
him with half-a-dozen ordinary villagers 
who may have lent a hand to move a 
table, or done something purely per- 
functory, and say that they were *‘a 
willing band.” 


are on more serious ground. It is all 
very well, owing to exigencies of space, 
to condense a contribution, but it is a 
very different and graver thing to twist 
and change a contributor’s meaning. 
This you have done more than once. 

I wrote, for instance, very thought- 
fully of Miss Larcom’s voice, that 
no doubt with practice it would greatly 
improve and be a pleasure to listen to. 
But what do I read in your report ? — 
“Miss Larcom aroused great and well- 
deserved enthusiasm by her charming 
morceaux.^^ How do you know that? 
You have no right to go behind the 
back of your accredited critic. Can it, I 
wonder, be true that Miss Larcom is 
engaged to your advertising canvasser, 
as I am told is the case? If so we 
have a very reprehensible suggestion of 
nepotism at work. 

Again, I find that you say of Mr. 
Harry Wildmarsh’s recitation that it 
was “received with roars of laughter.” 
That, I regret to say, is true ; but what 
you do not print is my opinion as to its 
extreme vulgarity and undesirability. 

I notice that you also say that Mr. 
Arthur Corney had done “yeoman’s 
service in bringing the evening to a 
successful issue.” I am aware of no 
yeoman’s or other particular service on 
the part of Mr. Corney, You doubtless 
have private reasons of your own, but 
allow me to reiterate the opinion that in 
such a matter as this the Vicar is more 
likely to be well informed of the relative 
value of each helper than you can 
possibly be. 

No doubt you wiU reply that a column 
and a half is long measure for a parochial 
event of the kind; but permit me to 
inform you that this is not so. The 
opening of a parish room is epoch- 
making. Men who hitherto have been 
in the habit of spending their evenings 
in the public-house will now congregate 
here in blameless pursuits, and nothing 
but good can follow. A new civic life 
will thus be set up, a sociability hitherto 
unknown in Boreham Green. Indirectly, 
if not directly, the very Empire must be 
the gainer. 

I shall peruse with interest any reply 
that you care to send, and meanwhile I 
trust that some means will be found 
to do justice, if not to Miss Pulham- 
Allways, at least to Mr. Pykelet, in your 
I next issue. Yours faithfully, 

Gerald Ambeeleigh. 


“to-day’s oross-chamel passages, 

(By arrangement with the S.E. and 0. Ely.) 
Dovkr-Calats — ^Wind E,, gale, clear; sea 
rough.”— DaiZy Neics. 

Surely the S.E. & O.E. can get us better 
terms than these. 


MOMEISITOUS MEMORIES. 

In view of the intense interest attach- 
ing to personal reminiscences of poets, 
we are sure that the following report of 
the charming address delivered by the 
Hon. Amanda Guppy at the last meet- 
ing of the Tapper Elocution Society will 
;be perused with rapt attention by our 
I readers; — ' * . • - 

“I knew Matthew Arnold quite well 
by sight, and on one occasion, as I was 
going to pay a visit at the house of a 
friend,' passed him on the stairs. I 
reinemher that he wore a frock-coat and 
carried a silk hat in his left hand and 
an umbrella in the right. His was, 
indeed, a striking personality. 

li was one of my dearest ambitions to 
meet' Browning, and it was’ gratified a 
few yeai*s before the death of the great 
poet and thinker, when I sat next but 
three to him at a luncheon party given 
by Lady Lowenjager in her charming 
bijou residence in Bayswater. I noticed 
that Browning wore a turned -down 
collar’ and declined pepper with his 
vegetables. After lunch I think he 
smoked a cigarette, but it may have 
been a cigar. I cannot be certain 
whether he partook of coffee or not, but 
his general bearing was certainly most 
affable. 

I also knew Eliza Cook’s second 
cousin quite well, a' sturdy and interest- 
ing personality, who thought nothing of 
running upstairs two steps at a time 
when he was over fifty. But curiously 
enough he did not care for the poetry of 
his distinguished relation, preferring 
that of Martin Tupper. By a strange 
coincidence my first nurse’s name was 
Martha Tupper, and to this circumstance 
,I am inclined to trace my life-long 
preference of blank to rhymed verse. 
In this context I may mention that my 
I grandfather once saw Blanco White at | 
Liverpool, coming out of a grocer’s 
shop. 

Edward FitzGerald, alas ! I never saw, 
though I have read all that Mr. Shorter 
has written about him with the utmost 
avidity and pleasure. How great is the 
debt which we owe to the generous 
enthusiasm of that industrious book- 
man! But once when I was quite a 
tiny girl, while staying with some 
friends on the coast of Suffolk, we went 
for a sail in a boat which was handled 
by none other than a man who knew 
the famous Posh, FitzGerald’s trusty 
nautical ally. 

Of living poets one must speak with 
due reticence, but I hope I am not trans- 
gressing the liounds of literary etiquette 
when I say that I once took part in 
a spelling bee with Mr. Whitworth 
Wynne, and was present at a meeting of 
the Primrose League when Mr. Alfred 
Austin was among the audience.” 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr, Puneh's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

If tlie author of Elizabeth and Eer German Garden has 
drawn the protagonist of her latest story, The Caravaners 
(Smith, Euoer), from life, I can only hope, in the cause of 
international amity, that the original of Baron Otto xon 
Ottrlngel will never be confronted with his portrait. Per- 
haps, however, his self-complacency would even then blind 
him to the truth ; but I am sure he would not enjoy the 
book half so much as I did. It is an account of a holiday 
tour in vans, taken by some delightful English and German 
friends, who have rashly extended an invitation to Baron 
and Baroness von Ottrlngel to leave Storchwerder in Prussia 
and join their company. The result is disaster ; for though 
the rains of our unhappy summer are unable to quench the 
courage of the voyagers the society of the Baron (who is at 
once a bully, a snob and a fool) proves so appalling that 
terror of it breaks up the party within a week. I think it 
was Dickens (or was it Mr. Chesterton?) who once com- 
mented upon the difficulty of making an unpleasant cha- 
racter reveal itself naturally in the first person. The author 
of The Caravaners has managed this with wonderful success, 
for, though Baron Otto describes the tour from his own point 
of view, we see him throughout — his conceit, his selfishness, 
and, worse than all, his quite terrible idea of humour — as he 
must have appeared to his disgusted fellow-travellers. It is 
this character drawing, and the gradual revolt, amid English 
associations, of the down-trodden Baroness Edelgard, that 
make The Caravaners one of the cleverest and most 
amusing stories of the year. 


Next, perhaps, to Lord Edward Fitzgerald, the romance of ' 
revolutionary times in Ireland clings most fondly round 
Robert Emmet. To this result the pathetic song ’written by ‘ 
Tom Moore doubtless largely contributed. His story is a sad 
one, painful for an Irishman to write, pitiful for Irishmen to 
read. It reveals the passionate patriot giving up fortune, 
life, and what was dearer to him, love, to the task of freeing 
his country from a hated yoke, baffled by the incompetency 
of one section of his compatriots, betrayed by another. 
There are some authorities who believe that, save for these 
malign influences. Emmet’s rebellion of 1803 would^ at least 
at the outset, have succeeded. Between knaves and fools it 
came to the ground, and he to the scaffold. The condition 
of his little force on the eve of the rebellion recalls our 
unreadiness on the outbreak of the Boer War. There wei’e 
no guns ready. There were hand-grenades but no matches, 
and at a critical moment means of transport failed. Worse 
still was the atrocious treachery of Emmet s countrymen. 
One to whom he handed sixty guineas, to buy guns withal, 
bolted with the money. Another, entrusted witli a packet of 
letters, which, falling into the hands of the prison authorities, 
would compromise Emmet’s fiancee^ handed them to the 
Governor. A third secretly sold him to the Government for a 
thousand pieces of gold. These things Mr. Stephen Gwynn 
tells in the form of a romance — Robert Emmet (Maomilun). 
It is a class of narrative somewhat risky. The reader is, in 
an ordinary way, disturbed by doubt where fact finishes and 
fiction begins. Mr. Gwtnn was fortunate in finding romance 
prepared for him, and, closely following it, produces a book 
of unfailing interest. But if I were an Irishman I should 
not select Emmet and his times as a topic of conversation, 
and should certainly not write of them. 
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The Irish atmosphere and scenic effects of Katelarine something else which may seem to be more important, 
new stories are of course unexceptionable, but one is Briefly, it tells the tale of a Dutch^ peasant boy, a born 
led to expect a rather more bracing lot of incidents and less artist, who, while liis soul prompts him to paint his native 
conventional situations than she provides. In Cousins and landscapes, yet dehberately seeks and achieves success at 
Others (Wekner Laurie), the first story, which occupies a portraiture. This comes about through the ti*eachery of his 
third of the book, relies on that very ancient device, the first patron, Odo Pareys, who, taking advantage of the boyh 
discovery of a document which proves that the impoverished sense of gratitude, steals his^ landscape sketches, passes them 
but aristocratic family (A) is really the owner of the acres off as his own, and wins with them the praises of the art 
occupied by the comparative 'parvenus (B), the beautiful world. Mr. Maartens draws his hero, Lis Doris j and those 
daughter in A having previously engaged the affections of with whom he moves, with a vividness ^vliich, in spite of the 
the handsome son in B, though B objects to the alliance. A evidence of his former books, is a revelation. Of the^ many 
lunatic is also brought into play in order to show that the characters, Odo Pareys and his servant J oh are, in my 

hero, with whom w^e haven’t had time to get acquainted, is opinion, the least convincing, possibly because they are too 

worthy of his valuable prize. In another story a timely cruel. They may be lifelike, though 1 i^refer to think that 
young man delivers from a burglar the lady with whom he they are the remnants of Mr. Maarten’s earlier tendency to 
has quarrelled at a ball ; and in a third the sole complication be hard on his own people. Of that tendency there is not 
is the dressing up of a girl as a boy. One doesn’t like to fall very much trace in this book. There are unpleas tint persons 
out with one’s cousins, especially when, as here, their sur- besides Odo and Joh, but there are many more pleasant ones, 
roundings are so delightful; but until the Chancellor oe the Lis Doris himself is admirable. Ye'Aay who marries Odo to 

Exchequer sees fit to tax literary plots for their hidden gold get the means to assist Lisy is a very sweet being; and 


I or artistic designs I shall 
; continue to hope for some- 
: thing better in short stories 
\ than the ordinary standard 
of the magazine. Perhaps 
the writer has some more 
interesting second cousins 
up her sleeve. 

Western civilization is 
apt to attach too much 
importance to death, but 
Mr. Arnold Bennett knows 
better. In The Glimpse 
(Chapman and Hall) he 
treats of death as an event 
no more final, as far as 
the soul is concerned, 
than the extraction of a 
tooth. His Monnee Loving 
is an aesthete with a fine 
contempt for humanity and 
the universe in general. 
Believing that only the 
minority possesses a soul 
and that the souls of the elect 
are poor and ephemeral 



HOME HOBBIES IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

Nobleman irying iirs home-made suit of armour on a vassal. 


Jacob Daffy the LolislcrSy 
and the other artistic 
people; Feto’s father and 
others of the village folk, 
but particularly Yettas 
father ; Bedempta, Lis' s 
adopted daughter (I got i 
very fond of Eedempta), ' 
all these are so real and ’ 
charming that I would 
gladly read another book 
about them. This one is 
long, but it ’s too short. 

Mrs. Wilson Fox is to be 
congratulated upon writing 
a liook which a\'oids goody- 
goediness and still points 
out an evident moral. A 
Dangerous Inheritance 
(S. P. C. K.) is intended 
for a particular public — 
for young people (girls, if 
possible) who can appre- 
ciate a stirring tale; and 
I imagine that it is exactly 
what that public will like. 


things at the best, he lives in a world of disillusion and A villainous uncle wants to dispose of his niece so that he 
sordid circiunstance. He dies and comes to life again, and in may inherit her millions, and although he meets with just 
the realisation of his own death he learns the relative values punishment in the end he certainly keeps things from becom- 
of the mortal body and the immortal^ soul. Henceforth he ing dull while he is alive. We see, also, this rich child grow- 
can perceive the spirit in the most unlikely human envelope ing from an inconsiderate girl into an unselfish woman, and a 
(your most stolid parlour-maid not excepted) and is able whole family content and happy with the simple pleasures 
later to regard the passing of his dearest one less as an end of country life. Indeed, in days when so many novelists 
of things pleasant than as a beginning of things beautiful, have appareutly forgotten that domestic affection still exists, 
.The author has expounded his philosophy in a subtle and this picture of the Thorne family is almost distinguished, 
engrossing story, but has erred in interrupting the narrative But Mrs. Wilson Fox puzzles ine when she writes of “a 
and weakening the exposition by the insertion of a too full telling slow pitcher.” Is it, I wonder, a remote connection 
description of the soul’s release from the body. He should of a googly, or just a ball which appeals for Lb.w. of its 
have credited his readers with some imagination and have own accord ? 

omitted half his mass of very earthly precision and most ' = 


mundane superlatives. Otherwise he has written a novel .. it t^^ortauate for A. D. Ball that he will not have his regolar 
very readable and comfortable to those who have seen or inside until after Christmas.”— T/ie Tatler, 
feared death. tt . i c xt ■ 


He must make up for it in the New Year festivities. 

There ^e people to whom a new book by Mr. Maarten 

Maartens is an event. I am one of them, and r/ie Price o/ Lis “The Million Shilling Fund which is being raised by the Anti- 
Dons (.mthuen) would convmce me, if I needed convincing, Socialist Union now totals 100,000 shillings. This is one-tenth of the 
that this is as it should be. The story is not merely worth which is needed.” — Ths Evening l^ews. 

reading for the pleasure of it ; it is worth the putting off of Yes— no— yes, it is ! 
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Mrs» Jones {convulsed hy the Vicar's comic song\ “ Deiuy me 1 I ’m &tJRE A wonder- 
ful MAN FOR A PARSON. NOBUDDY COULDN’t CALL 'XU TIGHT-LACED I " 


CHARIVARIA. 

A ViOAR writes to the Editor of The 
Express to inform him that, to avoid 
the danger of a cold after christening, he 
always uses tepid water in the winter. 
But what we would like to know is this: 

Is there any reason why, throughout the 
year, the choice, “Hot or cold?” should 
not he put to the infant ? 

He He 
* 

There arrived in London last week 
two young Venetian blacksmiths who 
have undertaken to prove that it is pos- 
sible to push a barrel round the world 
within twelve years. It seems incredible 
that one should have had to wait so 

long for this problem to be tested. 

* * 

An interesting experiment is to be 
made in Paris. Two mounted Munici- 
pal Guards are to be stationed in the 
Rue de la Paix, and will endeavour to 
direct the traffic there. We fear that 
unless they are backed up by artillery 
the experiment is doomed to failure. 

H« H« 

He 

With reference to the farthing fares 
which are about to be instituted on one 
of our tramway systems, we are informed 
that it is not proposed at present to 
carry children at lialf-price. 

*** 

The news that one of the polar snow 
caps of Mars is now broken in half leads 
one to suppose that the Martians also 
have their Cook and Peary, and that the 
dispute has been solved in a sensible 
and equitable way. 

He He 
He 

By-the-by, Dr. Cook is now reported 
to have suddenly disappeared, and his 
whereabouts is a matter of speculation. 
All we will say at present is this : Do 
not be surprised if you hear within the 
next fortnight that the South Pole has 

been reached. ^ ^ 

* 

Willesden’s old police-court is to be 
converted into a music-hall. This is 
following the example of the higher 
courts, which are sometimes turned into 
theatres. ,ie hc 

He 

Bones of a mammoth and of a species | 
of rhinoceros have been found at 
Hackney Wick, and many nervous old 
ladies are leaving the neighbourhood, 
while others make a point now of 
searching under their beds every night. 

He H: 

H^ 

“Fortunes in Eggs,” 
the title of an article in a contemporary, 
is perhaps an exaggeration, but the per- 
severing prospector may sometimes find 
a chicken in one. 

* * 

H« 

“It is estimated,” we read, “that 
there are half a million fewer pigs in 
the United Kingdoni to-day than there 


were last year.” Frightened away by 
the Budget ? 

Hs Ht 
H: 

Dr. Bode, we hear, objects to Richard 
Cockle Lucas’s bust being re-named 

“The Floorer of Dr. Bode.” 

* * 

He 

“ Once get a customer’s boot off and 
entertain him with the right sort of 
patter,” says The Shoe and Leather 
Eecordf “ a sale is usually effected if the 
victim has the required amount of cash 
on his person.” A threat to turn him out 
into the street with only the one boot on 
would, we should say, usually do the trick. 

He He 
He 

Paris, according to The Express, is 
Ghantecler mad, and the tradesmen 
are selling Chantecler hats, Chantecler 
umbrellas, Chantecler cravats, and even 
Chantecler socks. There is even talk 
of a Chantecler play making its appear- 
ance soon. 


A A 


We hear that as the result of the 
action of certain libraries, a Society for 
the Protection of Writers of Pernicious 
Books is to be formed at once. The 
only troublesome point is the question 
of the Chairman. There will be no 
difficulty in selecting a Vice-Chairman. 

He He 

He 

The Kaiser is designing for the 
members of the Imperial Aero Club a 
blue uniform with large gold buttons 
,and a peaked cap surmounted by air- 
ship propellers. The Kaiser has always 
been fond of testing the loyalty of his 
subjects. 


The Art of Indexing. 

From Christmas Catalogue of Books : 
“ Country and Gardening : Chats with the 
Chicks, by Mrs. H. L. Sandford." 

Author (we trust) of EalfSours 
the Hens, 
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2. Because I liave a living in the diocese of Bristol, and 


A STRAIGHT ISSUE. 

The peculiar interest which is being taken in the forth- 
coming General Election has encouraged Mr. Pundi to send 
round the country a Special Referendum Commissioner with 
the view of eliciting answers from the electorate to the plain 
question — Are you going to vote for, or against, the Budget 9 
ani, if so, why? From the replies so far received he has 
selected at random a few specimens for publication. They 
prove how thoroughly the British Public recognises that for 
once it has before it a simple, clear and straightforward 
issue. 

I. — Why I SHALT. VOTE EOR the Budget. 

1. Because I ’m asfainst the Lords for having let so many 
rotten Bills pass. They want reforming. 

2. Because I disapprove of the Budget, but disapprove of 
my wife still more, she being a Militant Suffragette, and I 
want to annoy her. ' 

3. Because, though I regard the Super-tax as iniquitous, I 
have my hopes of being made' a Liberal Peer. [Private and 
confidential.] 

4. Because, though the Budget knocks me hard, it knocks 
my neighbour harder still. 

" 5 . Because I ’ve tossed up and it came like that. 

6. Because Tariff Reform ‘‘means work for all,” and I 
don’t want to change the habits of a lifetime. [“Weary 
Willie.”] • 

7. Because, though the Budget does not actually mention 
them, I am in favour of Welsh Disestablishment and Home 
Rule. 

8. Because I can’t get that Chinese Slavery poster out of 
my head. 

9. Because I hear rumours of Asquith’s retirement, and 
I ’m an old man and don’t want to miss the fun of seeing 
Lloyd George and Winston fighting over the spoils. 

10. Because Beer doesn’t agree vrith me. 

11. Because Tobacco makes me sick. 

12. Because I have a cure of souls in the neighbourhood 
of York, where the Archbishop comes from, and he voted for 
the Budget. 

13. Because I consider the Liberal Government much 
more revolutionary than the' Lords, and I love revolutions. 
[“ Red-cap.”] 

14. Because, though I don't myself think the Budget a 
good one, I have to most tremendous faith in Mr. Ure’s 
passion for Truth. If he says it is so, then it is so. 

^ 15. Because all my poor relations in Ireland have an old- 
age pension a-piece, and not one of them over 55 years of age. 

10. Because I want to get the Anglo-German War over as 
soon as possible, and then we can all settle down comfortably. 

17. Because down Limehouse way we look on Lloyd 
George as one of us. 

18. Because our Tory Member didn’t ask me to his last 
garden-party. 

19. Because a man ’s a man for a’ that. 

20. Because I ’m in favour of a Single Chamber. 

21. Because I voted Tory last time, and I ’m a pendulum. 

22. Because my chauffeur is a naturalised anarchist and I 
dare not neutralise his vote. 

23. Because I love all foreign nations ^d would hate to 
see ’em taxed for our benefit. I call it a beastly selfish 
policy. 

24. Because Mr. Punch is obviously against the Budget, 
and, though I am also against it, I consider that he ought to 
be impartial. 

n.— Why I SHALL VOTE AGAINST the Budget. 

1. Because Mr. Punch is obviously in favour of the Budget, 
and, though I am also in favour of it, I consider that he 
ought to be impartial. 


my Bishop voted against the Budget. 

" 3 . Because, though I thoroughly approve of the Budget, 
my wife is a Militant Suffragette, and it is as much as my 
place is worth to go against her. 

4. Because, after I’d subscribed a lot to the Party Funds, 
Asquith refused to make me a Bart. 

5. Because my Liberal paper seems to be taking Lord 
Rosebery under its protection, and I always make a point of 
disapproving of him ever since he won the Derby. 

6. Because, if they had had the pluck of a rabbit, the 
Liberals would have gone for the Lords long ago. 

7. Because I am a member of the LL.P., and we made 
this Budget, and Lloyd George annexed it without^ proper 
acknowledgment, and so I shall vote against him just for 
spite. 

8 . Because of the filthy weather we ’ve been having under 

this accursed Government. , * : 

9. Because, though I am very fond of the Budget, I shall 

support the Lords for having consulted my views in the 
matter. . . 

10. Because I ’m a Perks man. 

11. Because I’m told that the Lords have “thrown the 
Constitution into the melting-pot,” and this interests me very 
much, being a plumber. 

12. Because our Liberal Member buys his meat at the 
other butcher’s. 

13. Because I have eleven daughters of uncertain age and 

the Budget puts no tax on bachelors. ^ , ; 

14. Because I tossed up and it came like that. 

15. Because, though the Budget suits me nicely, my wife 
thinks it best for us to be on the side of the Aristocracy. 

* 16. Because, being an intelligent Liberal, I can’t stand 
the hysterics of The Daily Chronicle. 

17. Because I ’m bored to death with all this 1 unkum 
about Backwoodsmen. As if the regular Unionise Peers 
wouldn’t have had a thumping majority without them. 

18. Because I voted Liberal last time, and I ’m a pendulum. 

19. Because the Budget puts no export duty on Wax 
Busts. ♦ 

20. Because my Liberal organ says that “ the Lords have 
declared war on the People,” and, though I know it isn’t 
true, I rather respect them for it, being a bit of a bull-dog 
myself. 

21. Because, man for man, in point of statesmanship,* 
intelligence, and knowledge of affairs, the pick of the Peers 
are as good, any day, as the pick of the Commons, notwith- 
standing their hereditary disadvantages. 

22. Because my chauffeur is an admirer of Mr. Balfour’s 
philosophic works, and I dare not neutralize his vote. 

23. Because I am a plural voter, and the Liberal party, to 
which I belong, thinks I ought not to use more than one vote. 
So I shall just vote once for the Budget, and five times 
against it. 

24. Because on principle I disapprove of aU Budgets. 

0. S. 


“ dean smart girl wanted as general . . . App^y personally to Lord 
Nelson, Caistor-on-Sea .” — Eastern Daily Press. 

That as a consequence of the Budget a blameless peer should 
have had to descend to advertising for a general servant shows 
us from what a reign of terror the Lords have delivered us. 


“By Public Bequest, 

Gilbert and Sullivan’s Famous Opera, 

* OUR MISS GIBBS.’ ” 

Adxt. in “ The Advocate of India.'* 

Next week Ibsen’s masterpiece, The Whip. 
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WOMAN’S WHOLE EXISTENCE. 

[“Tlierc are few liousekeepers nowadays who 
take time to enjoy their linen closet, as did their 
grandmothers . ’ ' — Bail, y Chronicle .] 

My sisters have a passion 
For being np-to-date ; 

To wear the latest fashion 
Is all in all to Kate ; 

Elaine seems quite unable 
To leave the club bridge-table, 
While empty-headed Mabel 
Docs nought but roller-skate. 

With weird Maud Allan dances 
Godiva charms her set ; 

The poor deluded Frances 
Is now a Suffragette, 

And Mary, too, is taking 
To whips and window-breaking, 
Which rapidly is making 
An “Anti” of Annette. 

; But as for me I ’d banish 
Such notions far away, 

I For views so bold and mannish 
I Inspire me with dismay. 

I I loathe the noise and din in 
I The life I find my kin in — 

! I only want the linen 
I Of mother’s mother’s day. 

I For me there is no rapture 
In all the world that beats 
The thrill with which I capture 
A moth among the sheets. 


When, spotless in their places, 

I pile my pillow-cases. 

Not Youth in Love’s embraces, 
Know^s any sweeter sweets. 

In rows of reasoned order 
Behold my white domain — 

Fair cloths withhem-stitched border, 
And borders that are plain ; 

It makes my heart-strings tingle 
To see how bed-spreads mingle 
With double sheets, and single, 
And snow-white counterpane. 

So leave me, safely wedded 
To peaceful housewife’s role, 
Ready with needle threaded 
To darn the starting hole. 

Let me but spend my leisure 
Among my laundered treasure, 

I ask no giddier pleasure 
To satisfy the soul. 


WHAT TO DO WITH THE CRYSTAL 
PALACE. 

Various suggestions have already 
been made with regard to the future 
of the great Sydenham glasshouse, one 
of the most remarkable being that 
which recommends its conversion into 
a great aeronautic centre. 

In old days, when a great man had 
rendered conspicuous services to his 
country, his grateful compatriots were 


in the habit of rewarding him by the 1 
gift of an estate as wdl as of a title. 

This is a generous practice which : 
might well be revived, and assuredly 
there never was a greater abundance 
of eligible tenants for glasshouses. 

Already we understand that a move- 
ment is on foot for acknowdedging the 
unsparing and long-continued exertions 
of the Lord Advocate on behalf of 
social reform. Mr. Anthont Hope, w’-e 
are informed, has decided to lay the 
scene of his next and most extravagant 
excursion into the realm of fiction in 
the Kingdom of Uritania, and the in- 
habitants of the canton of Uri — the 
scene of the exploits of the heroic Tell 
— are about to send a deputation to 
congratulate their eponymous hero on 
his magnificent assertion of the rights 
of the democracy against their ducal 
oppressors. 

It would, we venture to submit, form 
a fitting culmination to these graceful 
tributes if the Crystal Palace w^ere pre- 
sented to Mr. Ure as a residence 
and recreation ground for that great 
hierophant of the Higher Political 
Criticism. The Palace, with a little 
adaptation, would form a home stately 
enough to answer the requirements even 
of so august an occupant, and the 
grounds might be laid out as a golf 
course abounding in sporting • hazards 
and presenting every variety of lie. 
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LETTERS TO A MARTIAN. 

My dear Sir, — quite agree witK you that there is in the 
whole universe no more distasteful and wearisome job than 
that of canal-building. Still, as you say, one must live, and 
if you don’t build canals you will die for want of moisture — 
a dreadful fate from which our happy climate in the mean- 
time exempts us. It is good of you to suggest that I should 
cheer your short periods of leisure by my letters. I ’ll do my 
best — no man can do more-'-but I ought to warn you that 
we ’re not always so gay and irresponsible as you seem to 
think us. We have Budgets and constitutional controversies 
and riots about female suffrage, and discussions, not easily 
settled, about the hundred worst books ; and there are gloomy 
and depressing dramas and many thousands of political 
speeches ; and Dr. Bode, of the Berlin Museum, threatens us 
with war because the late Mr. R. 0. Lucas, a sculptor, in- 
serted two square feet of British bed- quilt in a wax bust 

which he modelled some - 

sixty years ago with the 
plain and dastardly inten- 
tion of deceiving German 
connoisseurs into the belief 
that Leonardo da Vinoi had 
had a hand —possibly two 
hands — in its manufacture. 

AH these matters afiQ.ict us 
strangely, so that we might 
occasionally come to look 
upon canal-building as an 
agreeable dissipation ; but, 
when all is said and done, 
we do manage to have our 
lighter moments. 

I wonder if I might tell 
you something about 
women? You’ve heard 
about them, of course, those 
stern, logical, silent directors 
of our welfare. When the 
French, more than a hun-j 
dred years ago, wanted to 
embody the abstract idea of 
» Reason, they naturally chose 
a woman, and they put her 
triumphally in a car and 
danced and shouted round - 
her, calling her a goddess. What else could they have done ? | 
I mention this little historical incident merely to show you 
with what awe and respect we encompass the sex, and how 
worshipfuLLy we treat it. Bless you, my dear Sir, we men 
know our own wretched qualities well enough. We strive in ! 
vain to better them, and of course we never fail to recognise 
how immeasurably those qualities are bettered by the com- 
panionship and example of women. 

Have you ever seen two or three women at tea together 
and endeavouring to say good-bye and to part from one 
another ? No, of course you haven’t— it was an idle question. 
I’H wager that when your people have seen enough of one 
'another you just shake hands or mb noses or execute a 
gamlade (pardon me if I misdescribe your valedictory 
symptoms), and so make an end quickly and separate. 
That ’s how we do it, too, we men, I mean ; but if you think 
that 's how the women do it, you ’re very much mistaken. 
Let me try to give you a specimen in brief. 

You are to imagine, then, that four ladies have come 
together for the sole purpose of settling the date and the 
agenda for the annual meeting of the Women’s Clothing 
Guild, a parochial institution of the committee of which they 
are members. They have been having tea, for the afternoon 


is well advanced, and they have been discussing almost every 
subject except the particular one that brought them together. 
A mere man, a transient embarrassed phantom, has flitted 
uneasily across the scene, but he has now vanished on the 
plea of work or letters, and the ladies have the drawing-room 
to themselves 

Hostess. I never saw anything like it before. Diamonds, 
you know, about half-a-dozen of them, in the middle of the 
day, and a great blazing ruby thing dangling from her neck. 
She really is, you know, isn't she ? 

First Guest. Yes, she is. You’ve hit her off exactly. 
That woman’s a public scandal — ^No more tea, thank you. 
Well then, just the teeniest half cup : one lump — and the 
extraordinary thing is that all the men run after her. I ’ve 
told John that, if I see him so much as nod to her, I’ll put 
him on half rations. She ’s like a woman I read about in a 
book the other day called Love the Wayfarer. Now that’s 
a book if you like. 

Second Guest. Isn’t it ! I 
think the Vicar’s wife — I 
forget lier name — is just a 
perfectly splendid character : 
family prayers twice a day 
and ten children to bring up 
on £300 a year. It’s too 
touching for anything. 

Third Guest. 1 don’t' care 
for these very good people 
in books myself. And, by 
the \vay — though 1 can’t 
imagine what put me in 
mind of her — has anybody 
seen Mrs. Porter lately ? 

The Hostess. Well, you 
can’t help seeing her hat, 
anyhow. It ’s the most 
awful hat in the world. 

Third Quest. My dear, if 
she were only half as re- 
spectable as her hat I 
shouldn’t have anything to 
say. Haven’t you heard 
about her ? 

The Eest {in chorus). No, 
do tell us 1 

[J omit the details of 
Mrs. Porter’s career. 

The Hostess. I always knew there was something wrong 
about that woman. 

The Rest {together). So did I. 

[At this point the guests, and lastly the hostess, rise in a 
slow and lingering succession and then sta 7 id still 
aimlessly. 

First Guest. Well, I’m afraid I shall have to be going 
now. It ’s John’s time for getting home, and 

Second Guest. My dear, I always told you you spoilt that 
man. You never get anything out of a man if you pamper 
him. 

Third Guest. I must get home too. I ’m really much too 
late already. 

Hostess. Why are you all in such a hurry ? Do sit down 
again. Well, if you must you must. 

[They do 7iot move. 

F%rst Guest. I ’d all but forgotten the one thing I wanted 
to say. You know the Concert some of us have been getting 
up? Well, my tenor has cried off — flu or something— and 
left me in an awful hole. 

[They ^ discuss this for ten minutes more, all standing, 
until at last the three guests sgueeze themselves re-' 
luctantly out of the door, and the hostess is left alone. 



THE VOGUE OF THE PICTURE VEILS. 

He . ‘‘"Who ’s tuat in the Virginia Creeper?” 

She . “ That ’s Angela.” 

Ee . “Nonsense! Why, she told me she was coming in Copper Beech.” 
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The Vicar. “Now, children, wiut is a fal-se doctrine?’* 


Hostess (suddenly to herself). Good gracious! WeVel 
never settled about the Guild 1 

[She dashes after them and shouts^ hut they are too far 
gone, and only silence answers her. 

Ht * ^ 4: 

There, my dear Sir, is a fairly accurate picture drawn 
fioin the life. Some day I may give you one or two more. 

Yours in space, An Eariii-worm. 


Inspired Maiden. “Please, 8ir, bad medicine.’* 


THE DARK SIDE OF THE DRAMA. 

[“ We ask why we, alone among Biitish subjects, are to be allowed 
to exercise our profession only on the impossible condition that we hurt 
nobody’s feelings.” — Extract from letter to the Press on the Censorship 
Committee's recommendations , signed hy thcDramatlo Committee of the 
Society of ’Aiiiltors.'j 

You who would envy the dramatist's lot 

Cherish this feeling no more, but dispel it on 

Being informed that his cupboard has got 
Quite an unusual skeleton. 

Mark him as, flushed with success, or perhaps 
Wearing excitement’s peculiar pallor, he 

Stammers his thanks for the cheers and the claps 
Lavished by stalls and by gallery. 

Seeing him thus, you ’d suppose he enjoyed 
Life with an almost unvarying cheeriness ; 

Yet with one grief is his pleasure alloyed. 

Turning his triumph to weariness. 


Others have licence to utter their mind, 

Wielding a pen that is ruthlessly critical ; 

Now and again to say something unkind 
Even of leaders political ; 

He, he alone, in this land of the free, 

Forced to compose with meticulous nicety, 

Wishing, like Balaam, to curse, must agree 
Meekly to say Benedicite! 

Is he just itching to serve it up hot ? 

Yet, like a parasite born or a cringer bred, 

He must ‘‘hurt nobody’s feelings — ” that ’s what 
Takes all the gilt off the gingerbread. 

Couched upon roses, he feels but the thorns. 

Must, then, his tongue never show its uncivil edge? 
Must he alone spare his fellow-man’s corns? 
Dramatists, strike for your privilege 1 


A contemporary quotes the following from Life : — ’ 

“ It may be all right for a man to wear padded shoulders, if lie 
doesn’t forget, and pick a quan*el with a man who was born that way.” 

But are men horn with padded shoulders? ^^Nascitur non 
fitf' says the poet. 

“ There was no money in the safe, and the burglars had to retire 
bootless.” — Daily Record. 

The necessity for removing the footwear before retiring will 
be explained in our next instalment. 
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BOOKS FOR THE BILLION. 

A Bulky Outputter. 

(Bpeeial,) 

Some years ago one of Mr. A. Leveson 
Tiles’s admirers made an interesting 
calculation as to the hulk of his output 
and the measurement of paper and 
ink used in its production. The figures 
relating to one series alone were truly 
momentous. It was found that if these 
volumes were placed flat one upon 
another they would form a monument 
nearly one thousand times the height of 
Greeba Castle, the loftiest private house 
in the world ; that the paper used in 
their production, if made into big sheets, 
would suffice to wrap up the Himalayas, 
the Andes and the Cordilleras in separate 
parcels ; and that the printer’s ink em- 
ployed would suffice to fill the Caspian 
Sea ten times over. 

Since that day more than three hun- 
dred new books have emanated from 
the prolific pen of Mr. Tiles, and at the 
present day there are nearly one hundred 
pages in the British Museum Catalogue 
filled with entries under his name. 

Messrs. Mark Marmion & Co., Mr. 
Tiles’s present publishers, are now 
issuing a New Series of Glory Books 
for Boys and Girls, 

For the Home md the Platform. 

Ballads op Brave Bantlings. — Edited 
by Albert Leveson Tiles. Large crown 
8vo, red limp lambskin, Is. net ; 
crimson crash, Is. 6d. net ; paste grain 
gilt (boNed), 3s. net ; Persian yapp, gilt 
top (boxed), 4s. net ; pink porpoise hide, 
with luminous paint top (oxidised 
corners) apd diflerential gear, 10s. net. 

Ballads of Bram Bantlings is a fear- 
less budget of poems suitable for reci- 
tation in kindergartens, cr§ches, , &c., 
while the binding renders it peculiarly 
well adapted for aU gatherings of a festive 
and yappy character. It aims at cele- 
brating the intrepidity of infants as 
shown in the pages of history, on the 
field of battle, in the fight for the 
franchise, the cause of freedom and the 
service of humanity. 

“There is no better volume of reci- 
# Uat|?ns with chits and counterchits for 
^heir theme.” — ^Mr. William de Morgan. 
" “ Ballads of Brave Bantlings has con- 
verted me to Baby su&age,” — Me. James 
Douglas. 

I “I estimate that if you sell twenty 
! million copies of your new book, your 
output will then exceed that of the 
authoress of East Lynne,'' — ^The Editor 
of The Statist - 

“ Mr. Leveson Tiles is the finest out- 
putter in existence.”— (?oZ/ Illustrated, 

“The prolificacy of Mr. Tiles is truly 
magnificent. Frankly, he is the Lope 
de Vega of the nursery.” — Baily 
GJironiele, 


The Kid Reviver. — Stimulating short 
stories for backward brats, including 
valuable copyright and other pieces by 
CouLSON Kernahan, G. B. Burgin, 
Henry James, Dante, Alfred Austin, and 
other Wits, Humorists and Laugh-com- 
pellers. In crown 8vo, Chinese chow 
yapp, glace top with bevelled edges and 
reciprocating Pasteurized book-marker, 
5s. net. 

“No sane boy and lew sane men 
could fail to be more nobly demented 
aft?r reading this intoxicating olla 
'podrida," — Morning Leader. 

“Mr. Tiles has achieved the difficult 
task of exactly meeting the crying need 
for good, witty, sparkling but withal 
refined pabulum for the mind of the 
ingenuous youth.” — Countess Schlick. 


“To describe the new house one feels the 
need of the advertising agent, but to say that 
the window frontage is a vision of loveliness to 
the woman of any and every grade of society 
is to speak with only meagre justice .”- — The 
Westminster Gazette. 

But what need of an advertising agent 
when articles like this (in praise of a 
certain shop) appear in the news 
columns? And, by the way, isn’t this 
what Mr. George Edwardes wanted f 


“ He holds a record for the bow and arrow, 
having at the national meeting in France, to 
the amazement of the assembled archers shot 
an arrow thirty-six yards — ^no less than twenty- 
seven yards further than the longest shot ever 
known to have been made by an Englishman.” 

Ideas. 

We can but faintly imagine the scene. 
The orgy of enthusiasm which celebrated 
the occasion of the previous record of 
nine yards must have been completely 
outdone. 


“ Wasn’t it Macaulay who wrote : — 

Lives there a man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said, 
Eeturning from some foreign strand : 

* This is my own, my native land ? ’ ” 

So ends the patriotic and impressive 
outburst (several pages long) of a South 
African tradesman who wants to get an 
air rifle ofE his hands. The answer is 
“No.” 


Advertisement of a vacancy for a 
teacher : 

“ The post is resident and the salary oft’ered 
from £40 (forty pounds) per annum, with 
Laundry expe ses according to qualifications 
and experience of a candidate.” 

B.A.’s are allowed as much as three 
collars a week. 


“ Wanted an instructor or instructress capa- 
ble of teaching the English language without 
impoverishing it with ffie usual solecisms and 
unintelligible jumb.e of French words. No 
English need apply, Germans preferred.” 

Advt. in Frenoh yajper. 

Another ruined industry. 


NEW BUDGET PROPOSALS. ; 

There is not a man in this country, ' 
excepting such as are happily penniless, ' 
who is not sick and tired of Budgets, i 
It is not that people object to pay ; the 
trouble is caused by tlic Government ; 
choosing how and when payment shall ; 
bo made, instead of leaving it to the 
discretion of the individual. 

Why should not the country he 
financed by voluntary contributions ? i 
Everybody would then ho happy: the 
man who did not care to pay on beer 
and tobacco could pay on what he liked 
— or, rather, on wliat he didn’t like — and 
the black stain of income-la.x perjury 
would be removed for ever from the 
country’s escutcheon, if there is such a 
thing. 

In the front of every house a securely 
locked money-box should be fixed. Any| 
householder or lodger or other responsi- 
ble citizen not contributing to the box 
with decent frequency would, of course, 
be liable to criticism by his neighbours.' 
Indeed, public opinion would (quickly 
make the frequent insuTionof coin in' 
this box one of the conventions of our 
land. 

The boxes would bo cleared periodi- 
cally by officials wdio would come round 
in broad daylight and’ make no attempt 
to conceal the contents from the in- 
quiring gaze of the onlookers. Special ! 
provision might be aiTanged for reporters ' 
and press photographers on clearing 
days. 

It stands to reason that any man, in 
the occasional moments of unusual joy 
that come to the average person— such . 
as a discovery that the gas-meter has 
been registering to the detriment of the 
company — would be more inclined to 
rush out to his Budget box and slip in 
a shilling, out of sheer gratitude, than 
to work out the figures on his tax paper 
and (failing to make them wrong) write 
a cheque in cold blood. 

Sufficient guarantee that the funds 
forthcoming would be adequate surely 
lies in the oft-repeated assertion of the 
tax-payer that he does not mind paying 
his share towards the nation’s expenses, 
provided he can pay in the way he likes s 
best. 

Finally, it must be remembered that 
this is supposed to be a free country, 
where even the notion of compulsory 
service in defence of our homes sends a 
cold shudder down the hacks of the 
Sons of Liberty. Why not be con- 
sistent, and bring both taxes and rates 
into line with the admirable voluntary 
system which makes our Army what 
it is ? I 

“The Czar while proceeding to Italy will 
avoid Australia.” — Heim Post. 

He will have to be careful, though. 
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SCORN NOT THE BARD. 
Scorn not the bard. There is a folk 
That treats liim as a kind of joke^ 

A weak and tepid card, 

The strong man’s mocking and a shame ; 
He may be that, but, all the same, 

Scorn not the bard. 

The flowing mane that you resent 
Is there for use, not ornament, 

To help him in his song ; 

When gravelled in his dire employ, 

A handy tress wherewith to toy 
Gets him along. 

His taste for turning things about 
And wrong way on and inside out, 

Is not to be denied ; 

An irritating trick, I grant ; 

But, as to helping it, he can’t I 
You Ve never tried. 

It is the painful truth that he 
Is prone to warble of the sea, 

And overapt to cling 
For ever to some hackneyed tune 
Of ladies’ eyebrows and "the Moon, 

Of Love, and Spring. 

But, tho’ his scheme is bound to paU, 
Let us be candid. After all, 

This is no fault of his ; 

However hard it be to stand, 

The man must sing of something, and 
It ’s aU there is 1 


You argue that you don’t see why. 

To tell the truth, no more do I ! 

I only know it ’s true ; 

Indeed, at such a point we touch 
On things too deep for me and much 
Too deep for you. 

Fate has inscrutabify decreed 
The presence of the poet’s breed 
In every time and state ; 

He is the fruit of Fortune’s whim ; 

If you dislike it, don’t blame him ; 

Go and blame Fate. 

E’en you, I take it, don’t suppose 
That he deliberately chose 
To tend his homely trade ; 

It ’s that that comes so bitter hard — 
Poor beggar, he was lorn a bard ! 

He wasn’t made. 

Then, readers, far from showing scorn, 
Remember that you both were born 
Alike of common clay ; 

For you are you by Nature’s laws : — 
The bard is but a bard because 
He ’s built that way. Dum-Dum. 


come when no traveller, French or 
otherwise, will ever say this again. For 
Job Masters is dead. The game is up. 
Where once was his stable is now a 
garage; where once was his horse is 
now an internal combustion engine; 
where once was his “fly” (strange but 
cherished misnomer!) is now a motor 
car. The end may not be quite yet, 
but it draws near and nearer every 
moment. And being so near, and this 
being an age of haste and anticipation, 
let his epitaph be written : — 

Sacked to the Memory of poor 
JOB MASTERS, 

Wh. 0 , patient as his great namesake, 
waited steadily to be employed, 
on no nourishment but a straw. 

He was always ready to drive anybody any^vhere, 
in rain or shine, heat or cold. 

His horses were old and his carriages 
were older, 

hut they were all w^e could get 
and we had to put up 
with them. 

His watchw'ords were Livery and Bait, 
aud he will be sadly missed. 

His end w'as Petrol. 


R. I. P. 

An acute French traveller wandering 
observantly through England once re- 
marked that every town seemed to have 
several men named Job Masters, and he 
wondered that no confusion resulted,. 
Alas, a time has come or is about to 


What an irony of circumstance it will 
be if, when the melancholy day arrives, 
Job Masters has a motor funeral 1 

Commercial Candour. 

From a bootmaker’s advertisement : 

‘ “8 years’ wear! 12 hours’ ease!” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M.P. 

House of Lords^ Monday y November 29. 
— Two fine speeches to-night, akin in- 
asmuch that each was grievously handi- 
capped by deplorable infirmity of acous- 
tical properties of Chamber. Difficult 
for audience to follow at full length 
some eloquent passages in Lord Moriey’s 
stately oration. Lord James in this 
respect even less successful. 

Enough caught to make it clear James 
was taking another important step in a 
career which reflects pride upon English 
political life. Sark knew him first 
thirty-six years ago in House of Com- 
mons He chummed with Harcourt on 
Front Bench below Gangway. Mr. G. was 
still Premier, his mighty majority won at 
polls in 1868 having faded to nothing- 
ness. His enemies were those of his own 
household. None more artful and active 
than his two young friends seated below 
Gangway on his right hand. Indisci- 
pline on part of really capable followers 
had its not unaccustomed reward. In 
recess of 1873, following on Prorogation 
of a Parliament destined never to meet 
again, Harcourt was made Attorney - 
General, Henry James Solicitor. 

Must have been strange experience for 
Henry James, speaking to-night amid 
chilling silence of his later love, once more 
to win the cheers of representatives of 
Liberal Party. Temporary severance 
from men he has worked with for just 
upon a quarter of a century painful, he 
admi' ted. But where honest conviction 
compels he is inflexible in obeying its 
impulse. Neither private friendship 
nor promise of personal aggrandisement 
influences him. 

There was a time, midway in his 
career, when the greatest prize of his 
profession was within his grasp. Had 
he only stood by his old chief when in 
188 6 Mr. G. unfurled the Home Rule Flag, 
the Woolsack was his. But, though for | 
Henry of Navarre Paris may have been i 
worth a Mass, for Henry Jaimes the Lord 
Chancellorship was worth naught com- 
pared with the treasure of an unsullied 
conscience. While still in the prime 
of life he deliberately fell out from the 
race for office. Now, at another critical 
epoch, conviction forces upon him seve- 
rance from long-time political friends. 

Business done . — Lansdowne’s amend- 
ment to Finance Bill further debated. 

Tuesday . — At half-past eleven Crewe 
having made an end of speaking, House 
presented a scene beheld only half-a- 
dozen times in half a century. Looking 
down upon it, one was chiefly struck by 
the superb reticence of our Old Nobility. 
Here they were fighting for their legis- 
lative lives. Within half-an-hour they 
would take an irretrievable step fateful 
to themselves. Yet there was no sign 















‘ Death-Bed Threats.” 


of turbulent emotion, no cheers or 
counter-cheers, such as would have rung 
forth in the Commons had analogous 
provocation presented itself. 

Chamber more crowded even than on 
opening night of debate. Every bench 
on either side occupied. Late comers 
stood packed together shoulder to 
shoulder in the space behind and flank- 
ing the Woolsack, just as if they were 
mere Commoners thronging the Bar. 
Privy Councillors were wedged in behind 
the rail that marks off the steps of the 
Throne, Difficult to say where the 
throng of upstanding Peers teiminated 
and where the Privy Councillors began. 
It seemed to be all one crowd. 

In the front centre, only partially 
guarded by the sanctuary of the 
Woolsack, sat the Lord Chancellor, 
submerged in the unwonted tide of 
humanity. But for his full-bottomed 
wig, a patch of light grey set in the 
mass of black coats, his presence would | 
not have been recognised. 

Round the side galleries, continuing ^ 
the length of the seldom frequented 
seats behind the canopy of the Throne, 
was flung a garland of fair women. For 
the most part they added colour and 
brilliance to the scene by the dainty 
hues of evening dress and the sparkle of 
diamonds. Some, taking their seats 
when debate opened at half-past four, 
still wore their morning dress. 

Crewe spoke for an hour and a half. 
A stern sense of duty led him to review 
the arguments for and against the Budget 
BiU. The effort not nearly so effective 
as his first utterance in the historic 
debate. 

“I beg to move,” he then said "in 
response to the voice of the Clerk at the 
Table who, citing the Order of Business, 
remarked “Finance BiU; second read- 
ing.” 


What was the use at this lime of 
night, or indeed at any lime during the 
past nine days, of defending the Budget 
in detail? It was stillborn when laid 
on the Table of the House ; the sooner 
it was buried the sooner to sleep. 
Happily, if the first hour of Crewe’s 
harangue was undeniably dull, the last 
half-hour made amends by its polished 
irony. The half-hour would have amply 
sufficed. 

A murmur of applause from the 
back benches followed his sitting down. 
Lord Chancellor putting the question 
for the Second Reading of Budget Bill 
in curiously business voice, a faint cry 
of “ Content ! ” rose on his right. 

“ Those that are of the contrary opinion 
say ‘ Not content I ’ ” 

There was nothing approaching a roar 
from the serried ranks of the Opposition 
350 strong. Still there was no doubt 
the Non-contents had it, and the Lord 
Chancellor, not mincing matters, said 
so. 

In the Commons, when division lakes 
place upon motion made from Treasury 
Bench, Speaker invariably declares that 
“ the Ayes have it.” In this respect the 
Lords have the advantage in the matter ! 
of admission of actual fact. 

Odds overwhelmingly against the 
Bill. The forlorn hope gallantly ied by 
Crewe resolved to die fighting. Division 
challenged, the crowd slowly moved 
towards the Bar that gave exit to the No 
lobby. So dense was the throng it 
seemed it would never squeeze through. 
But no one was in a hurry. Those be- 
hind refrained from crying “Forward 1” 
Those in front were too weU. bred to cry 
“Back!” 

The faithful few supporting the 
Government kept their seats for fully 
ten minutes after the opposing host 
began to melt away by the Bar. Why 
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“I am not aware that these alostract resolu- 
tions encourage anybody, and I am sure they 
do not frighten anybody.” 

sliould they hurry? There was room 
and to spare in the Aye Lobby, through 
wliich they would presently stroll at 
leisure. 

The Primate, quitting his corner seat 
below the Gangway, turned sharp to the 
left ; looked as if he were going out to 
swell the scanty numbers supporting 
the Second Reading. Halting by steps' 
of Throne, he took sanctuary within 
neutral quarter. Finding at hand the 
familiar rail reminiscent of the altar 
enclosure in another place, he laid his 
hands upon it and regarded the moving 
scene. As he stood there, with gold 
cross gleaming on his white robe, he 
looked as if he were about to say a few 
words to his dearly beloved brethren. 
He refrained, and from this coign of 
vantage heard the figures of the Division 
announced — For the Second Reading, 
75; against, 350. 

So the Budget upon wliich the Com- 
mons spent seven months’ hard labour 
finally sank into the abyss. No shout 
of triumph rose from the victorious host ; 
no groan of despair testified to the dolour 
of the defeated. Just a buzz of convei- 
sation as Noble Lords, unused to the 
exercise, tried to work out in mental 
arithmetic the little sum setting forth 
the precise majority. 

The day’s work was done ; midnight 
boomed from Big Ben ; thing was to go 
off home to bed; which Noble Lords 
proceeded to do. 

Business dom , — ^The Budget’s. 

House of GommonSj Thursday , — On 
Tuesday Lords flung down gauntlet. 
This afternoon Commons pick it up, 
amid outbreak of enthusiasm in Minis- 


terial camp unprecedented during ex- 
istence of present House. 

Great muster of Members, overflowing 
into side galleries. Strangers throng 
benches allotted to them, some sitting 
in couples on Gangway steps. Peers 
crowd their gallery, sitting silent, 
apparently unabashed whilst Peemiee 
utters a few plain words on their recent 
conduct. 

Nearly two-score Questions on Paper. 
Put and answered amid buzz of ani- 
mated conversation that made their 
purport unintelligible. Presently a 
rousing cheer burst forth. Members 
below Gangway on Ministerial side 
sprang to their feet waving hands and 
hats. It was a greeting to Asquith enter- 
ing blushing from behind Speaker’s 
Chair. 

A moment later another cheer from 
benches opposite heralded the approach 
of Prince Arthur. The champions must 
have encountered each other at the 
private entrance behind the Chair. Pro- 
bably halted to talk for a moment about 
the weather. 

At ten minutes past three Premier 
discovered standing at Table. Again a 
storm of cheering rose and fell. Open- 
ing sentences indicated fine fighting 
form. Speaking in louder tone than 
customary, wdth added deliberation, he 
drove home the charge embodied in the 
Resolution he was about to submit, 

That the action of the House of Lords 
in refusing to pass into law the financial 
provisions of this House for the service 
of the year is a breach of the Constitu- 
tion and a usurpation of the rights of 
the Commons.’^ 

Salvos of cheering punctuated his 
sentences. They reverberated from all 
sections of Ministerialists. For once 
British Liberals, Labour Members, and 
Irish Nationalists are united against a 
common enemy, represented by the 
quiet-looking, evidently amiable gentle- 
men seated in the Peers’ Gallery, 



Mr. Ha.rold Cox listens to tee old, old 
Story. 



Mb. Balfour’s Speech has a disastrous 

EFFECT on Mr. KeIR HaRDIE’s LEI’T LEO. 

presently to be butchered to make a 
Socialist holiday. 

Prince Arthur’s appearance on scene 
an agreeable surprise for both sides. 
Reported he would not be able to leave 
the room to which for some days he has 
iDeen confined by sickness. But if there 
is fighting to the fore he is not the kind 
of man to keep out of the front line. So 
he came, and if liis speech fell below 
the level at which it invariably flows 
the House recognised the cause and 
sympathised with the plucky sick man 
accordingly. 

Business done , — Resolution vindicat- 
ing Privilege of Commons carried by 
349 against 134. 

Fridaiy.— Prorogation preliminary to 
Dissolution. 


A Bridge Problem in The Westminster 
Gazette : 

“Y deals and leaves it to Z who declares 
hearts. . . . Z’s (dummy’s; hand was : Hearts, 
5, 4, 3 . . .” 

The great question is whether Y", having 
executed justice upon his partner, may 
plead the unwritten law. 

“ A small piece, rather indistinct in form and 
colour, as the name, ‘Reflets sur Peau/ indi- 
cates, by Debussy, completed tlie programme.” 

It sounds even more indistinct than 
Debussy’s ^'Reflets sur VeaiC 


“Mr. Pound still hugs his affectations, . . . 
We are afraid, however, that affectation wall 
overwhelm everything else in the long run 
unless Mr. Pound bewares.”— FtJeniwp Standard, 

The writer should keep on bewaring too. 



THE 9.43 A.M. 


“ The batlirooni pipe is leaking again,” 
said tlie business man’s wife at bi’eak- 
I'ast; “I wish, dear, you’d call at the 
plumber’s on your way to the station.” 
Tno business man glanced at the clock. 
He caught the 9.43 every morning. It 
was now 9.20, and the j)iumbGr’s was 
noi on his way to the station, but two 
hundred yards further on ; still, the 
business man had only been married 
three months, so ho smiled and nodded 
and said he shouLl have to run for it. 

Old Mr. Jones from lower down the 
road saw him shoot by as he came out of 
his gate. Mr. Jones was also on his way 
to the small suburban station. He also 
travelled by the 9.43, and he became 
troubled. He looked at his watch but 
distrusted it, and remembered all the 
watchmaker had said when he (Mr. 
Jones) recently declined to believe it 
wanted cleaning. Mr. Jones was a 
portly person, buf he had a passion for 
punctuality, and he began to run. It 
was his rule, and he never broke it, to 
give the crossing-sweeper at the corner 


a penny every morning, and to-day in 
his huny he gave him lialf-a-crown by 
mistake. 

When young Robinson, also bound 
for the 9.43, saw Mr. Jones running, he 
knew the old gentleman would not risk 
apoplexy or an aneurism if there were 
any time to spare. So gripping his 
pipe in the corner of his mouth he 
started after his puffing leader at a 
young gallop. Taking the corner at a 
sharp angle he collided with the butcher 
coming for morning orders. His pipe 
shot out of his mouth with the impact 
and broke in fragments on the pavement. 
It was a nicely colom*ed meerschaum. 
Its owner glanced at the wi*eck, and ran 
on, his empty lips gibbering. 

Thirty seconds later, Mr. Brown, a 
pasty-faced stockbroker with a per- 
manent frown, turned into the station 
road and saw young Robinson, his daily 
travelling companion, sprinting for the 
train. The sight deepened the furrow 
on the stockbroker’s brow, and he 
debated how the leakage of time could 
have occurred. It must have been either 
when he broke his bootlace, or when his 


wife had asked him for a cheque and 
would not take ‘‘ No ” for an answ^er. ■ 
In any case he started jogging, though 
he felt seedier than usual that mOrning, ; 
and jogging wns particularly painful. 

Five other men, all 9 43 habitues, 
saw him running and caught the con- i 
tagion. Two typewriting girls; who 
always ran when the men ran, formed 
the tail of the procession, and scuttled 
gasping on to the platform, clutching 
their sides and their large wobbling i 
head-gear. 

When the business man walked calmly 
on to the platform at 9.42| he wondered 
why everybody was out of breath. 


A lady having ordered Paris Fashions 
over the telephone, received the follow- 
ing answer by post : — ■ - . ' i 

“Madam, with reference to your order for 
* Tariff Passion,’ the Chief Office advise me; 
they are unable to hear of this work, and I' 
should be glad if you could kindly let me have ^ 
publisher’s name and address, and further en- 
deavours will be made to procure,” ‘ ; 

The book should be written at once— by, ^ 
say, Victoria Cross and Mr. F. E. Smith.* 
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Carei/ has teen condemned to death and II. — “Lttixe Mrs. Commin.” 

AT THE PLAY. ttLe petition for her reprieve has been j l^een reading what I said in 

I. — “The IIodse Opposite.” refused — and then to reveal what he saw these pages three years ago about The ■ 

“Muebers,” said pretty Mrs. CnZt/iOJ-pe through the window. He waits, in fact, Eglamore Portraits, the novel by Mrs. , 
in the Second Act, catching my eye ten weeks ; and if Mrs. Eivers, wJiose from which Richard Peyce has 

across the footlights, “are committed emotions we are allowed to witness, adapted Little Mrs. Cummin. It seems , 
for various reasons, but four-fifths of suffered a good deal in that time, I (ff j may say so, for want of a second 
them, I believe, from sheer boredom.” *ink it may safely be said that Ann 

Carey, whom we never savv^at^ all, 

opposite has been discovered, and it was 
And there you have the final situa- 

tion. Her own confession was, after all, Getting Her Things Together. 

unnecessary. Has he heard it? Will Mrs. Cummin Miss Lottie Venne. 

she ever know how much he knows ? Clarence Bglamore . . Mr. ICenneui Douglas. 

** Repentance at Leisure” (in fact through Or will he But he comes hack again opinion) to have been a remarkably 

THREE Acts). before the curtain able review. 

Rjcha^ Cardyne Mr. EL B. Irving. (jgsQends, and makes it fairly plain (I Juliet I wrote, “is delightfully 

Mrs. Bwers . ,Miss Eva Moore. heard and for- drawn ; the most lifelike heroine I have' 

Whereat I smiled sheepishly, put hack given. ever met.’^ I was right ; hut not until 

my pocket-knife and gave up wondering I have hinted that there were moments I had the pleasure of seeing sweet Miss 
howto get at them over the' orchestra, of sheer boredom, and when I tell you Marie Lohii play the part did I realise' 
Obviously I was discovered . . . . ’ that this story was spread over four fully how delightful Juliet was. 

The story of The 'House Opposite is a Acts, you will understand. At least “ Glarence^^^ I said, * had a habit of 
well-known one. Richard Gardyne sees three characters were dragged on in setting liis under teeth below his upper 
' from Mrs. Rivers' room, at 2.30 A.M., the order to fill up time ; and to one of them, — (of course I was quoting Mrs. Mann. 
figure of a da-rk and sinister man lit up Mr. Stuart Fillerly,! owe an apology. She must see now that it’ would be 
in the window across the street. The Mr. Fillerbi/ was a dark young man who absurd to set them above ) — “and pro- 
man carries a dagger, and Gardyne, defended Ann Garey over the tea-cups jecting his lower lip when angry. I 
watching him steal into the best bed- with great eagerness, saying that he found myself doing this all through the 
room with it, comments, “ Odd, very hnew she was innoc.ent. Well, that hook with Glarenee — I suppose one gets 
odd.” Some people would have thought looked very suspicious and I really into it at last.” My doubt was justified ; 
even more of it. On the same afternoon thought then that I had found a clue one never., gets into it. Mr. Kenneth. 
the Permanent Under-Secretoy of the ... . But no, nothing came of it. Douglas, like' a wise man, did not do it 
Home Department (whoss job I had Miss Eva Moore as Mrs. Fivers played once last Thursday; I suppose he had 
never properly understood before) con- a very trying and emotional part in a discovered the difficulty of it during 
suits the Right Eon. Henry Rivers very able yray, but somehow I can never rehearsals. ' - ' ’• 

(ex-Home Secretary) about a knotty quite believe in her. The evening “ She (Mrs. Mann) should not have let 
.murder which has taken place at the showed her to he an ideal actress rather the mother-in-law die,” I ended. “One 

house opposite in the early hours of the than a real Home Secretary’s wife. Mr. has no time to get in the mood for it, 

morning. Gardyne is calling too, and H. B. Irving made an excellent Gardyne. hateful though that person was.” Ah,- 
when he hears that an aged housekeeper, Gardyne anenornious success with hut how true that is; for in the new 
Ann Garey, has been arrested on sus- women, hut his love-making on ' the stage version the mother-in-law doesn’t 
picion, he realises that he has dropped stage to Mrs. CaZt/iorpe was (for an es- die! However, I cannot, I am afraid; 

right into the middle of a Hard Case, tahlished Don Juan) a most inept per- claim this as the result of my criticism: 

He cannot give evidence that the mur- formance. Yet Mr. Irving made it seem It is obviously the result of asking Miss 
derer was a man without also giving almost credible. Mr.^ Herbert Waring Lottie Venne to play the part of Juliet's 
evidence that Mrs. Rivers is an unfaith- as usual gets all that is to be got out of mother. And shall Miss Lottie die ? 
ful wife. What shall R. G. do ? his part. Only to see him look at his Not for forty thousand Mrs. LIanns, or 

Richard was a had man, but he drew watch on the stage is a joy to me ; we ’h know the reason why. 
the li^ at letting an innocent woman there is nobody else who can put half Yet my review, I confess modestly, ! 
die. He decides to wait until the last as much into this impressive piece of was not flawless— the mistake was in 
possible moment— that is, until Ann business. the last sentence. How could I have 
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called Mrif. Cummin hateful? Exas- 
perating she was, certainly. That she 
nearly broke np Clarence's happy home 
I admit. But no one who has had 
the joy of seeing Miss Venn's play the 
mother-in-law will call her hateful. 

All young couples should go to the 
Playhouse to see this jolly little farce of 
newly-married life. And old persons 
and single persons may go too— to see 
some extremely good acting, not only 
from the delightful people I have men- 
tioned already, but also from the six 
other players in the cast. 

The Visit (by the same authors) pre- 
j ceded Little Mrs, Cummin, It is a 
I pathetic story, intentionally full of farcical 
moments, and some of us didn’t quite 
know whether we were supposed to 
laugh at them or not. I think perhaps 
! it is better to keep the laughter for the 
later piece. You don’t want to grow 
too fat. M. 

What they do with our little ones. 

“The committee decided to permanently 
amalgamate the children from Cove to Bolham 
daily in a van .’* — Western Morning News, 


HOW A HERO DINED. 

(With acknowledgments to “ The Daily Netos”) 
The Budget was being assassinated. 
But how did its outraged author fare on 
that momentous evening? I will tell 
you. Whilst the massacre was in pro- 
gress he was sitting quietly in an or- 
dinary Strand restaurant, where I bad 
the inestimable good fortune (owing to 
the fact that the seat opposite to him 
was vacant) of being his vis-a-vis at 
dinner. I could not take my eyes off 
the man : I was fascinated. I thought 
of the great heroes of history. I 
thought of Julius Cjssar, of Hannibal, 
of Napoleon Bonaparte. He had a 
companion, to whom he spoke. His 
every gesture seemed eloquent. He is 
a typical Celt. I noticed that he took 
sauce with his fish and crumbled his 
bread ever so lightly with his left hand. 
His eyes flashed fire, his long hair 
covered his collar (its size I could not 
gauge) at the back. I thought of 
Byron, of Shelley, of St. Francis of 
Assisi, of CoNEUOius, of Yoshida Torajiro. 


The fish passed, and he came to the I 
meat. He had no evening wear, but w’^as | 
quietly, plainly dressed, a man of the ! 
people, without characteristic eccentri- 
cities, unadorned by rings or other 
fopperies of elegance. He took salt : he 
sipped his wine. And meanwhile the 
: Budget was being done to death in cold 
[blood. Yet there was notliing to indi- 
' cate in his manner the tremendous issues 
;for him and for England that were 
about to be ‘decided. 

And now the meal was over : he lit a 
cigar, he called for the waiter, he paid 
his bill. He was gone. And thus lived 
the man on the night of the Lords’ great 
act of treason to British liberty. I 
thought of Jeremiah, of Amos, of Maher- 
shalal-hashbaz. Almost mechanically I 
gathered up some of the spent crumbs 
from his plate, put them in ray* vest 
pocket, and passed out into the night. 

“ It was a Russian translation of Duma’s * La 
Dame aux Camelias.’ ” — livening News, 

So that ’s how the Russian Duma amuses 
itself. 
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credulity. “Boys,” we are told, “will be boys,” and cer- 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. tainlyl, for one, look to remain in that happy and primitive 

/-n n./ 7-> 7J j. T 1 m 7 \ state as long as Charles Turu^iy continues to retard the work 

{By Mr. Bunch s Staff of Learned Clerks.; ]3y alchemy of which he holds the secret. 

The Letters of John Stuart Bladkie (Blackwood), addressed ^ 

to his wife and edited hy his nephew, Archibald Stodart There is a Provenq*al form of wit known as a galrgeade — so 
Walker, make delightful reading. One is admitted to the Hearn from The Diverting Adventures of Maurin, translated 
intimacy of a brilliant mind confiding its impressions on from the French of M. J ean Aioard by Mr. Alfred Alltnson 
daily life to a sympathetic companion. The letters have all (Lake) — and its acquaintance is a good thing to make. It 
the breezy frankness that marked Black ie’s conversation, and involves, in a way, the same kind of notion as pulling a 
occasionally disconcerted individuals among the company person’s leg. One can give a brief instance which suggests 
favoured by it. He came in touch with most of the leading something of the idea. The idirasc ‘Smm ch pas Diou'* 
lights in Literature, Politics and Scholarship illumining is a favourite expletive among Provon^'als who want, so to 
the last half of the nineteenth century. Gladstone, the say, to swear in fun. The negative pas neutralises the oath 
lat 3 Duke of Argyll, Tennyson, Brewster, John Bright from tlie moral aspect, but the Devil, who is on the look-out 
(whom he greatly admired), Browning, Bunsen, Carlyle, for such lapses, doesn’t realise until the words are out of 
Lord Dufferin, Dr. Guthrie, Henry Irving, Jowett, King- your mouth that you are not really swearing at all, and he 
lake, Charles Kingsley, Leoky, Norman McLeod, Theodore finds himself sold. There are a good many more gaUgeadcs 
Martin, Lord Rosebery — ^these are some of his associates, in the story of Maurin. Maurin is one of these *happy-go- 
a galaxy -which in combination of variety and brilliance it lucky fellows who know every inch of the countryside, and 


would be difficult to ~ 
excel. Among manj- 
; gifts Blackie possessed 
one that enabled liiin, 
sometimes in a single 
sentence — he rarely took 
more than three — to 
dra-w a living picture of 
a man or woman. The 
portrait was complete, 
not only in respect of 
personalappearance, but 
also of character and 
intellect. It is tempting 
to quote, but the har- 
vest is rich and, re- 
garded as a granary, 
the Booking-Office is 
small. The gentle 
reader is bidden to go 
a-gleaning for himself. 
Ho will not regret the 
enterprise. 

I hesitate to describe 
Godfrey Marten^ School- 
hoi/y as a classic, lest to - 
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HOWIE HOBBIES IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

Tue Lord op Footelbuey shoes his own chargee. 


can guarantee you fine 
sport with your gun if 
you are in their good 
books; who have a fund 
of humour mingled with , 
a shrewd commonseiise 
which is valuable to 
more people than care 
to own it ; who have a 
rare liking for a bright 
eye; and who lead the 
gendarmerie the deuce 
of a dance and yet 
always come out top- 
dog because they have 
everybody’s sympathy. 
To some extent the type 
is existent in England, 
but I doubt whether it 
could ever attain the 
perfection which it 
reaches in the atmo- 
sphere which M. Aicard 
reproduces. 

In Ah^y Nothings 
(Elkin Mathews), a 


certain minds the term should convey an odious sugges- volume as modest in size as in title, Jessie Pore justifies the 
tion of Xenophon and Cesar (J.); but I may safely say many critics who recognised the high claims of her first 
that no book has ever dealt more faithfully with the open- volume of light verse. Neat and nimble and fluent as ever 
ing years of public-school life, and that any work from the she has now gained that command of technique which makes 
pn of Its delightful author, Charles Turley, is assured a most difficult art appear as easy as the shelling ol peas. A 
beforehand of a wide welcome amongst boys, young and very gentle satirist, her shafts are never barbed, but they 
old. it in The M%mern Brothers (Nelson) he has not achieved always arrive if she wants them to. Amonc^ women writers 
quite such a tour de force as in Godfrey Marten, where he in this kind she still has no rival ; and, if the rest of her sex 
succeeded brihiantlym the perilous task of making the school- had her sense of humour, I should be tempted to ioin in 
boy tell his story, Mx. Turley’s hand has lost none of the cry of “Votes for Women,” knowing full well that we 
Its cunning. There is the same variety of types, the same others would be safe in their hands. Meanwhile I commend 
sense of character, the same fidelity to life. Those who this little volume to all who can appreciate a clean and pretty 
kriow his work need not be told that he has no use for the wit when they see it ; and am glad that these “ airv nothin o-s ” 
rather morbid sentimentahty of the little-hero-busmess which have been fixed in so pleasant a “ habitation.” “ 
delighted a former generation. It is enough for him to keep . 

our sympathies always unconsciously on the side of whatever 

makes for the right public-school spirit; bevond that he ™ W For hours before that 

• tue House ot Lords had throbbed with excitftniftrit ” 


never moralises. Naturally our interest is strongest in the 


the House of Lords had throbbed with excitement.” 

. was none of the excitement which attends a critical division 


earlier and more irresponsible period, while these twin 

the _ historian of the future writes about the Great 


development; but our“ attentiou kheld to the end, auTihai; he will bTS^dVw 

t seldom goes outside every-day life, and temporary extracts, both, by the way, from the sary^p go 

only includes such adventures as put no strain upon our of The Daily Mail. . ^ 


ise con- 
column 
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PV4APIVAPIA finding room in onr liomes for so many you a few facts/’ said Mr. Lloyd George 

LrHAKIVAKIA, piccaninnies. A packer has peculiar at Carnarvon. No apology was needed. 

The Right Honourable Lloyd George advantages. ^ ^ Any change in this direction is always 


has referred to his opponents as “ crimi- 
nals.” Well, they certainly seem to be 


A ‘Teatherless leather” exhibition is to 


welcome. 


doing their best to get into a Tariff be held at the Eustace Miles Restaurant Mr. Noel Buxton, the Liberal candi- 
Reformatoiy. :(c to prove that it is possible to do without date for North Norfolk, has acknowledged 

* ^ animal skins. We wonder whether any that he holds £80,000 worth of stock in 

A correspondent writes to The Observer other eating-houses will take up the idea, a brewery, but states that this does not 

complaining of the uncomfortable seats and hang out a notice : — prevent his being a keen temperance 


complaining of the uncomfortable seats and hang out a notice : 

be covered with morocco leather. We liar! 

understand, however, that the proprie- try our steaks 

tors do not feel justified in incurring 

any outlay at a moment when there is An exceptionally cc 


TRY OUR STEAKS AND CHOPS. 
^ * 


advocate. It is a great thing to be 
Liberal-minded. 

A lady writes to The Express asking 
parents, guardians, and teachers to send 


any outlay at a moment when there is An exceptionally cold Christmas is to her clever sayings of children for a 
some uncertainty as to who would reap predicted, and The Express, which is volume which she is preparing. Since 

OOI'VA/A 1 T-TT % T.l-I .1 « .SA A ..1 l1 * T T 1 . • f 


the benefit of the same. 

♦ * 

* 

We have sometimes heard of 
a man’s heart being in his mouth. 
The Glasgow News tells us of a 
still more remarkable phenome- 
non. The Archbishop of York, 
our contemporary informs us, is 
“a Caledonian from his head to 
the soul of his feet.” 

^ sje 
* 

The improvement in Trade 
continues to spread. The type- 
founders are now working over- 
time making asterisks in order 
to cope with the huge demand 
which has sprung up since the 
action of the I ibraries in regard 

to a certain type of fiction. 

^ * 

Hf. 

“ Blue is a trying hue for most 
men,” says Meii^s Wear.' Certain 
novelists are now finding this 

particularly true. 

* * 

Meanwhile, the report that a 
powerful syndicate of writers of 
pernicious novels is about to 
found a new library to be known 
as Muddie’s is declared to be 
premature. ,ic 

The exx^erfc committee of the 



up-to-date, publishes a timely 1 reading this our elders bring out a note- 

whenever we speak, and 

becoming horribly 

\ 1 1 If f-^elf-conscious. 


A notable saying of the week : 
—The Mayor of Camberwell (at 
a meeting of the Camberwell 
Borough Council) — “ I will have 
no member of this Council called 
a baboon.” Bravo, Sir! You 
show a very proper and manly 
spirit. 

“ Owner of Motor-car : ‘ Let me liave 
my hill, please. I Ve had some biscuits 
and cheese and a glass ol bitter. 
What has my cbauffeur had ? ’ Waiter : 
‘ SalmMn trout, half a bottle of Moselle, 
black coffee, and a cigar, sir I ’ 

“ Owner of Car : ‘ Let me have my 
bill, please. I've had some cheese 
and biscuits, and a glass of bitter. 
What has the chauffeur had ? ’ Waiter ; 
‘ Salmon trout, half a bottle of Moselle, 
black coffee, and half-a-dozen cigars ’ I 
The Statesman, 

This is one of those good stories 
which hear telling twice. But 
observe how the tobacco habit 
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wmmmw /l " " » """ observe how the 

Mistress. “There, Emma, that's how the glasses should go.” u pon ri man. 

NeivMaid. “Yes, 'm, yes. You see I’ve never j.Tvm in a -r 


DRINKING FAMILY BEFORE. ' 


Mr. Fitneh greatly regrets that 
the following letter from thegrocer 


Raiser Friedrich Museum appointed tojarlicle, “How to enlist in the London has only just come into his hands : 
enquire into the authenticity of the I Fire Brigade.” “ Sir or Madame,— I respectfully beg 


Flora bust are rather hard on their own 


form you that on and after July Gth 1 shall 


institution. They declare the bust to We cannot help thinking that people Wines and vSpirits, as I am 

he one of the most notable acauisitions are inmnins^ to hastv conclusions when relinquishing the Licence, My primaiy reasons 


be one of the most notable acquisitions are jumping to hasty conclusions when 
of the Prussian collection. they infer, from a statement made by 

some Eskimos to the effect that one day 
Suggested names for the two little they saw a white house fall from the sky 
Polar Bears who have just been born at to the ground, that this was Andre’s 
the Zoo (only they must promise not to balloon. It may merely p^rove that 
quarrel) : — Peary and Cook. there are jerry-builders in Mars. 


, are conscientious objections to same, also in 
view of the increased Cost of Licence." 

Mr, Punch is only afraid that with the 
ife’s Budget the conscientious 

timt “^^y 

“Four years ago Dr. Warre resigned tbe 
Head Mastership, and yesterday ho received a 
cordial welcome hack ." — Morning Pest, 


It is not every man,” says The Great ^ “government boot CONFRACTS cordial welcome hack."— Morning Pest. 

Western Bailway Magazine, “ who can is a heading which catches our eye in a Another curious old Eton custom, 
boast of a family of the size possessed newspaper. We are not surprised that 

hy a pacW in the company’s service at it should contract It was predicted ..Q^iug to the wind, a pinnacle from Batk 
iaunton whose wife recently gave birth that unless the Budget were passed the Abbey during the night fell harmlessly within 
to her twenty-third cliild.” But then shoe would pinch. the palings. The River Avon rose five feet,” 

the G, W, B. M, must remember that -^Leicester Daily Mercury. 

most of us would have a dfficulty in “I really must apologise for giving The splash must have been terrific. 
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ELECTION CORRESPONDENCE. 

‘‘Single Chamber.’’ — ^Yoii touch, upon a very real danger. 
As a distinguished Labour Member remarked tbe other day 
on being asked if he was in favour of the abolition of the 
Lords: — “What!” he said, “and let loose all those fellows 
on the electorate ? Not me ! ” The prospect indeed gives us 
pause. Not only would all these Peers secure the franchise, 
which at present is denied them, along with women, aliens, 
and lunatics, but they would be allowed to stump the 
country during Election contests and actually enter the 
House of Commons. We should say that one hundred 
would get there easily on their merits (lots of them have 
been there before), and another hundred on the strength 
of their titles, for the British public still dearly loves a lord. 
These would form a very strong Tory element in the 
Commons, and your alarm is most reasonable; for, as you 
remark with great propriety, the idea of a Single Chamber 
is only thinkable on the assumption that it would be 
permanently Eadical. ' Our present deplorable system, by 
which at worst the Lords only check legislation without 
initiating it, is infinitely to be preferred to a Single 
Chamber strongly impregnated with the decadent and 
putrefying influence of the Peerage, 

“ British Humour.” — “ That the crowd (in Trafalgar Square) 
was moved by a serious determination did not destroy the 
sense of humour which is never absent from a gathering 
of Britishers. The production of a turnip, deftly carved to 
represent a vacuous face surmounted by a peer’s coronet, 
raised shouts of laughter when it was hoisted on a stick 
with the inscription, ‘ The eldest born,’ ” You say that 
this passage, taken from The Daily Chronicle, makes you 
despair of British humour. Bear up ; you have missed the 
point, which is really quite a good one. You have forgotten 
that that great Organizer of Monster Demonstrations, Capt. 
Hemphill, of the National Liberal Club, only escaped a 
turnip face through his elder brother, Lord Hemphill, being 
born before him. 

“ Chaos in the Customs.” — ^If you particularly want to go 
to the Head Office of the Customs to make a sketch for your 
I threatened masterpiece in the manner of the late M. Gustave 
Dor^, we have no doubt that Mr. Lawrence ' Guiliemarb, 
Chief of that Department, would give you every facility for 
studying Primeval Chaos on the spot. Indeed, thanks to the 
present smooth working of his Office, he would, I am sure, 
spare time to give you a personal sitting as “ The Prince of 
Darkness,” or, possibly, as “A Dragon of the Prime.” 

“Free TRADER.”~-Are you down-hearted? Don’t be 
that. The prayers of every good Gertnan are being raised 
bn your behalf, that “the glorious institution of British 
trade^ freedom may be triumphantly vindicated ” at the polls 
(Berliner Tagehlatt).^ As for Herr Delbrueok, who says, in 
defence of German protective tariffs, “Under our present 
'fiscal r^pime our industry has conquered the entire world,” 
i should not pay any attention to such language. It is true 
1 that he is the Imperial Secretary of State for the Interior, 
i but he is thinking of his own Interior and not yours, 
j “Pendulum.” — ^Yes, wehave read Mr. Birrell’s quotation 

froru Mr. Burke to the effect that “a change in the national 
spirit” is “the most terrible of all revolutions,” but we cannot 
help you. Mr. Bierell may have been referring to the 
.Elections of 1906, or, again, to those of 1910. It is not 
always possible to see clearly into the mind of a Cabinet 
Minister. Mr. Bart Kennedy, however, has that power, and you 
should consult him. But he is very busy talking just now. 

“Nationalist.” — ^If you have any doubt as to whether your 
: Irish Representatives are on the side of the People in the 
great struggle now impending, you cannot do better than read 
Mr. John Redmond’s open letter to Mr. T. P. O’Connor, who 
has been going round America with the hat (dear old 


U.S.A, 1). In that pregnant communication he says that the 
House of Lords has “challenged the immemorial right of 
the people’s representatives to fix the taxes and to control the 
finances of the country.” We can well understand that 
your faith was a little shaken on the occasion when the Irish 
people’s representatives refused en masse to vote for the 
Third Reading of the Budget, thus declining to exercise 
their “ immemorial right to fix the taxes.” But words speak 
more strongly than actions, and this letter should restore 
your confidence. 

“One of the People.” — Your brain must be on the soft 
side if you really suppose that the coming contest is between 
the Peers and the People. If it were it would be over before 
it had begun, since there are only a few hundred Peers and 
I don’t know how many millions of the others ; and, besides, 
the Peers can’t vote. Of course the match is really People v. 
People, as it always is— each team playing at home. I see 
you are on the side of the People. Well, so are we. And, 
with any luck, we ought to win. 0. S. 


THE PLAINT OF AN ASSOCIATION FOOTBALL. 

They thrust a nozzle down my throat, they pumped me into 
shape ; 

They hound my windpipe tightly that my breath should not 
escape ; 

They laced me in the spotless buff, I wore it with an air ; 

*Twas tight, but it was comely — and one suffers to be fair. 

I was a gay and buoyant thing. Alas, I little dreamt 

That all this bravery was doomed to ruin and contempt ; 

That, when they tricked me in my best, ’twas but to undergo 

The ignominy of the mire, the insult of the toe. 

Men leap not on the slumb’ring hare or meditating hart ; 

The very evil-smeUing fox is honoured with a start ; 

But me, in most unknightly wise, they placed upon the 
ground, 

And ten stern men on either side stood hungrily around. 

Their boots were harsh, their eyes were fierce, their forms 
were scantly clothed ; 

Methought they glared on me as on an object that they 
loathed. 

The sudden whistle pealed ; and in a moment, like one man, 

They seemed to fall upon me — and the jolly fun began. 

They rolled me here, they drove me there : where’er I sought 
to turn 

There was a clumsy foot to hack, an iron head to spurn ; 

Ever in front was one with poised and calculating boot ; 

Ever behind a brutal thud betokened the pursuit. 

No hand was raised to help me; save for two apart that 
stand 

Guarding the refuge nets, they shunned to touch me^with 
the hand ; 

And these, when fawning I approached, but hurled me madly 
back, 

Or punched me with the knotted fist, half-stunned, before 
the pack. 

Buffeted, dodging, doubling, in my panic-fligbt I flew 

Over the breathing-line — in vain ; they haled me forth anew ; 

With monstrous bounds they savaged me, half-maddened hy 
the squall 

Of twenty thousand raucous throats all yelling, “ On the 
Ball.” 

Their breath grew short, their eyes were glazed; but still 
in frenzied ire- 

They bruised me with their mighty feet, they rolled me 
through the mire '; 
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Till bloated, sullen, desperate, I let tliem do tbeir worst, 
Hoping, before the crack of Time, with any luck, to burst. 

Shame on the callous mob that cheered! Shame on the 
coward host 

That fought to gain the privilege of who should hurt me 
most ; 

And shame on him that shaped me as an orange, to my shame, 
Not as my eggy kinsman of the Rugby Union game ! 

It is men’s task to raise him up ; from hand to hand he flies. 
Or, folded in their warm embrace, calm as a babe he lies ; 
They spare to kick him in the wind, save with a courteous 
grace 

That lifts him through th’ empyreal air, soaring aloft in space. 

Ah gods, the swelling joys of such a flight! ^ What pride to see 
The world below, the wild hands stretched in welcome I And 
what glee 

To flatter the expectant back, and then, with impish change, 
Dash edgeways down, and leap, in lively error, out of range ! 

What cheers attest his prowess as he travels high and far 1 
What hush of awed suspense awaits his Crossing o£ the Bar ! 
And ah, how sad to think that aught so vital should depend 
On being made all over round, or pointed at the end. 

For we were both of like estate ; but Fortune’s fell employ 
Has made of me a rolling drudge, and him an eggy toy. 

And very much I would the boot were on the other leg — 

Th’ Association Orange he, and I the Rugby Egg. 

Dum-Dum. 


LITERARY NOTES. ! 

The success of Mr. William de Morgan’s new novel, with the 
snappy title. It Never Can Happen Again^ is said to be likely 
to inaugurate a new era in fi.ction. Novelists, who have ever 
been quick to discern the trend of public favour, assisted by 
their publishers, never renowned for an adamantine and 
pedantic reluctance to assimilate their rivals’ methods, have 
settled down to invent titles of similar discursiveness. Thus, 
Mr. Jacobs’ new collection of short stories will be called Those 
who go Down to the Sea in Ships ; Mr. Hewlett’s new novel, 

! They Love Too Much who Die for Love ; while Mr. I)E Morgan is ! 
at work upon I Always Said the Thing was Extremely Unlikely 
to Recur, 

The recent decision of the circulating libraries to manage 
their own business in their own way has, it is well known, 
drawn from the Librarian of the House of Lords an eloquent 
protest. There is, however, no truth in the statement that 
Mr. Gosse’s letters to The Times have been bound in crushed 
levvint as a gift to Mr. Lloyd George with a view to so placating 
him that he may relent and permit the House of Lords — 
and its Librarian — to exist, after all. 

The notoriety procured for Mr. William Watson by his 
chivalrous description of a London hostess as The woman 
with the serpent’s tongue,” has borne good fruit, and we are 
already promised by other bards The man with the camel’s 
hump,” “The woman with the elephant’s ears,” “The girl 
with the hare’s lip,” and “The boy with the frog’s march.’' 
Meanwhile, following time-honoured custom, "The woman 
with the serpent’s tongue” is to be arranged as a more or less 
unclothed dance at the music-halls. 
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\The chairman has had his ten minutes and has called on 
LETTERS TO A MARTIAN- “our esteemed and popular candidate, Mr. Butterfield.” 

My Dkak Sie,— You Lave heard, of course, that in this Butterfield is on his legs. I pass over his preliminary 
happy country of ours we are soon to he plunged into the compliments to the intelligence of his audience, and plunge 
turmoil and terror of a General Election. Already in every into what I may call the thick of his speech . 
constituency the electors are being adjured with every vaida- Butterfield. Why am I appealing to vvhy are we 

tion of menace, entreaty and cajolery to march shoulder to to have a general election ? Because the House of Lords, 
shoulder to a certain triumph, and to allow no rust to dim in the exercise of its undoubted right- (Mustn t ^ay they 
the brightness of their flashing swords. Not a single stone rejected the Budget, That would he giving the^ show away) 
anywhere is to be left unturned, for who knows what stone decided that the revolutionary proposals of this Government 
may conceal a mass of votes sufficient to determine the issue? ought not to be passed into law without— (T/ua sentence is 
The party pamphleteers, too, are busy with their wares, getting a hit mixed. Eowever, now that I ’ve begun it, I must 
highly spiced and admirably composed. It would surprise finish it ) — a consultation, I mean, witliout submitting it to 
you to read their efforts and to find how infamous we all are. the judgment of^ the people. Is there anything wrong 
Within the next five or six weeks six hundred and seventy in that? Why, it is the Lords who are the true friends 
men, all, according to one view or the other, criminals of of the people . — {A voice: “ Down with them ! ) ^If my friend 


a pecuharly atrocious kind 
(since their design is to 
shatter their country beyond 
hope of mending), will be 
returned as members of the 
House of Commons, and the 
land wiU have peace. 

My pity in the meanwhile 
goes out to the candidates. 
Theirs is the speech-making 
part. Night after night they 
must travel from place to 
place in the pursuit of a 
majority of votes, and every 
night they are to be seen 
and heard on platforms. 
There is my friend Butter- 
field, for instance. Butter- 
field is a good, honest, solid 
man, a member ^ of the 
London Stock Exchange, 
who has been selected to 
contest a County Division 
in the interest of Tariff 
Beform and the House of 
Lords, two ' great objects 
which divide him and his 
from the rapscallions who 
support Free Trade and 
the democracy. Butterfield 
has been a loving husband, 
a fond father and a pillar 
of finance in the City, “ in- 
stead of which” he now runs 







STUDY OF MAGAZINE COVER-DESIGNER EVOLVING 
SOMETHING NEW IN NECKvS. 


— {It's that confounded 
Radical labourer they told 
me about. Why can*t the 
beggar stop at home 9 What 
does he want to come to my 
meeting for 9 ) — will consider 
for a moment he will see 
that it is his Radical fiiends 
who are afraid to consult 
the people — {The voice: 
“Not much”) — while we 
are willing to be guided by 
them — {Bftter to leave the 
Bouse of Lords and get on 
to the Budget and Tariff 
Reform). The Radicals are 
very proud of the Budget — 
{The voice: “They've a 
right to be ”). Yes, it ’s the 
only egg tlie Radical hen 
has kid after all these 
years, and the poor crea- 
ture’s going about the 
country — {The voice: “The 
country 's going to teach 
you your place”) — and — 
(That rascal has put it out 
of my head. What %cas I 
saying 9) — eventually they 
can only complain that the 
grapes are sour. Now if the 
Budget is such a miracle 
of fairness as they say — 
{There 's a chap in the third 


about the country neglecting his business, abandoning his I row? who looks like a Nonconformist minister. Wonder 
wife and family, and addressing political meetings. He if heTl be down on me)— why do they tax the working 
tells me he has held more than thirty meetings in the past man’s whiskey and his tobacco — {Voice from the third row : 
three weeks and hopes to hold fifty more before his polling “That’s better than taxing his food”)— and how — {The 
day. He is no longer a man ; he is an inexhaustible Chairman ought to stop these interruptions and keep these 
reservoir of words and phrases, which he pours out twice fellows in order}— do they dare to come to you and call 
a night for more than half-an-hour without stopping. I this a poor man’s Budget ? 

heard him kst week, and I am bound to say he did it There — ^I’ve given you a mere extract, of course, but 

admirably weU. . it will serve as a sample of the rest. At the end the 

What interested me, however, was not so much his speech Chairman said that Butterfield would be only too glad to 
itself as the thoughts that must have been passing through answer any number of questions. The questions were put 
his mind as he uttered it. YouTl say, perhaps, that a man right enough, but I never saw anybody look less delighted 
hke that can’t think. You’re entirely mistaken. While than Butterfield at having to tackle them. And this is the 
the pat phrases are tumbling out of his mouth he is thinking sort of thing he has to do every night, 
furiously, and his thoughts play him the most fantastic Y’ours to a turn, ‘ 

teicks. Let me give you an example to show my meaning. An Eariworm. 

Butterfield’s actual speech shall stand in the ordinary roman ===========z==^^ 

letters, while his thoughts shall appeal to you in italics. “The house must he suitable for the occupation of a lady, or one that 

You are to imagine a schoolroom in an agricultural village ^^^d be made so with a moderate expenditure.” — Advt. in “ TheField)^ 
and an audience of fifty or sixty of the free and independent. Money can’t do it— you have to be born that way. 
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; SUPPRESSED EMOTIONS. 

[Tiitencling prosecutors will find all tlie infor- 
luatioii they require, except the Poet’s address, 
ill Arciibold’s booh on Criminal Proceedings, 
under the heading of Inciting to a Breach of 
the Peace.”] 

Tell me not in noisy leaders 
Life is at its crisis now. 

And the crisis is the readers’ . . . 
Where’s this crisis, anyhow? f 

“ Revolution, riot, chaos I 
Consternation, uproar, scare ! ” 

Save in one obstreperous dray ’oss 
I’ve not seen them anywhere. 

Not in him “ the wave of passion 
Which has swept the countryside ; ” 

Startled by a latest fashion, 

He, to show his feelings, shied. 

That irrelevant excepted, 

Of the many I have seen 

Not in one have I detected 
Feelings from his outward mien. 

Manners, goings-on and faces 
I have watched and watched in vain ; 

^ Active wrath ’s still spent on braces, 

: Cursers mostly curse the rain. 


People still enjoy their victuals 
(Gourmands even ask for more) ; 

Life has still its beer and skittles, 
Things are as they were before. 

If you ’ve rightly gauged the Nation 
(Meaning by the “ Nation,” us) 

Let us all with acclamation 
vStep outside and make a fuss. 

Let us do the thing by slices, 

Take a sporting bard’s advice ; 

If there ’s this excess of crisis, 
Goodness gracious, let us crise! 


THINGS YOV DIDN’T KNOW, j 
Dam'p is very injurious to pianos. ' It 
is a mistake to clean them with a hose. 

Foreign todies in the eye should 
never be removed with a pin. Loosen 
aU clothing about the neck, remove 
artificial teeth, and keep patient amused 
till the doctor arrives. 

Trousers will last nearly as long again 
if worn only half the time. 

To tell if a poker is really red-hot, 
breathe on it and apply it to the back of 
the hand. 


Freckles can be removed with a file, 
but it is a tedious process. 

Earwigs will not attack dahlias if you 
smother them in tar— either of them. 

To avoid a pimple -while shaving, 
cover it with luminous paint, and shave 
in the dark with a safety razor. 

There is no law in this country against 
dropping a penny stamp into a pillar-box, 
unattached to a letter or other missive. 

A kick from a mouse would pro- 
bably not even waken a sleeping elephant. 
A kick from an elephant, on the other 
hand, would probably injure a sleeping 
mouse for life. 

Geysers are met with in Iceland, 
where some of them throw up fountains 
of steam and hot water 200 feet high. 
In England they are mostly used for 
heating bath-water, and are seldom more 
than 3 to 3 ft. 6 in, high, 

“ The fire broke out about nine o’clock. The 
night watchman promptly gave the alarm by 
blowing the heap of ruins, ooly one block being 
saved .” — Daily Graphic. 

“Blow the ruins,” said the watchman 
as he fanned the flames with all his 
breath. 





BARBARA’S PRESENT. 

‘‘If you should happen to be in 
Regent Street to-morrow at four’’ (ran 
the assignation), “just where what’s the 
name of that street comes into it, and a 
lady in a very pretty new mauve coat 
and skirt bows to you, raise your hat 
and say, ‘ Crisis,’ and she will let you 
help her with her shopping.” 

My guess at the name of the street 
was successful. I raised my hat and 
said, “ Good afternoon.” 

“But you had to say * Crisis,’ ’’said 
Miss Middleton. “That’s the password.” 

“I can’t. I’ve sworn I’ll never say 
it again, I took a most fearful oath. 

• Several people heard me taking it, and 
^swooned.” 

“ But how do I know you ’re the right 
fjone if you don’t say it? Well, I sup- 
"pcse I shall have to let you come. I ’ve 
: just lost mother ; she went in at the 
silver department and out at the art 
fabrics — ^like people when they can’t . 
pay for their hansoms.” 

“Yes, that’s bad. The accused, who 
appeared to feel her position acutely, 
gave a false address. What are you 
going to buy?” 

“ Well, I thought 1 ’d just help you 
get your presents first.” 

“I’m not giving any this Chiistmas. 

I gave a lot only a year ago.” 

“ Oh, but haven’t they paid you any 
wages since then ? ” 

“Yes, a few trifling sums, only 

Quick, there ’s your mother ! ” I pulled 
Miss Middleton hastily into the nearest 
shop and shut the door. 

“ What fun ! ” she said breathlessly. 
“Mother loves hide-and-seek.” 

Mrs. Middleton hurried past, covered 
with parcels, and dived into another 
door. 

“ It ’s quite safe now^” I said. “ Let’s 
, go and ” 

“What can I have the pleasui-e of 
: showing you ? ” said a soothing voice at 
' our backs. 

We turned round in alarm, 

• “Er — we only jiist — ^let me see, tvliat 
was it you wanted?” said Miss Middle- 
ton to me. 

“I don’t redly want anything. I was 

going to help you buy one of those 

you know.” * * 

“Yes, but I’ve got that. I know 
there was something you said you wanted 
very much.” 

“Probably tea,” j 

“Tiaras,” explained Miss Middleton 
hastily. “ Of course.” 

“Certainly, madam,” said the shop- 
walker. “If you will just sit down,” 
he continued, leading us to a little room 
out of the main stream of shoppers, 
“I will send somebody to attend to 
, you.” 

We sat down mechanically. I leant my 
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stick against a show-case and balanced “I should say this season. I dont 
JT. my hat on the top of it. ^ think you will find a prettier one than ; 

;o be in “ Now you ’ve done it,” I said. “How this, madam. ^ 

ar” (ran many tiaras shall we have? I’ve got “It s very sweet. But arent they 


many tiaras siian we nave.*' i ve gui. o vux.y ^ 

nearly four pounds.” unlucky, unless you happen to liave 

“ We needn’t have any. We can say been born in the rjght month ? She 
we don’t much care about their selec- turned to mo. “ When is Barbara s 
tion.” birthday?” 

“Or that we wanted one specially “May,” I said unhesitatingly. “T 
built for us.” mean March.” m .t 

“ One goes into dozens of shops with- “An^diow, said Miss Middleton, ‘ 1 
out buying cmythingy^^ said Miss Middle- know it s wrong for moonstones, because 
ton cheerily. I thinking of giving Wr some two 

“I never do,” I replied gloomily, years ago, and it had to be opals instead.” 
“Hush, hero he comes.” “ We both thought of it,” I said. 

An attendant advanced briskly to- Miss Middleton looked at me so 
wards us. I put my hands in my admiringly that I began to get reckless, 
pockets and tried to count my money. “ Besides, we don’t know tbe size of 
“Tiaras, madam? Certainly. About her neck,” I went on. “ And she never 
what price?” smokes- -I mean she never doesn’t know 

“Tell liim about three pounds eight what to say to anybody. So I think we 

and six,” I whispered to Miss Middleton, should he m iking a mistake if we gave 

“ Three pounds nine,” I corrected, as I her this. 1 do indeed. Now if it had 

ran another sixpence to gi*ound. been anybody else but Barbara ” 

: “ Here is a beautiful one at two him- The man looked from one to the other 

dred and fifty pounds.” of us in bewilderment. 

“Too much,” I prompted softly. “If you could show us some hat- 

“Oh,” broke in Jldiss Middleton pins instead?” said Miss Middleton 
brightly, “I’m so sorry — such a silly hurriedly, before ho could open his 


been anybody else but Barbara ” 

The man looked from one to the other 
of us in bewilderment. 

“If you could show us some liat- 


mistake! We wanted neck-chains, not mouth.^ 
tiaras! Barbara has a tiara already, “This is excellent,” I said, as ho 
hasn’t she?” she appealed to me. retired in confusion; “we’re working 

“Two,” I said quickly. “If 3iot down well. All we ’ve got to do now is 
three.” to wait till he comes back and then say 

“I’m so sorry,” said Miss Middleton that we’re sorry but we meant hairpins, 
again, with a dazzling smile. “The With hairpins you ’re practically there.” 
first gentleman must have misunder- “Supposing thev only had gold ones.” 
stood. Of course we gave her a tiara “ Then we should point out that they 
last year.” wouldn’t go with Barbara’s curiously- 

The man was disappointed ; I saw coloured hair. You leave this to me. I 
that. But the smile melted him, and can finish it off now on my head. At 


working 


he went off in all friendliness. 


‘Tiara doesn’t sound very much like [to spend anything^ 


(the same time I’m sorry I’m not going 


neck-chain,” I remarked after a pause. 

“ Oh, don^t you think so? It depends 


“ Oh but you are,” said Miss Middleton, 
‘ You ’re going to give me and mother 


you say it. Same as Beauchamp j tea.” 


and Cholmondeley.” “ Of course I am,” l agreed. 

"“And what is it when pronounced 

properly? ” After tea I went back to the shop by 

“It’s a chain that hangs round your myself, 
neck, and when you dont quite know ‘U want,” I said, “a trifle for about 
what to say to anybody you play with it three pounds. A moonstone pendant or 
carelessly. Or else you finger it absently, something. Yes,that’s very sweet. No, 


After tea I went back to the shop by 


Like men smoking cigarettes, only better I ’ll take it with me.” 
for you.” They packed it in a pretty little box 

“ I see. Well, here comes a hundred for me, and I ’m going to send it to Miss 
of the best.” Middleton on the 2Ith. I am putting 

The attendant got to business at once, in a card with the words “ From 
“ This one,” he said, holding np Barbara ” on it. As I said, I am not 
rather a jolly one, “comes out at ten giving any presents mvself this year, 
guineas.” hut I do think that Barbara should 

“Tell him,” I whispered to Miss repay at least some of the kindnesses | 
Middleton, “ that we ’ve only come out which have been showered upon her so 


with three.” 

“ That’s very pretty,” she said, 
those moonstones ? ” 


I wantonly. 


A. A. M. 


“A good home wanted at once for small 


‘ Yes, madam. The fashionable stone I pony retiring Irom business.” 


this year.” 


Dimf ries Standard* 


“It’s more for next year that weiHe will have to take up a hobby of some 


want it. 


I kind now — gardening or fretwork. 
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Boy (having Uovm for taxi). “ Here, I don't want you. I blew onoe twice.” 
Cabby. “ Oh, I thought you blew twice once.” 


For Christmas Festivities, 

To collect for its purchaser the life stories 
of fifty friends is the purpose of ‘ The Interview 
Book,' a novelty among this year’s Christmas 
gifts.”— Daiit/ MaiL] 

Mr. Punch has not seen the work in 
C[U6stion, but knowing the tendency of 
the day to false delicacy he ventures to 
suggest a few questions" whijh are pro- 
bably omitted from it, but could not fail: 
to add to the liveliness of the happy 
season which is upon us : — 

Who was your father ? 

How often was he a bankrupt ? 


Who was your mother? 

What is her real age ? 

Do your parents get on together ? 

If n^t, whose fault do you think it is ? 
When were you born ? 

Were you ever expelled from school ? 
What is your income ? 

Have you now become temperate ? 

“ The Takin was not a new discovery, for it 
was known as far back as 1838.”— IVie 6 hserve 7 \ 

It was known even earlier. There was 
an excellent one in connection with the 
South Seas in 1720. 


CREATURE COMFORTS. 

[“ What greater pleasure can there he to a 
private gentleman,” says Caul Hagenback in 
his Beasta and Men, “than that of maintaining 
and establishing personal friendships with a 
collection of foreign animals ? ”] 

Foe years I led a dreary life ; 

! The days passed slowly, one by one ; 
i I fed the ducks, reproved my wife, 

' Played Handel’s Largo on the fife. 

Or gave the dog a run. 

I neither realised nor knew 
i The pleasures of a private Zoo. 

! I never loved a dear gazelle, 

; To glad me with its soft black eye, 
Nor ever to my lot it fell 
To know a penguin really well, 

Till, early last July, 

I bought a small menagerie, 

And oh ! the difference to me ! 

I Now, when my spouse, perverse or cold, 
Induces an attack of duinps, 

I feel encouraged and consoled 
When in their manege 1 behold 

My cameR’ greater humps ; 

I fly from dear mamma-in-law 
To Kate, my talkative macaw. 

When statesmen's speeches are disgraced 
By vulgar insults which denote 
A lamentable lack of taste, 

I seek my monkey-house in haste 
To find an antidote ; 

I turn for manners to the lair 
Of Bosco, my performing bear. 

Those ^Uions*' whom we fHe and feed. 
Heroes of stvord or brush or pen, 

Are they more dignified*, indeed, 

Than creatures of that nobler breed 
Which decorate my den ? 

The more my ieiiow-men I view, 

The more I love my private Zoo I 

Coldstream. 

Amelie db l’Ekclos, we are informed, 

“ reaches what is described us the ‘ four-lined 
C,’ a note which, it is claimed, has never before 
been reached by a singer.” 

Hint for the lady’s advt. manager : 

She wa$ the first 

That ever huj^st 

Into the “ four-lined G.” 

“ Dainty : Always keep a lemon on the wash- 
stand. It will prevent the skin forming 
round the half moons at the base of the finger 
nails, and keep the latter in good condition.” — 
Manchester Weekly Times. 

Another useful tip to remember is that 
a pomegranate kept in the wardrobe 
prevents the hair from falling out. 

“ The Scherzo is a fine wild piece of music, 
aHvays struggling to fly away into space, 
restrained by the Composer, ably assisted by 
the p ayers.”— Madras Times, 

Why do the players’ blisters hurt so ? 
Because they’re grappling with the 
Scherzo. 
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THE FALL OF THE BLOOD. 


I HAVE scarcely got over the shock yet, 
although it happened more than twenty- 
four hours ago. 

We called the youth “ The Pedigree 
Pup.” He traced his ancestors hack to 
the Conqueror. Not that there was 
I much harm in that, but he was always 
I ramming the allegation down our throats, 
and it used to get on our nerves. Other- 
wise he was a harmless well-dressed 
idiot. With regard to his pedigree, as 
a mitter of fact, none of us believed in 
it— -and in any event it seemed an in- 
sufficient excuse for iiim — and you may 
be sure his trusted intimates never lost 
a chance of telling him so. 

But two of us felt sorry about this 
yesterday. 

Yesterday we were out with him when 
on a suddt n he fell heavily on his back on 
the pavement. A confounded piece of 
banana skin had done it. And when the 


Pedigree Pup tried to rise he couldn’t. 
With a groan he fell back again. At 
first we thought he was trying to draw 
us, but when we bent down to help him 
up we saw a sight which made us feel 
queer. Blood was trickling from the^ 
side of the Pedigree Pup — and its colour 
was Hue. 

You never saw such shame -faced 
sceptics as we were then. “We’re 
sorry, old chap,” we said, just before he 
noticed - what we had seen. Then 
he looked at us reproachfully, and 
swooned ... It was the work of a 
minute to call a cab and to rush him to 
alK'spital. 

Our feelings during the diagnosis 
may better be. imagined than described. 
We had to wait only ten minutes, but it 
seemed as many hours. “If he gets 
over this, we’H never chaff the poor old 
fellow again,” we said. 

At last the doctor— much too young 
for his job, it seemed to us— appeared. 


“ Well? ” we asked in unison. 

“Your friend has sprained his ankle,” 
he said. 

“ But the blood, doctor ? ” 

“What blood?” 

; “Why, the blue blood.” 

“ Ah, I had forgotten that,” he said, 
and smiled in what we regarded as a 
callous manner. ^ ^ 

“ We were fond of our friend,” I said 
reprovingly. “In falling, he surely 
broke an artery ? ” 

“A very natural mistake,” he said 
kindly. “So many amateurs find a 
! difficulty in distinguishing between an 
artery and a fountain pen.” 


“ For some informality in front of the Pm*- 
ham goal posts, Gamon had a free kick allowed, 
but he made a wretched attempt with him to 
shake hands and say good-bye, for he was 
later .” — The Yorkshire Post. 

I Gamou must remember to be in time. 
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coHcrot© iHsttiBces, you rpo forcod into impious Iciuglitor. Two children, blue 
AT THE PLAY. all kinds of inevitable crudities, and unborn, are already in love with 

“ The Blue Bird.” This peril does not escape the intelli- one another ; a third informs the little 

To Mr. Joseph Hareer who painted the gence of M. Maeterlinck, and so he human boy, who is only half his 
scenery; to Messrs. Cayley Bobinson and attempts to disarm ridicule by a little size, that he hopes shortly to become 
S. H. SiME who helped him in designing merriment of his own, not always well- his baby-brother. atJicr 1 ime se^ks 
it ; to Miss Ina Belly who arranged the timed. Take the graveyard scene. He to relieve the situation with some mud 
dances ; to Mi*. Lyall Swete who pro- wishes to illustrate the poetic thought facetiousness ; but it is really the 

duced the play ; and to Mr. Herbert that there are no dead. So, after some splendour ^ of the scenic^ background 

Trench who had the courage to present incongruous frivolity on the part of the that saves it. _ 

; it, I am greatly in debt for some extra- questing boy, midniglit strikes, the I know^ 1 shall be called proiane and 
ordinarily beautiful spectacular effects lights are turned down, and when they a Philistine. I know that, if I 'were 
ill The Blue Bird. And there was are put up again the graves are seen a good critic like the others, I should 
M. Maeterlinck, too. I must not forget covered with stiff rows of funereal flowers approach a work by M. M.\ErERHNOK 


him, for, after all, it was he who 
provided the matter to work 
upon. But he would have fared 
indifferently without the assist- 
ance of these others. I do not 
complain that his work was a 
medley of pantomime, fairy-tale 
and allegory. New dramatic 
forms are always welcome if they 
lend themselves to presentation 
oil the stage. My complaint is 
that this is not good pantomime 
nor right fairy-tale nor sound 
allegory. As pantomime it has 
11 ol: stuff enough in it to go 
round, and it has too little 
“relief” for what stuff there is. 
As fairy-tale it lacks cohesion and 
really provides no story, as Peter 
Pan does, to hold the imagina- 
tion of children. As allegory, 
it is wanting in the logical con- 
sistency that is demanded of 
symbolic ■work. 

The main idea, I am authori- 
tatively informed, is the search 
of Mankind after Happiness. But 
this quest is conducted in the 
most unlikely quarters — now in 
a graveyard, and now among 
the cavernous haunts of the 
spirits of disease and war and 
death. And, when one has the 
Idea symbolised by two little 
innocent children in search of a 
Blue Bird, the unlikelihood of 
this course of inquiry almost 


^ AX 












VIVE LE SFOET! 

OoiSG OUT AFTER BlUE BiEDS. 

Tyltyl . , Miss Olive Walter. 

Mytyl Miss Pauline Gilmer. 

Tylb, the Boy .... Mr. Ernest Henduie. 
Tylette, the Cat Me. Noe man Page. 


with the awe due to a Master 
of Symbolism, and attribute any 
apparent failure on his part to 
my own want of poetic insight. 
Well, I must liear these reflec- 
tions with what meekness I can 
command, and meanwhile invite 
the others to go and see Peter 
Pan once more, and recover their 
childhood. 

The performance was excellent. 
Little Miss Olive Walter, as the 
boy Tyllijl, was the best child I 
luwe ever seen on the stage. She 
maintained an admirable interest 
and curiosity in the various 
wonderments which it ■was her 
business to investigate, and did 
not attempt to conceal her very 
natural indifference to the lectures 
of which she was from time to 
time the innocent victim. I can- 
not share the general enthusiasm 
for the dog and cut, not caring | 
much for half-humau hybrids. ' 
Give me the uncompromising 
actualities of Drury Lane. 

Next to the extreme beauty 
of the scenery (and I wish, 
by the way, that more gauze 
had been used to give the 
right vagueness to things of the 
imagination), I cherish most the 
memory of Miss Ina Belly as 
Water*, a charming study in the 
manner of the nymphs of Mr. 
Waterhouse’s pictures, and her 


touches the limits of the ^ grotesque, (the critic of The Times pauses in his exquisite dance in the Third Act. If i 
The fact is that a few disconnected rhapsody to give a catalogue of their only some of our “ classical ” performers ■ 
ideas have occurred to M. Maeterlinck, Latin names). A poet, just using words had her youth and litheness and grace 
some of ^ them drawn from the realm without pictures plain or coloured, and of limb. 

of poetic phantasy, others founded trusting a little to my imagination, As a great admirer of Mr. Herbert 
on hard fact ; as that there are no might trace for me, in the flowers that Trench’s enterprise, I wish I could 
dead; that those whom we call the spring from a grave, the symbol of forecast a long success for hi.s latest 
dead are just asleep, and wake up immortality, and I should be content, presentation. But, in spite of its many 
to the old life whenever the living But this stage-mechanism leaves me delightful fancies, I am afraid that the 
remember them- -a very gentle thought ; cold and sceptic. children will want a more enthralling 

that Nature — both the animal and the I may add that the subsequent tale, and one with less of death in it, and 

vegetable world — is the enemy of man ; exhibition of a dancing skeleton in that tlieir elders will feel that in this 

that the dog is a beautiful exception ; and Act V. did not help much to confirm effort to realise abstract ideas the stage, 
so forth. A fairy poem might possibly M. Maeterlinck’s statement that there not for the first time, has overstepped 
have been built up round ^ these ideas, are no dead. the limits proper to its art. 

with everything left to the imagination. Take again the pretty fancy of a But I am grateful to M. Maeterlinck, 
But when you try to stage them ; when region inhabited by unborn children for, until I had seen his Blue Bird, I 
you try, in the prosaic atmosphere of a waiting for their birth. Realized, in never appreciated at its full -worth the 
theatre, to illustrate your fancy by concrete form, the scene invites to genius of Mr. Barrie. 0. S. 
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A CASE FOR LOYOLA; 

I MET him, where one meets most of the 
odd characters, in a public-hoxise. He 
was drinking the national beverage, now- 
reduced once again to its traditional 
price, and drinking it not the less readily 
on that account. ^ 

We had no introduction save the 
circumstance that we chanced both to be 
taking refreshment at the same time — 
and, after aU, is not that a bond? He | 
did not begin to talk at once, and very 
likely. vrould not have done so had not a 
little man comp hastily in, received his 
drink, laid his mo^ey on the bar without 
a word, also without a word drunk it, 
and hurried out again. 

. 1 ^'You might guess a hundred times 
before you could say what that man 
does,’' said my neighbour. 

I gave it up at once. He might have 
-been anything requiring no muscle, and 
there are so many varieties of such pro- 
fessions. An insurance agent, but he 
was too busy and taciturn; a com- 
mission agent, but he was alone ; a cheap 
,oculist, but he would not be free at this 
.hour. I therefore gave it up at once. 
^^He’s a conjurer// .said the .man. 


Not on the stage : goes out to parties 
and smokers.” 

I expressed the necessary amount of 
surprise and satisfaction. 

“ Odd what different things men do,” 
he continued. “There’s ah sorts of 
trades, isn’t there ? I often sit for hours 
watching men and wondering what they 
are. Sometimes you can tell easily. A 
carpenter, for instance, often has a rule 
pocket in his trousers that you can spot. 
A lawyer’s clerk has a certain way with 
him. Horses always leave their mark 
on men, and you tell coachmen even in 
plain clothes. But there’s many left to 
baffle you.” 

“Yes,” I said (for I, too, am' 
a “bromide”), “it needs a Sherlock 
Holmesy 

“ And yet there’s some to puzzle even 
him,” said my man. “Now what do 
you think he ’d make of me ? ” 

Upon my word I couldn’t say. He 
was just the ordinary artisan, with a 
little thoughtfulness added. A small, 
pale man, grizzled and neat, but the 
clothes were old. The shininess and 
bagginess of the knees suggested much 
kneeling ; nothing else gave me a hint. 

“ I give that up too,” I said. 


“Well,” he replied, “I’ll tell you, 
because you’re a stranger. I’m a 
•worm-holer.” 

“ A worm-holer ? ” 

“ Yes, I make worm-holes in furniture 
to make it seem older and fetch a better 
price.” 

“Great heavens!” I said, “I have 
heard of it, of course, but I never 
thought to meet a worm-holer face to 
face. How do you do it ? ” ^ 

“ It ’s not difficult,” he said, “ to make, 
the actual holes. The trick is to make 
’em look real.” ^ i 

“ And what becomes of the furniture? ” ! 

“America chiefly,” he said. “They I 
like old English things there, the older 
.the better. Guaranteed Tudor things 
will fetch anything ... we guarantee 
aU ours.” 

“And you have no conscience about 
it?” I asked. . 

“None,” he said. “Not any more. 
I had a little once, but there, the Ameri- 
cans are so happy with their finds it* 
would .be a shame to disappoint them. 
I look on myseK as a benefactor to the 
nation now. I often lie awake at nights 
— I sleep badly — thinking of the collec- 
tors in U.S. A. hugging themselves with 
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satisfaction that a chair which Queen 
Eui^eth might have sat in is theirs at 
last. Just think of their excitement 
and joy. No man who brings such 
simple and honest feelings to his fellow- 
beings is a rogue. You admit that ? ’’ 

I am no casuist. “ Tell me how you 
came to be a worm-holer/’ I said. 

“It was out of gratitude ” he replied, 

“ to a dealer who had been kind to me. 

I wanted to repay him. I had no money, 
only ideas and some ability. He had up to 
that time been on the straight, as we say. 

I showed him how to make miich more 
money and save himself and his family 
from ruin. He had no chance in the 
ordinary way ; as a purveyor of spurious 
antiques — always, mark you, giving 
pleasure and happiness, — he could 
succeed. “Because,” he added, as he 
finished his beer, “it‘’s not what is that 
counts but what one thinks it.” 

He wished me good morning and 
walked out. 

“ Good heavens ! ” I said again. 
“Where am I?” 

And I am still wondering. 

A SPORTING TRAGEDY. 

[“ Athletics,” according to Miss May Sutton, 
‘‘are the best antidote for premature love 
affairs.”] 

In early youth he loved and wooed, 

And oh! his ways were wondrous 
gentle ; 

For sports, which he considered rude, 

He did not care one continental ; . 

But, though her heart he strove to gain 
With many a tender word and deed, 
he 

Found all his amorous efforts vain 
Because she thought him far too weedy. 

“ The man who marries me must show 
Some skill at outdoor exercises, 

Have scored his century or so 

And won his share of sporting prizes. 
In time, perhaps, I ’ll love you well, 

And may consent to have you by me, 
But now you cannot even tell 

A cut past cover from a stymie.” 

He strove to bang the hefty four, 

He learned to bowl the googly twister, 
To lean upon the lusty oar. 

Disdainful of the frequent blister. 

AU sports proved potent to delight 

One who had been so limp a lover. 
From over-flying Wilbub Wright 

To under-studying a shover. 

But, though the prospect of her hand 
First turned his taste in this direc- 
tion, 

Sport’s fascination gripped him, and 
Stifled his premature affection. 

The passing years have left him free ; 

Her words on Man are simply cutting ; 
A solitary spinster she, 

While he ’s— improving in his putting. 

AT THE KNEE OF AN IDOL. 

By Albert be Tomtkyns, M.P, 

"With acknoioledgmenta to Mr. Arthur Pon- 
sonhy's fascinating treatise on the iniquity 
of rieheSf Camel and the Needles 

. . . But while the possession not 
merely of riches B. D. A. (Beyond the 
Dreams of Avarice), but of wealth beyond 
the standard of a full competence, has 
been shown to be damaging to the 
owner and dangerous to the community, 
it would be undesirable to enforce an 
abstinence from the amenities of lile 
calculated to interfere with the happiness 
of the Enlightened Unit. 

In arriving at a clear definition of the 
sumptuary limit, nothing is more help- 
ful than the concrete instance. Let us, 
therefore, begin with boots. Man is a 
walking animal, but unhappily, deprived 
of his pristine horny-footedness by the 
enervating influence of an advanced civili- 
sation, cannot dispense with these cum- 
brous and costly leather cases. Under 
Socialism, as "Walter Bageiiot once 
acutely surmised, every man would have 
one boot. Possibly, if he were alive 
now, he might be tempted to add “and 
one roller skate.” But setting aside 
this solution as alas! too Utopian, w’e 
have to ask ourselves the following 
soul-shaking (or shall we say sole- 
shaking?) question: How many pairs 
of boots ought the Enlightened Unit to 
possess without becoming a danger to 
the community ? 

Here the opinions of experts are in 
acute conflict. Lord Aliuorp, that stal- 
wart Radical, has pronounced the irre- 
ducible minimum for a self-respecting 
single-chamber man to be sixteen pairs, 
and absolutely condemns the use of elas- 
tic sides. Sir Jesse Boot, on the other 
hand , xflaces the figure as low as six. W e 
shall probably not be deviating from 
the norm of sociological exactitude if we 
split the difference, and say that the 
Enlightened Unit should not possess 
more than eleven pairs of boots and 
shoes. 

Another cognate question of vast im- 
portance for the community is that of 
camels. How many camels may a man 
possess without incurring the stigma of 
opulence and passing into the dread 
limbo of mirthless misery, for, as Mr. 
Andrew Carnegie remarks: “A mil- 
lionaire seldom smiles.” Statistics com- 
piled by Mr. Grayson reveal the terrible 
fact that the son of a peer recently kept 
a private menagerie. Tn Paris it is a 
c>mmon practice for decadent gentle- 
men and ladies to perform in a private 
cirjus. But the associations of the 
camel are such as to repel the sympa- 
thies of all right-minded humanitarians. 
The camel suggests Egypt, that ever- 
present witness of our tyranny and 

oppression. The camel has been cele- 
brated by Mr. Kipltng, the apostle of a 
debased Imperialism- And lastly, in 
the witty language of that great theo- 
logian, Bernard Silvw, “The man who 
keeps a camel generally gets the hump.” 
Taking all these considerations into 
account, it will, wc think, be readily 
admitted that there is no urgent need 
for a Self-respecting and Enlightened 
Unit to keep camels at all, but that, if he 
does, he shoidd not run to more than 
four, or say two dromedaries. As the 
great Napoleon truly remarked, “ II faut 
$e boj’nc?*.” Before we quit this branch 
of the subject let us say that the ques- 
tion whether peers should or should not 
keep private menageries is implicitly 
answei-ed in the title which collectively 
symbolises the credentials of our heredi- 
tary legislators - Lord No Zoo. 

Another question of poignant interest 
at this moment is that of yachts. How 
many yachts, for example, may a baronet 
or, to be concrete, may Sir Thomas Litton 
possess ? Yachting, when the owner is 
a genuine seaman, is a healthy and in- 
vigorating pursuit ? We think we shall 
not be deviating from the standard of 
good taste and economy if we say that 
no person possessing a full competence 
ought to own more than one steam 
yacht, one racing cutter, and three motor 
launches. Alargernumber would probably 
lay the owner open to a charge of osten- 
tation, which, if he is a man of humane 
views and a supporter of the land taxes, 
might prove embarrassing to his amour 
propre. In this context we would also 
suggest with all respect that no Radical 
M.P. ought to give more than sixteen : 
Fragonard dinner-parties in the course 
of a single season. 

When we approach the discussion of 
the bi-cameral system in a fitting spirit 
of dispassionate detachment, a number 
of problems of vital interest literally leap 
to the eyes. How many times ought a 
“ backwoodsman ” to go to a Gaiety 
burlesque to justify his being denounced 
in The Ghroniele as the “ ne phis ultra 
of devilish decadence”? How many 
times must a peer succumb to inebpiety i 
before he is entitled to he called (1) a 
drunken helot, (2) as drunk as a lord ? . 
These are only a few of the perplexities 
which beset the path of the earnest 
sociological inquirer in search of the 
sumptuary limit. Sauerbeck’s Index 
Number is no doubt a useful but by no 
means au infallible guide, and an eme- 
tional stimulus can always be obtained 
by the perusal of the treatises of Crit- 
tenden, Blamphin, OreUa Corre and 
Alpheus Boker. But in these, as in all 
other psycho-political investigations, the 
■ Honest observer should rely chiefly on 
his own prepossessions, eschewing the 
• mirage of statistics and the fcita Mor- 
. gana of fact ... 



December 15, 1909.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 



THE BIRDMAN 


(By one who is a hit 

His nerves are sublimely unflustered ; 

Selecting a suitable date, 

He can vanquish the kite or the bustard, 

And storm at Olympus’s gate ; 

Behold him, my free Muse ! 

Astounding the sea-mews, 

And leaving the petrel behind him pumped out and irate. 

The lord of the welkin, the satrap 
0£ fowls o’ the air, he may spurn 
(As he sits in a sort of a rat-trap, 

Tied up with a windmill concern), 

From the sbrike to the hoopoe 
His subjects, and pooh-pooh . 

The whole feathered tribe — till it comes’ to a difficult turn. 

If I sought some aerial roamer 
To send Araminta my love, 

Should I turn to the strong-winged “ homer ” ? 
Should I plead with the Paphian dove ? 

Should I crave for the swallow, 

My fair one to foUow? 

Not much ! when the gyroscope packet is pounding above. 


sick of the title). 

Old Jupiter’s minions are jealous ; 

The roc of the rose-coloured East 
And the birds of which scientists tell us, 

The stout pterodactyles (debased). 

Would rise in their anguish 
From aves where they languish, 

To leai'n that the skies had been pinched by a parvenu beast. 

For observe how (to quote the reporter) 

The monoplane leaps from the ground 
(When the wind, ’s in a suitable quarter) 

And after a bump on a mound 
Bolts up to the ether. 

All England beneath her, 

Twelve yards from the earth and completes an unparalleled 
round. 

This only I ask of the papers 
That term him the prince of the sky — 

Can the airman compete with the^ capers 
Of gnats, when the sunset is nigh ? 

Can they swoop like the creatures 
That tickle one’s features ? 

Or soar with the verve and the grace of the bluebottle fly ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

My private belief is that IVkuD Diver became so strongly 


He has an eye for types of men ; 

He does not hug the beaten track ; 
He starts his story well, and then 
He somehow seems to lose the knack. 




attached to that excellent former creation* of hers, Captain The sex problem, it is true, looms freciucnily in Love and 
Desmond, V.C., that she wrote Candles in the Wind (Blaok- the Wise Men (Methdek), but Mr. Percy \V iirrE has treated 
wood) solely for the pleasure of bringing him into it. And the subject so amusingly and discreetly that it wiU shock 
small blame to her. Accordingly, when her latest hero, the puritanical as little as it will entertain the prurient. 
Alan Lawrence, has been brought^o the last limit of human “Modern education,” says Spenser K'lrke, “is suffering from 
endurance, suddenly there enters, the god from the car, an the blight of a false delicacy which makes schoolmasters 
English officer “whose fine-featured face seemed oddly ashamed to teach the young that they are as much a part of 
familiar.” So that was all right! Desmond locked away ‘the world as kittens,” and obsessed by this idea he sends 

the too-tempting revolver, nursed ~jhis nephew, David Kirke, and 

Laurence through a sharp attack . Philip Eemott to the Institution 

of fever, and generally straight- - j 1* ' ^ f Bard” at Rouen, in which the 

ened things up all round. ; ^ ''1 f '‘‘V 1#^ most modern system of instruc- 

Amongst other worries, Laurence [- \ ''I'!: C|('; >' tf-v ifA supposed to prevail, 

was vexed with himself because ■ ' r." <>' ; The result, however, was that 

he had fallen in love with the ^ Wy ^wo boys became intensely 

wife of Somebody Else. I do : . .HH ' / ; . alive to the emotions which were 

not think he can have read '"v ]\ A 'W been subdued. ^ Mme. 

many Anglo-Indian novels, or | ji Bard, along with Patricia Ear- 

he would have known that they ; ;j f eourl, a charming girl wlio lived 

seldom have any other founda- inconveniently close to the In- 

tion. Eventually, how'ever, /; . ■ ' j; stitution, played ducks with all 

VidellCj who, to make matters 1 educational theories, and David 

worse, is tainted with black jand Philip left Rouen precipi- 

blood, dies of plague, and my ' tutely. After this set-back 

only reason for sorrow was that I i ft 'went i>lacidly to Rugby, and as 

this naturally ends the book, he managed to go tiicre in his 

which, so long as hero and | 

heroine w-ere kept apart, was I ceeded in watching a (lontlemen 

interesting, and even in parts Tw . i\ Players’ match at Jjord’s in 

thrilling. Not hy reason of the i ! < llffl August I think tluit he had 

plot, which, as you see, is no j* / l t .-fr- |||™ more than liis ordinary share of 

great matter, but for the setting. } /; ||H luck. David's ediw^tion in the 

This is quite wonderfully well ]; ■ A meantime was supervised by his 

done. Miss Diver’s pen-pictures uncle, and things went smoothly 

of the tremendous Afghan fron- enough until Patricia arrived in 

tier bring all the romance and England, Then, in spite of 

terror and mystery of this fringe systems and philosophy, David 

of Empire home to the reader ~ fell in love, and so did Philip, 

with a force that must surely ^^^^l^^^ncm{lalely promoted to oimo deimvtmenty and SO, to round off the comedy, 

■I ^ ^ ^ MaT^AMP wag niJr/ir-KTATT V iurATM:t w/^Tl mrTW T^TTr-r. rvw 'nrrr.^rxtnn Mtf ^ ^ vv/ v**. 4.4.V v waaivv.* j , 


familiar.” So that was all right! 
the too-tempting revolver, nursed — 
Laurence through a sharp attack 
of fever, and generally straight- 
ened things up all round. 
Amongst other worries, Laurence 
was vexed with himself because 
he had fallen in love with the 
wife of Somebody Else. I do 
not think he can have read 
many Anglo-Indian novels, or | 
- he would have known that they ; 
seldom have any other founda- j 
tion. Eventually, however, 
Videlle, who, to make matters 
worse, is tainted with black 
blood, dies of plague, and my 
only reason for sorrow was that 
this naturally ends the book, 1 
which, so long as hero and 
heroine w'ere kept apart, was 
interesting, and even in parts 
thrilling. Not hy reason of the 
plot, which, as you see, is no 
great matter, but for the setting. 
This is quite wonderfully well 
done. Miss Diver’s pen-pictures 
of the tremendous Afghan fron- 
tier bring all the romance and 
terror and mystery of this fringe 
of Empire home to the reader 
with a force that must surely ^ 






Salesman (lately promoted to curio department). 
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IpnVA +^^A oiY>qnpci+ TMa TTnrr WAS ORIGINALLY MADE FOR THE DUKE OF BuCXINGHAM, i-i q’ 

^HO GAVE IT TO Ame OP Aosteia. Wb ’eb sellisg A EOT oi; Air/.r — aUhou^k 
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lanaer gasping and enlarged. them.” 

I like a book that flings a crowd 
Of fighting actors on the stage, 

With threats and curses shouted loud 
And pistol-shots on every page — 

A hook that sends my heart, long pent 
Below, a-fluttering to my mouth ; 

And that ’s what Randall Parrish meant 
To make My Lady of the South. 

It hails from Messrs. Putnam’s Sons, 

And when I say it hails, it ’s true ; 

It fairly buffets you with tons 

Of points which ought to thiill you through. 

They don’t — ^not me, at least — and yet 
It rather puzzles me to trace 

Just where our Randall fails to get 
His finger on the vital place. 

The reason isn’t that he bores 
By giving a transparent plot ; 

Or that the Yankee Civil War ’s 
A hackneyed period ; it is not. 


XAXAVs iXMU XlVX V/X‘ I % «t If i * * 

ms charmer was not Patricia 

1 Philip's mother. Perhaps it 

is a pity that the stoiy does not end with the uncle's down- 
fall, for David's pursuit of a wnfe is a little out of harmony 
witli the prevailing spirit. StiU, so full of delicious irony 
and so free from sarcasm is Love and the Wise Men that 
I am more inclined to congratulate the author than to criticise. 

“In a letter to Mr. T. Harrington, M.P., Mr Waldron states that the 
demands of his duties requiring my pres.mce in Dublin, I make it 
impossible that he should stand as candidate at the forthcoming General 
Election.” — Dublin Evening Mail. 

So if Mr. Harrington has a seat which isn’t yours, no doubt 
they are the ones. 

“ To-day’s Cross-Gountiy Passages. 

(By arrangement with the S. E. & 0. R.'f --Daily News. 

In disgust at op friendly hint, the S. E. & 0. R. has (it 
will be seen) given up arranging the weather for cross- 
Channel passages, and now confines itself to the land. 

From “ Hints to Memsahibs ” in an Indian paper : — 

“ To clep furniture : Bub on the following : 1 of beeswax to 1 spirits 
of turpentine ; strain through coarse muslin ” 

For heavy pieces of furniture the muslin should be very coarse. 
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formed, not strictly correct. During porters, some of whom seem just ^ now i 
CHARIVARI A. the summer a sparrow hopped into an to prefer the offensive to the defensive. 

When is a next door not a next door? Essex church, the door of which was ^ *** 

For solution of this riddle address the open, and was allowed to remain there De mortuis, etc. ^ “ A very pretty little 
Rt. Hon. David Llovd George, marking during the whole of the sermon. play, and quite original music,” a lady 

the envelope plainly “ Cardiff Tailor.” was overheard to remark on leaving His 

More signs that we are in for an arctic Majesty’s Theatre after seeing Beethoven 
We are pleased to see that the winter ! During the cold snap last week (since deceased). 


We are pleased to see that the winter ! During the cold snap last week 
exemplary sentence of three months’ seventy Polar bears suddenly appeared 
imprisonment has been passed on a man at the Hippodrome. It is many years 
for a fraud on the War Office. There since so many have been seen in London, 
is something peculiarly un- - 
sportsmanlike in taking ad- 
vantage of the innocence of 

this institution. ) f 


The late Mile. Grajean, of Paris, we 


Superstitious persons are 
saying that a proof that death 
is hovering over the House of 
Lords may be found in the 
tides which the two newest 
peers have chosen. Admiral 
Sir John Fisher becomes 
Baron Fisher of Kilverstone, 
and Sir Arihur Godley is now 
Baron Kiiajraoken of Killegar. 
In each title there is a distinct 
suggestion of homicide. Ahsit 
omen ! 

:|e ♦ 

Mr. Balfour is taking a 
fortnight’s rest. His message 
to his colleagues : — You 
make the speeches: I’ll do 
the rest.” 


In his racy speech at the ^ 
Authors’ Club on Naval ^ ^ 

Gunnery, Admiral Sir Percjy « 

SooTT apologised for the fact ^ ^ 

that ^‘by force of circum- 
stance his remarks had to be ^ 

rather like Hamlet with the '^'5 

Prince of Denmark left out.” 

, But surely, writes an old lady, \ ^ 

the Kaiser is not yet Prince ' 

of Denmark? - 

« He 

* -2 

Tlhe Political Stakes. 

Scratched. — The Chaos, 

“The dwellers in glass 
houses,” said Mr. Birrell at marble Akoh.' 
Bristol, “ have begun to throw Passenger, * 

stones at the Constitution.” ^ 

Does this figure of speech, we wonder, 
shadow the acquisition of the Crystal 
Palace by the Government as a home for 
evicted peers? ^ J^ 


There [ since so many have been seen in London. 1 learn from The Express, has left a will 

— — bequeathing a small annuity 

to each of her two hundred 

Guardians' has coinplsted''a 

roil-caU of the inmates of 

Bus Oonduator (at Hyde Park Comer). “ ’Er6, wot yeb wjjsi' to get workhouse, and has dis- 

DOWN ’EEB FOB? Y’askbd FOR THE Mabble Aroh. This AHtT THE a^ong the psupers 

™r I cans w, 




UUUOtra, jyiA.RBLB AKOH.’ . . „ PWrll QPrvflnt TiOPt 

Bristol, “have begun to&row Pa,,^ger. “Well, aeyhow, it’s what I gale the Marble Arch. Ipi.’.n. 

stones at tne uonstituiion. — I ; ^ i i i 

Does this figure of speech, we wonder. Too old at sixty.— Cobden’s doctrines? forte inaker, and a number of derks 

shadow the acquisition of the Crystal V.,, ^ 

Palace by the Government as a home for “ In many respects,” Mr. Heset Aethue proud to give their correct designation, 
evicted neers? „ Jones tdd the members of the Kit Mar- ■ . 

* * lowe Club, “Secakseeaee was a very plain. Rumours of a grave pohtical scandal j 

“If manners make the man, dothes ordinary, straightforward person.” Mr. reach us- I* « said that a certain 
make the woman,” says Mrs. Georoe Hah. Caine, however, denies indignantly Liberal M.P. who is going about the , 
WEST ’ NotLg w. sdd as that he was very plain. 

■lut\e tWnkTt ca^t be mannersf ’ Mr. Austen Chaiibeei.ain expresses sur- tion, started by a contemporary, which 
He Hs -nrise that Mr. Asquith should have made offers a large money prize for the most 


we xmuK xx ca^ux - should have made offers a large money prize for the most 

The statement made by a police no mention of National Defence in his accurate at the ^ ^©sult of tho 

inspector at East Ham to the effect that pronouncement on liberal policy* Section. The sandal 

in ^he county of Essex all birds are Chamberlain forgets that the PpMiEE predicts (on dti) a majority for the 
protected on Sundays is, we are in- 1 has to consider the feelings of his sup- 1 Conservatives. 


TDL. OIXXTIL 
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INTERVAL FOR REFRESHMENT. 

Come let ns call a sacred truce ! 

So shall the hustings’ hideous hum 
And lips that bandy loud abuse 
Eespect The Season and be dumb,. 

Silenced by pudding of the stodgy plum. 

Here ’s Christmas on us with its brood 
Of ancient memories, dear and tried, 

When decent souls may weU exude 
A goodwill not to be denied 
Even to people on the other side. 

Let us adopt a festal cheer, 

And, for a little breathing-space. 

Admit that even in a Peer 

There may be points of saving grace 
Lurking behind his lordship’s turnip-face. * 

Let us allow that even Lu)TD, 

For all the bricks he loves to heave, 

Is not so hopelessly devoid 

Of manners as you might believe, 

But has a small behaviour up his sleeve. 

Let us presume that Sandy Uee 
Is grievously misunderstood. 

Having a conscience quite as pure 
As little Washington’s, the Good, 

W'ho couldn’t tell a whopper if he would. 

Let us give out that Winston C. 

Is loyal and would still remain 
A Jonathan to David G., 

Although the Tories (come to reign) 

Asked him, like Whittington, to “turn again.’* 

Let us infer that Mr. Bung 
Has got no privy axe to grind, 

But simply prays to serve among 
The benefactors of his kind, 

And views the Budget with an open mind. 

Let us ignore the Navy ghost, 

Nor count for gospel aU we.’ve read 
About the Teuton’s “Am Tag ” toabt, 

But follow Reggie’s lead instead, 

Sleeping in natural places, such as Bed. 

Let us believe that, in his heart 
Grateful for bounties we bestow, 

John Redmond cannot bear to part, 

To leave our well-loved isle, and go 
Away from where the Old-age Pensions grow. 

Let us, in fact, not judge at all. 

Myself, I take a genial line, 

And with a temper purged of gall 
Give voice to pity half-divine 
For those whose views don’t happen to be mine. 

0. S. 


Telepathic Suggestion. 

“The electrical equipment of the car is so arranged that the mere 
fact of wishing to inspect any of the high-tension, apparatus causes the 
whole of this to be connected to earth, and thus made safe before it 
becomes accessible.*’— PaiZzcay News. 

.Supposing three passengers in the car wished to inspect the 
apparatus, three, didn’t want to at all, and one hadn’t thought 
about it much, what woul^ happen ? 


LETTERS TO A MARTIAN. 

My dear Sir, -T like to fancy you pegging away gallantly 
at yonr particular section of the Amalgamated Martian Canal 
Works, Unlimited, and still finding time in the midst of these 
absorbing tasks for the consideration of matters that interest : 
us on this circulating ball of ours. You tell me you ’re death 
on Psychical Research, for instance— isn’t there a dash of 
levity about the expression?— and you want to know if 
we ’re doing anything in the matter. Well, 1 ’ll do the best 
I can for you— though I ought to warn you that I’m a 
philistine in these things. I ’m without the proper amount 
of reverence or credulity — you can cull it what you like — and 
the spirits will not come when I do call them, either from ! 
the vasty deep or from anywhere else. | 

The truth is you ought to apply to Sir Oliver Lodge. 
He’s a Professor and a Knight, having attained to the latter i 
dignity on account of his eminence in the former. He can 
tell you all that may be learnt about the subject. What he 
doesn’t know isn’t knowledge. You could write the par- 
ticulars of his ignorance within the circle of a threepenny- * 
piece and have plenty of room left for the Kings of Israel 
and J udah and the iniquities of Germany according to- that 
war-desiring Socialist, Mr. Robert Bljvtchford. Sir Oliver 
has written and published a fat book. Its price is 7s. ci. 
(net) and^ its title is The Survival of Man: a Study in \ 
Unrecognised Human Faeiilty, What is this outcast Faculty 
which the heartless mass of men has . hitherto refused even 
to bow to ? It is the Faculty of communicating with the 
greater mass which, not to put too fine a point upon it, has 
died and been buried. Sir Oliver Lodcje, however, hasn’t 
lost courage — not lie. He keeps peL^ging away, just like 
you. Listen to him: — “The boundary between the two 
states — the known and the unknown— is still substantial, 
but it is wearing thin in places; and, like excavators 
engaged in boring a tunnel from opposite ends, amid the 
roar of water and other noises, we are beginning to hear now 
and again the strokes of the pickaxes of our comrades on the 
other side.” It sounds all right, doesn’t it? The mention 
of water is particularly comforting, but it must be confessed 
that it doesn’t carry the humble investigator very much 
farther. 

However, you mustn’t be put off by a little thing like that, 
you must go on, or rather I must go on for you, and then 
we shall discover a vast amount of assorted beliefs. There 
was once in our land of the living an amiable and cultivated 
man named Myers who took a deep interest in spirit mani- 
festations, and believed firmly that after death he would be 
able to communicate with his surviving friends. To prove 
his good faith and to test subsequent investigators, he wrote 
out a message and sealed it up in an envelope, px’oposing 
to communicate its contents to his friends after his death. 
He died, and his friends set to work with a properly authorized 
and duly entranced medium. The medium delivered her 
message all right, but when the envelope wus opened her 
version was something hopelessly different from what Myers 
had written. 

You would have thought that this fantastic fiasco would ! 
have settled the whole thing. Not a bit of it. They ’ve got 
some ladies to take fresh messages from Myers in what they 
call automatic script. Two of these initiates, it appears, have 
the power of reproducing on paper what Myers th.nks, and 
they do it in the queerest crabbed language, in scraps of 
Latin and far-fetched allusions; and then the two scripts are 
put together, and by long puzzling you get the authentic 
stroke of the pickaxe and you realise that the boundary is 
wearing thin in places. Was there ever such a farrago of 
rubbish? In truth they are worrying Myers, not to death, 
but beyond it, and if the mediums may be relied on he ’s 
losing his patience, and no wonder. Less than six months 
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REDMOND’S CONCESSION. 


M.. J«m, E»»m “AND SOON WE'tL BE FREE FROM THE 

Iim Pbusait. “AH' WHERE WILL WE BE ABTHEE aETTIN' ODR ODLD AOE HNSIONS FROM. 

Mr, JoHiT Redmond. OH, WE ’LL STILL TAKE THEIR MONEY 1 j-.— 
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after his death he was appealing to them “ not to break him 
tip so” ; and “ Nelly,” a famous, but not a cruel, medium, 
said some very severe things about her mother (also a 
medium), who, it appears, wouldn’t let Myers go to sleep as 
he desired. “ You must tell her not to,” added Kelly. 

I If you want to know more about Nelly and her mother 
(whose fleshly name is Mrs. Thompson), and if you would 
learn about Mrs. Piper, who is a sort of chief prophetess— she 
comes from Boston, Mass. — ^you had better try to get Sir 
Oliver’s book ; but perhaps on the whole you ’ll prefer to go 
on with your own digging and pickaxe-work. 

Yours in a tunnel, An Earthworm. | 

« very 63sy w&y to plsoe coul on ft £ro fit nigiit to ftvoid tke nBuftl 
noise especially in a sick room, would be to have a black velvet glove 
made large and easy (the shape of baby’s first glove mth pst the 
thumb), and one can then pick up any size piece of coal and place it 
where one needs it without a sound. A hook to hang it on i^ar the 
comer of the mantelpece would be a sure way of knowing where to 
find it.” — Woman's Life, 

How simple I Having placed the piece of coal on the hook 
you would be quite sure where to find it next mormng ; no 
need to say to yourself, "Let’s see, where did I put that 
piece of Wallsend? ” 

« One Jogendra Dutta, of Chittagong, has been arrested for offering a 
bride to the Additional Sessions Jndge of Baokerganj. —The Statesman. 


Yet it was a kindly thought. 


LATEST NEWS FEOM THE HOP MARKET. 

This winter, according to the views of the best experts, we 
are to be “tarantulated” by a pmber of new dances of the 
most alluring and catchy description. 

Old composers have redescended into the arena to com- 
pete with their youthful rivals, and_ the hitherto despised 
native-born melodist is gradually coming by bis own. 

One of tbe features of the hour is the number of amateurs 
who have sprung to fame as composers of dance tunes. 
Thus, Mr. Nathaniel Buffles, a venetian-blind-maker^ of 
Harringay, has composed a delicious waltz, entitled “ Crfeme , 
de Menthe,” and Miss Nettie Tibbitts, who keeps a poultry- 
run at Moreton-in-the-Marsh, is responsible for the favourite 
Oluck, Cluck ” barn dance. 

Of successful foreign importations it may suffice to men- 
tion that Moritz Wern, a Hungarian bandmaster, has written 
a " RSve de Dalila,” that Odon Klingsor, a Croatian con- 
ductor, has perpetrated a “ Messalina Two-Step,” and Joris 
Sweelinck, of Dubbeldam, a “Jezebel Polka. _ 

Not only are the names of all the famous heroines of 
history being requisitioned, but living luminaries are also 
being called into service. Mr. Caradoc .^-Jenkins of 
Oricoieth has celebrated the prowess of the Chahoellob of 
THE Exchequer in his “Budget Break-down,” and Professor 
de Rougemont has dedicated his “Yours_ Truly” waltz to 
the Loi® Advocate, who also is honoured in a set of lancers 
entitled “A Merry Winston and a Happy New Ure. ’ 
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CAMPAIGN NOTES. 


[These Notes have been supplied by im- 
partial representatives of both Parties. Mr. 
Tuneh prints them here in the hope that every- 
one of his readers will find among them aome- 
thing to make the Christmas holiday happier.] 

A G^reat Opportunity. 

Mr, Thomas Tuttleboy, wlio lias just 
heen chosen as the People’s Candidate 
for Wopham, has a splendid chance of 
snatching a notable victory for progress. 
At the last election the reactionaries’ 
majority was 8,834 in a poll of close on 
twelve thousand. Should Mr. Tuttleboy 
wipe this out he will have achieved one 
of the most stupendous personal suc- 
cesses of the election. He is enthusiastic 
at the wonderful opportunity of distinc- 
tion which has been afforded him, and 
is brimful of confidence that he will at 
any rate reduce his opponent’s majority 
by several hundreds. 

The East Willylebone Split. 

It is early yet to prophesy who will be 
returned for East Willylebone, but it 
really looks as if the unfortunate split in 
the Unionists’ ranks will be the means 
of losing a safe seat to the Socialist and 
Pro-German party. The patriotic can- 
didates for last week were Mr. Eupert 
Gubb (U. and T.R.) and Mr. Soaper 
Touchwood (U. and T.R,), but in order 
to admit of a straight fight against the 
Radical they have both retired, and Mr. 
James Sporran (U. and T.R.) and Mr. 
Hope^Billson (U. and T.R.) have been 
selected in their place. On Monday 
of next week the claims of Sir Archibald 
Hemp (U. and T.R.*) will be considered, 
while efforts are being made to secure 
The Evening News man for Tuesday, if 
he should be disengaged. 

The Pensions Lie Again. 

Once more the heartless lie about old- 
age pensions is going the rounds, and 
once more Mr. Balfour with consummate 
skill has nailed it to the counter. Mr. 
H. E. Bulge, the candidate for the Ohiltern 
Hundreds, recently wrote to his leader 
as follow's : — 

“ Dear Mr. Balfour,— A small boy has 
been spreading a rumour here to the 
effect that you and all your colleagues on 
the front bench voted for the Old Age 
Pensions Bill’ on the second and third 
' readings, and that the House of Lords 
was enthusiastically in favour of it. 
Please nail this dastardly lie to the 
counter.” , ' 

Mr. Balfour replied yesterday ; 

“ My dear Bulge, — The report is un- 
doubtedly a lie. Only a fool would 
believe it, and only a knave would say 
it, and I have no hesitation in nailing it 
to the counter. Yours very sincerely, 

A. J. Balfour.” 
An Earl’s Warm Reception. 

. The contempt felt for the Peers by all 


thinking men was well shown at Upperby 
yesterday, when the Earl of Aldwych 
attempted to speak on behalf of the Food 
Tax and Revolutionary Candidate. The 
result was entertaining to a degree. 

“ Ladies and Gentlemen— (Hooiuy)— I 
have come here to-night — (’Oo stole the 
common from the 'peo'ple?) — That w'as a 
long time ago, I ’m not going to speak 
about that now — (Well, we ’re gomg to)-- 
A man is not responsible for what his 
ancestors may have done — (If it wasnH 
for your ancestors you wouldnt he a 
heart) — That ’s nothing to do with it — 
(7es it 'as; don't he so ungrateful ) — 
Are you going to listen to me? I’ve 
got my back to the wall — (Walbottle, ’e 
means) — Danm it, will you— (Naughty !) 
— ^Ladies and Gentlemen — (That 's right, 
Ilughie, don't you mind the horrid men. 
You begin all over again, dearie) — I only 
ask for fair play — (Did you give the 
Budget fair flay?) — ^Yes, we did — (Oh, 
Percival, 'ow can you9 and on your 
hirthday too/)— Look here, do you think 
I want to talk to you ? — (Do you think ice 
leant to listen to you?) — Evidently you 
don’t — i'Ow bright Little Stanley 's get- 
ting) — ^Very well, then, you needn’t — 
(That 's right, ducky, you get along to bed, 
Perkins loill bring your tea wp in the 
morning) — ^But I’m just going to say 
one thing ; if your beastly Radical gets 
in and the Germans come, don’t ask me 
to defend you— (Ou?, mei'cy, mercy jy 

Pinking and the Elections. 

An interesting situation has arisen at 
Little Froglands. One of the industries 
of the constituency is that of pinking, 
and much doubt has been expressed as 
to which way the pinking vote would 
go. Last week the National Society of 
Pinkers asked the following questions of 
each Candidate : 

(1) Will you, if elected, do your 
utmost to further the interests of the 
pinking trade ? 

(2) Do you approve of State aid to 
pinkers ? 

The Liberal Candidate has replied : — 

(1) By all means. 

(2) Certainly. 

The Unionist Candidate’s answers 
were : — 

(1) Yes. 

(2) Yes, 

After considering these replies at a 
meeting which lasted some hours, the 
Society decided to recommend that its 
members should vote for the Liberal 
Candidate, The piuking vote is there- ! 
fore gained for progress. 

A Cessation of Hostilities. 

The two Candidates for N.E. Sparkton 
have decided to observe a truce during 
the Christmas holiday, and no meetings 
will be held between the 23rd and the 
27th. It is theproud boast of Englishmen 
that they are always ready to sink 


political differences in the face of a great 
national festival. But, as soon as the 
armistice is over, Sir Moses Hoggenheim 
and Mr. Otto Steiner will be fighting as 
fiercely as ever ! 

The ‘‘Voice” again. 

“A Voice” was in deadly form again 
last night at Craven Ash, and quite 
spoilt the effect of tlie Radical’s attack 
on the House of Lords. For instance : 

, . We have been accused of bring- 
ing in this Budget from motives of re- 
venge. That is a baseless accusation. 
Our one motive was revenue,” 

A Voice. “ Wot 0 ! ’ 

Later on it interrupted with even 
more deadly point. 

“And while wo are pledged to eco- 
nomy,” the Candidate was saying, “we 
are none the less absolutely determined 
to maintain the Navy in a condition of 
invincible superiority.” 

A Voice. “ Yus, I don’t think ! ” 

The effect of this was withering. 

Shot and Shell for the Campaign. 

There is no such thing as “Free 
Food.” You have to pay for everything 
you eat. 

{The alove is issued ns a leaflet, at Is. Gd. 

a thousand, hj the Tariff Reform League.) 

Horseflesh is cheaper in Germany 
than in England. You cannot get it at 
any price in this country. 

{The above is isnied as a leaflet, at Is. Cd. 

a thousand, hj the Free Trade Union.) 

A vote given to the Liberal is a vote 
sold to Germany. 

Linoleum. 

Number of million feet manufactured : 

In Germany (1908) ... 32,156 

In England (1902)... 33,259 
See that this is driven home into the 
mind of every elector. 

Germany is now building one super- 
Dreadnought a month (cf. Daily Mail). 
In 1912 they will have 52. What will 
the price of food matter to you then ? 

The Duke of Sutherland owns more 
than a million acres. There are some 
men who do not own one. Is this fair ? 

Sugar Sifters. 

1908 England ... £181,236 

Germany ... £179,997 i 
(Brazilian silver at Gs. an oz.) 

1732 England ... 512 men 

Germany ... 27 men 

(Less re-exports and including cost of freight.) 
English increase per cent., 25. German , 
increase per cent., 84. 

What have you got to say to that 9 I 
A. A. M. ! 

“Flight with CiNEMATOGRAPn.” 

‘ Daily Mail. 

. ‘ ‘ Elopement with Typewriter ” is a fairly 
; common headline ; this is something new. 
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MOTORBIKOLOGY. 

I AM the possessor of a motor "bicycle 
which, is distinguished (as witness 
printed documents in my possession) 
by being “the most unrivalled motor 
bike on the market.” I therefore feel 
well within the mark in stating that my 
pattern of machine is extremely unique, 
and that what is true of mine is more 
than true of other motor bicycles. On 
' the strength of this fact I come forward 
as a Discoverer in a science which has 
been called, I regret to say, “Motor- 
bikology.” My root discovery is: {a) 
that no correct estimate of the speed 
and running cost of a motor bicycle has 
yet been published ; and (b) that the 
popiilar belief that a motor bicycle 
travels at a speed ranging from twenty- 
five to forty miles an hour, at a cost of 
less than a farthing a mile, is entirely 
erroneous. I will give my conclusions, 
and the scientific evidence upon which 
they rest, without comment. 

I . — Personal Declaration, 

I, during twelve months, ran my motor 
.bicycle 6,654 miles. Time occupied, 
1,251 hours. Cost of running, £189. 

II . — Grand Gondusion. 

A SJ h.p. motor bicycle travels at an 
average speed ^et) of five miles an hour 
at an average cost of seven-pence a mile. 

III . — Analysis of distance travelled. 

Miles. 

Reading of cyclometer 7,732 

Deduct for error due to Miles, 

optimism of cyclometer 861 

Deduct distance run- 
ning with bicycle in 
starting 217 

Total deductions 1,078 1,078 

Total distance travelled 6,654 

IV,-— Analysis of Time spent 

Number of hours running 3941: 

Hours taking in petrol, repairs 
by roadside, asking way, etc. . 207 

Hours in garage repairing, 
timing up, and finding out 

what was the matter 563 

Clerical work abusing Railway 
Company, complaining of oil, 
corresponding re gosling, mar- 
moset (see below), etc., etc. ... 86| 

Total hours 1,251 

V . — Analfiis of Cost of Running for 
Twelve Months, 

4% interest on £63 (cost ^ s. d. 
of machine with acces- 
sories) ^ 2 10 4| 

Depreciation on cycle for 

one year 32 15 0 

Renewal and repair of tyres 7 3 0 

Petrol 4 7 0 

Lubricating oil 3 5 4 

£ s. d. 

Brought forward ... 50 0 8f 

Compensation — Gosling, 45.; 

marmoset, £2 175. ... ... 3 10 

Legal fees incidental to last 

item ^ ^ 

Charges at various garages . 11 14 0 

Surgeon's fee attending gun- 
shot wound 4 4 0 

(Sparking plug blew out and 
shot me in leg) 

Druggist’s a/c do 14 7 

Surgeon’s fee attending 2nd 
gunshot in old wound ... 15 15 0 

Nurae for three weeks ... 11 10 0 

Druggist’s a/c do 2 4 0 

Five pairs trousers burnt ... 8 15 0 

(Heating o£ engine lights up 
rider’s trousers.) 

Allowance on clothing other- 
wise injured 6 6 0 

Leathercoat, leggings, etc.... 4 17 0 

Tools, small parts, replace- 
ments, taxidermist setting 
up marmoset, carbide, 

lamp-oil ... 14 9 0 

Dinner at Ritz Hotel to owner 
of marmoset on amicable 

settlement ... 6 80 

Licence, fees, tips to persons 

pushing, etc., etc ' 7 3 8 

First fine and costs ... ... 2 3 6 

Second fine and costs 8 13 0 

Third fine and costs 17 6 0 

Sundries and incidentals ... 9 3 4 

Total cost £189 0 5| 

A PRESENT FOR A GOOD BURGUR. 

A STUDY IN ADVERTISEMENT FICTION. 

Chapter I. 

“But,” said I, stepping rather sud- 
denly into the dining-room, “either I 
am dreaming or you are a burglar.” 

“ Of course it is not for me to say,” 
he answered, toying idly with a jemmy, 
whatever that may be, “but I should 
guess that you are dreaming. I notice 
that you have got pyjamas on.” 

“ Have I ? ” I said. 

Aslestos Pyjamas do not shrink in 
the wash. 

Chapter II. 

“I notice,” I continued, “that you do 
not directly deny that you have come 
here to do something naughty.” 

“I may be a burglar,” he answered, 
“ but I am no liar.” 

The Boston Syndicate will teach you 
any profession in three lessons. 

Chapier III. 

“Burglar,” I said, “I do believe that 
you meant to burgle my Christmas-tree. 
I could have forgiven you anything but 
that.” 

“ Given ? ” he said quickly. 

“ Forgiven,” I corrected. “ As it hap- 

pens I have no tree to burgle. To think 
that I am a nephew and yet have not | 
been given a Christmas-tree, and that, 
if I had, you would have burgled it ! ” i 

“Say what you like about your ! 
aunts,” ho said, “ but for myself I only i 
dropped in to see if 1 could pick up * 
a Christmas card or two.” He tried to ! 
look me in the eye without laughing. | 

“Let us rather drink each other’s ! 
liealth,” said I. “An txcuse like that 
deserves something wet. After all, I : 
suppose that 1 was wrong. Of course j 
there is no such word as ‘ burgle.’ ” i 

Insure your Christmas4ree against ! 
Fire and Dishonesty at the Moon Office, t 

Chapter IV. 

We drank. 

Drink and Enjoy {if you can) Smitli^s | 
Non-intoxicant Gooseberry Squash, 

Chapter V. 1 

“A merry Christmas to you,” said I, | 
in my cups. 

“Thanks,” he answered. 

“No trouble,’* said I, dopreeatingly. 

“Nor expense,” he added, sarcastic- 
like. “Tliis liquor has a nice golden 
tint about it. 1 suppose there is no 
more gold in the house, is there 

“Lots down the ceiar,” I said, rising. 

“A man who takes a hint as quickly 
as that,” he said, commanding me to 
be seated, “ought to take the right 
hint. . . . Now, try and guess this one. 
When you are playing bridge and you 
dare not go no trumps, hearts, clubs 
or spades, what do you declare? And 
if so, where are they, and is the safe 
door locked or only just pushed to? ” 

“ The safe is locked, ‘ I told him, 

“ and it is only a meat safe. Personally 

I should leave it to dummy.” ' 

“ No diamonds worth declaring 1 ” he 
sighed. “And yet you wish me a 
merry Christmas, But I suppose that 
every cloud has. ...” 

“Not this cloud,” said L “The 
forks are only electro, and had electro 
at that. By the way, when I said that 
about Aunts, I did not mean to include 1 
Aunt Mary, Though she has not got a 1 
silver lining, she has at least nmem- t 
bered what a good nephew I am to her. i 
Af.er all, what is mere silver compared i 
with the kind thought ? ” i 

Buy Brumjum Forks and Spoons. 
They are not worth stealing. 

Chapter VI. 

“ In the cupboard above your heatl is ! 
the handsome vase which,” I continued, 

; “ was sent to me by Aunt M ” 

' “ Thanks,” he said, rising to go, “ hut 

I happen to be a nephew myself.” 

All seasonable Contributions should be 
accompanied by a stamped and addressed . 

- envelope. 




Boy. “What has he been doing, Mothee?” 

Mother, “I don’t know, deae, bdt it must have been something veey bad indeed.” 
Boy. “I KNOW. He must have been oontradioting his mothee.” 


ANNOYANCES OF A NIMROD. 

[“ I was too near to shoot, had no time^ to 
j’aise my gon, and there was the lioness coming 
in the other direction. I had the presence of 
mind not to turn my back on the rhinoceros, 
and stepped aside, but it di<l the same.^ I then 
stepped to the other side, and was distinctly 
j i\‘Jeved to see it pass Extract from a 
letter of the Acting District Commissioner of 
Baringo.'] 

When I was casually making 
Some punctures in a lioness, 

I heard a sound of "brauclies breaking 
Behind my hack, and muttered 
“Bless!" 

Clad in a sort of leather “lino," 

And much too near for me to pot, 
There came a most enormous rhino 
That seemed in haste and rather hot. 

I waited for a while in loco 

Until the homely-featured brute 
Had wellnigh barked me with his boko ; 
Then I meandered off his route. 

But he, with that amazing rudeness 
That stamps the larger types of game, 
Invalidated all my shrewdness 
By spotting it — and did the same. 


So, anxious to avoid collision. 

And feeling death involved a bore, 

I acted with extreme decision,^ 

And two-stepped to the right once 
more. 

That did the trick: his shoulders shrug- 
ging. 

The pachyderm (a great release) ^ 
Departed thence and left me plugging 
My wounded lioness in peace. 

But still it made my hair untidy ; 

It seems a shame one cannot make 
A simple bag of large felidce 
(Such as are found in Afric’s brake) 

Without this ever-present trammel — 
The risk that, from another track, 
Some utterly extraneous mammal 
May want to barge one in the back. 


“ Lord Denman puts the case in a nutshell as 
a red herring to save the House of Lords.” 

Daily Chronicle. 

TMs reminds ns that Saved ly a red 
herring, or Put me among the^ nuts, is 
the title of om* new election serial. 


Commercial Candour. 

The Breeders' Gazette advertises the 
following testimonials in the American 
i^edition of an English magazine 

“ ‘I am continually surprised at the number 
of persons who regard The Gazette as one of tlie 
-choicest pieces of literature that comes to their 
homes, and who eagesly read its pages.* 

Peof. W. a. Henry, 

America’s Poremost Agricultural Educator. 

‘ That little story by Robert Jameson in The 
Gazette oH June 2 ; 3 is as near literature as 
^any thing we hni these days in the periodicals. 
Milton 0. Nelson, 

Secretary Northwestern. Cedarman’s Asso- 
ciation.” 

A modest little papei*. The Breeders 
'Gazette. 

Mr. Punch's suggestion for a Christ- 
-mas Card ; — 

Mr. wishes you 

A MERRY CHRISTMAS 

AND 

A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 

(Have you auo hoohs of mine 9 If so, 
please return them.) 
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CHRISTMAS, 1909. 

[The author has beeu iiistmcted by a Child 
of the Period to compose the following lines 
on his behalf.] 

Once more tlie silly season comes 
When grown-nps overload their turns. 
And self-respecting bahes must school 
Their saner selves to play the fool. 

We moderns are not quite so green 
As our poor parents must have been, 
Nor can we view as aught but bosh 
This silly Santa Clausy tosh. 

The ancient myth ’s a bit too thin ! 

I Ve seen the van-man handing in 
All Santa Claus’s gifts. What ’s more, 
The bills were settled at the door. 

Oh, if my poor dear parents knew 
The modern infant’s point of view, 

And learnt that it was shared by me, 
How disappointed they would be ! 

It pleases them to talk a lot 
Of lairy tales and tommy rot 
And make a jnost mysterious fuss— 

It pleases them, and don’t hurt us. 


On Christmas-eve they love to tread, 
Like stealthy burglars, round my bed — 
I never knew, what pure delight meant 
Until r saw their young excitement. 

As stage conspirators they creep, 

Poor darlings, thinking I ’m asleep, 
Though I can scarce control my features 
While watching these pathetic creatures. 

So once again I make pretence 
To bid adieu to common sense 
And, just to humour these good folk, 
Play once again the worn-out joke. . 

And this must be my lame excuse 
For putting stockings to a use 
For which, thoughmeant to be suspended, 
The bally things were net intended. 


Life’s Little Ironies. 

“ Mr. should have given a lecture on 

Tuesday night on his travels in the land o£ the 
Esquimos, but owing to a chill he was unable 
to deliver the lecture .” — Local Paper. 

Our beastly climate again. So different 
from the Arctic Circle. 


CHRISTMAS HINTS. 

Women are always at a loss to know i 
what to give to their men-iblk at Christ- 
mas. They might give a worse present ; 
than a blue plush tobacco-pouch em- 
broidered in silver— but it would be 
difiScult. 

A new game for the long winter even- 
ings has just been invented. It is 
exceedingly simple and only requires a 
sense of humour and a little cotton-wool. 
The game is called Deaf Man’s Buff ’* 
and is a pleasant change. 

It is an unhealthy practice to lick the 
gummed side of postage stamps— and 
to lick the other side is silly^ The 
best way is to leave a packet of en- 
velopes ia a basin of water aU night; 
in the morning your stamps will be 
found to stick readily wherever required. 

“ 2590— Parcel lady’s clothes : Coat, skirt, 
blouses, hats, boots, shoes, trousers : fit youth ! 
16-17.”— 27ic Ladij. 

The Suffragette telegraph-boy is ap- 
parently retiring from business. 








IT IS A LIE 

That in the year 1831 Mr. Asquith said 
that nothing should ever shake his 
faith in the Honse of Lords. 

That Leonardo da Vinci always staffed 
Victorian bed quilts into his wax 
busts. 

That President Taft weighs only 7 stone 
4 lbs. 

That Sandow lives entirely on monies 
marinieres. 

That Mr. Robert Blatohfor]) is really 
trembling. 

That Mr. Pierpont Morgan has bought 
the Salting Collection. 

That East Marylebone is an earthly para- 
dise of contented Unionists. 

That Cook and Peary have signed articles 
of partnership. 

That Mr. Ellis Barker has a pure English 
accent. 

That one can have quite a decent game 
of billiards with three hard-boiled 


That, strictly speaking, a large out- 
fitter’s three hundred yards away' 
from a castle is a small tailor’s next 
door to it. 

That any good thing can come from a 
Radical Government. 

That any good thing can come from a 
Conservative Government. 


THE REAL MARTYRS. 

He was lying, a mass of bandages, in 
his hospital bed, and I asked the doctor 
to tell me who and what he was. 

‘‘We don’t know,” he said. “He 
hasn’t spoken yet. He was brought in 
late last night and is still unconscious.” 

Just as I was passing on, the band- 
ages stirred and the man opened his 
eyes. 

“ Hullo ! he said, looking at me. 
i “ HuUo 1 ” said I, recognising his voice. 
“You? What on earth are you doing 
here ? What ’s the matter ? ” 

' “But where am I?’^ he asked, and 


then took in his surroundings. “ Great 
Scott, it ’s a hospital ! ” 

“ Of course. You ’re hurt. You must 
have had an accident,” I said. ^ 

He thought silently for a little while 
and then remarked, “Of course. I 
was thrown out of the Town Hall at 
last night’s Liberal meeting.” 

He began to laugh. 

“ But you ’re not a Suffragette,” I said. 
“No,” he said, “that’s the joke. I 
called out, ‘ Down with women ! ’ and 
they thought I said, ‘ Votes for women ! ’ ! 
and threw me out. I must have put 
the accent on the -wrong word, and all 
they heard was ‘ women.’ ” 

“What is that you’re saying?” a 
feeble voice inquired from the next bed. 
My poor friend repeated the story. 
“It’s true enough,” said the feeble 
voice. “I ought to know, because I 
was sitting next to you. I know it was 
a mistake, but it didn’t help matters a 
bit, and one of the stewards broke my 
head. And,” he quavered piteously, 

“ the stupid thing is that I’m a Liberal 
too, and dead against the Suffragettes.” 
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assailant. The confusion caused by the lightning velocity wo plunged down into 
PIANISTIC PERILS. incident was terrific, but by a happy the waters of the Caspian. Fiveminutes 

Awful Expeeiekces of Me. Bambeegee. thought I improvised an intermezzo afterwards I was picked up by the yacht 
The reality of the perils to which ?'elig'ioso of so narcotic a nature that the of the Khan of Khokand, which hap- 
maenetic artists are subject has once Amazons were all thrown into a state of pened oe cruising in the vicinity, 
more been vividly brought before us in comatose impassivity, and were success- but the Duchess was never seen again, 
the poignant narrative of the attempted fully removed on stretchers by the Entangled in the wreckage of the car 
kidnapping of a young pianist by an attendants. ,, she sank like a stone to the blue depths 

infatuW counters which appears in “ 1 had another narrow esrape, con- of the Caspian. 

the columns of The Daily Glironide, a tinued the great virtuoso, “ in Tiflis Mr. Bambeegee wiped away a tear a^nd , 
DtiDGr notoriously averse from sensation- wliere a Circassian Ducliess, after I liad pioceeded . xiaving lelused a duke- 
Vind . , 1 m Circassia, It was 


alism of every kind. r 

That tliis is no now 
danger is abundantly 
made clear in tbe thrill- 
ing recital of his own 
experiences witb which 
Mr. Bamberger has gra- 
ciously condescended to 
regale our representa- 
tive. 

Mr. Bamberger, who 
was reclining in a sump- 
tuously upholstered 
armchair at the house 
of his father-in-law, 
Sir Poinpey Boldero, 
was clad in a dazzling 
kimono surmounted by 
a tasselled Zingari 
smoking-cap. His clear- 
cut features indicated 
genius; his brow ex- 
haled the- sublime. 
Mrs. Bamberger, a 'petite 
figure clad in a shim- 
mering gown of some 
soft material, crouched 
picturesquely on a 
einque-cento saddlebag 
stool at the feet of her 
sultanic spouse. When 
our representative had 
recovered from his 
natural nervousness a{. 
the proximity of these 
two superhuman figures, 
Mr. Bamberger began 
his recital: — 

“One of the most 
extraordinary e x p e r i- 
ences which I ever 
underwent was when 
fulfilling an engage- 
ment at a Court concert 




WM 






not to be expected that 
I should accept the offer 
of a niandarinate in the 
Yang-1 ze valley. But I 
had more than all my 
work cut out to escape 
from the minions of 


Prince P 


who was 






, , ' ' amongst living'pianists. 

Phyllis {up from the country). “Bdt, Dick, this is just like the ust piece tod I doubt wbetlier 

tovom ME TO SEE HERE.” ■ _ „ LiszT himsclf oquaUed 

Diefc. “ Mr DEAR Phyllis, PON T BE ABSDEP. Tins is The Kauobtv Qist of Nice ivt..! -c 

fD TEE OTHER WAS TeE GbASSE WiDOW. SORELY YOU KNOW THAT NlOE AND GEARSE numoer. mOSL 01 

tE TWO ENTIRELY DIFFERENT PLACES.” kldnappOTS WGTC 

= Countesses, but I had a 






BROUGHT ME TO SEE HERE.” ' 

' Dick. “ My dear Phyllis, don’t be absurd. This is I'he Naughty Girl of Nice 

AND TEE OTHER WAS TeE GbASSE WiDOW, KURELY YOU KNOW THAT NlOE AND GRARSE 
ARE TWO ENTIRELY DIFFERENT PLACES.” 


in Dahomey. The' performance was declined her offer of marriage sixteen most humiliating experience in Man- 
attended' by the whole corps of Ama- times, resorted to drastic measures to Chester, when I ’was abducted by the 
zons, with , their generalissimaf the break down my opposition. At my last widow of a Jubilee Knight.’* 

Princess Juj'uha, a superb brunette, recital, while I was playing Chopin’s 
^ Mrs. Bamberger, who was sitting in the Funeral March,' a bomb was exploded 

front row,' suddenly became conscious of on the platform. The room was filled From The East Anglian Daihj Times 
a sense of acute compression in the with an asphyxiating vapour, and when we extract the following clerical intelli- 
region of ^ the jujugular vein and dis- I recovered consciousness it was to find gence: — 

covered that she had been lassoed from myself in the car of ' the Ducliess s “ Whereas the Rector of St. Giles’ has a net 
behind by the Princess ! With a violent dirigible balloon, heading straight for value of about £90 a year, the Vicarage at the 
effort she disengaged her neck from the the Caspian. ‘ Be mine,’ cried the village of Newport has an endowment of three 
noose and, removing a diamond-hilted infatuated Circassian. ‘Never,’ I re- times that amount.” 
hatpin— the gift of the Emperor I^neijek plied with’ implacable disdain. Swift as A scheme for the official valuation of 
— ipm her toque^ drove it with un- thought she severed the cords that Rectors should certainly be tacked on 
erring aim through the hand of her attached the car to the balloon, and with 1 to the next Socialist Budget. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [DecEMBEn 22, 1909. 


A PANACEA. 

[Mile. CuiuE HE Seeval recommends us to fast for two days a week 
regularly, as a cure for diseases of the mind and body. She herself has 
fasted for as long as forty days, dming which time her brain was more 
active and clear than usual ; anxiety, worry, care were all suspenaea, 
and she was able to regard a precarious future with serenity.] 

If ills of the flesh, should assail me, 

If tootliaclie sliould rage througli my head, 

If I ’m seized with bronchitis. 

Sore throat or gastritis, 

And ready to wish I were dead ; 

I know that all physics will fail me — 

The days of the doctor are past — 

I only desire to 
Be left to retire to 
My own little chamber and fast. 

In peace and silence there 
I watch the weeks slip by ; 

' No chop, no steak, no ales, no cake 
Come near to make my organs ache ; 

I munch a little air, 

A little light I try, 

And day hy day I grow more gay, 

And fleshly sorrows fly. 

When iUs of the spirit depress me, 

When the future seems dark and forlorn, 

When I ’m filled with misgiving 
And can’t earn a living 
And wish I had never been born ; 

When fortune declines to caress me 
And shows me a face overcast, 

There ’s only one favour 
I ’d trouble to crave her— 

A month or two’s nice quiet fast. 

And as the moments flew 
I ’d learn to raise my head, 

For this great thought with joy is fraught : — 
Now I ’ve been taught to live on naught, 

The future I may view 
Without a trace of dread ; 

If food ’s de tropj what matter though 
I cannot earn my bread ! 

No doubt there are some who would quail at 
The rigorous cure I commend. 

Some people would label 
The joys of the table 
Life’s principal object and end. 

Even I, when I started, would pale at 
The thought of a forty-day fast ; 

But the comforting fact is, 

W ith plenty of practice 
I ’ ve come to enjoy it at last. 

Yet every now and then 
I feel my courage slump ; 

There comes a fear that spoils my cheer 
And bids the tear of grief appear : 

Suppose some silly men 
To this conclusion jump 
That they have met a Suffragette — 

Suppose they ply the pump ! 


Our Overworked Judges, 

A contemporary on the need for more of them 


THE PROVINCIAL EDITOR^S LETTER-BAG. 

II. i 

Dear Mr. Hedges, — ^I nm venturing to send you a box of 
cigars to smoke during the iVstivc season. They arc, I 
think, not bad, and I know that you are one who can 
appreciate tobacco when you meet with it. May I coti- 
gratxxlate you on your article on the proposed iniquitous 
diversion of the Charton Road ? It seemed to me admirable 
both in substance and manner, although, if a criticism might 
he found, it would probably bear upon the lenience of your 
pen and your too kind generalisations. But a bu>y man 
like yourself, with a thousand duties, many of them small 
and vexatious, to perform fand, indeed, Mrs. Scrasc and I 
often marvel you can get through it all), and a new-comer 
among us too, cannot of course be in a position to know, 
as I, for example, must, with premises right on the present 
road, how utterly unnecessary and contrary to public 
interest this step is. 

You Icok at the case from the broad standpoint of a 
publicist; whereas I, who have lived here all my life, see 
it also as a born and bred Eastburian. To me and mine, 
and I assure you to most of the town, this change would be 
a blow too severe to contemplalc without emotion. Cali us 
sentimentalis's if you will- -there is no disgrace in that— but 
we, like yourself, are something more too. We stand for 
what is right and jn-t against tlic new and predatory 
faction wdiicli follows Mr. Garner. It is therefore tliat I s.iy, 
More power to your elbow ! 

The cigars, I ought to tell you, arc of the famous 1899 
crop, and are absolutely ready for smoking. But you 
should keep them in a warm place. If you have a cupboard 
near a chimney so much the better. 

With all the compliments of the season, lielieve me, 
dear Mr. Hedges, Yours cordially, Simon Scrase. 


Mv DEAR Hedges, — Christmas being on us, I take the 
opportunity of sending you a case of sherry, a xvine which 
is, I am glad to say, coining into fashion again. So far as 
I am concerned it never went out, and my father before 
me was true to it too. 

If yoxx would bring Mrs. Hedges to supper on Boxing 
Day it woxxld give Mrs. Garner and myself very great 
pleasure, and we would have a jolly evening and forget 
for once that there were any troubles or differences of 
opinion on anything, or that there existed so trumpery 
an affair as this Charton Road diversion, on which I see 
you take a surprising and, for you, not too well-informed line. 

I wish you had consxxlted me before writing that article, 
as I am probably the only man in Eastbury who really 
knows all the facts. No doubt certain persons on the 
present road will suffer, but the public good is the only 
thing to be considered— the welfare of the greatest number. 
Moreover Lord Aberley gives the land, and that means much, 
especially when you remember how important is his good- 
will to Eastbuiy as a whole. But this is talking shop, and 
that I have no wish to do. j 

Let me have a line saying that Mrs. Hodges and you will ! 
honour us, and hoping that the wine will be to your taste 
believe me, xvith all good wishes for a Merry Christmas and 
a Happy New Year, Yours sincerely, Rufus Garner. 


“ He [the foreigner] may dump his goods on onr shores below cost 
price ... by the aid of the profits he makes in our free markets ] 
he may undersell us in the neutral empire of the world .’^ — The Bail'll 
Telegm^ph. 


“ But perhaps the most convincing evidence of. all is the practice ^ ^ ' . , , 

now pursued by several of the judges of sitting half an hour, or even Aou see how it s done ? What clever beggars these foreigners 
longer, every day but Saturday, in order to keep pace with the business.” are, making their profits by selling under cost price. 




THE LITTLE RIFT. 

JlmiiseJiolder, “No, I shan’t give you anything. You play all out op tune.” 

Comet {confidentially') » “ Well, I ’ll tell you ’ow it is, Sir, There ’s some of ’em ’as a grudge against others, and does it 
o’ PURPOSE.” 


CHRISTMAS REPARTEES. 

There is a painful lack of originality 
about the replies to the usual salutations 
on December 25th and January 1st, and 
the British Public collectively does not 
appear able to devise a more brilliant 
reply than “ The same to you and many 
ot‘ ’em 1” on these occasions. We think 
there is room for a more delicate exhibi- 
tion of tact and recognition of our ac- 
quaintances’ amour prapre at this season 
of the year. Some familiar phrases may 
be made to do quite well and perhaps 
gain additional point when serving to 
rebut the inevitable greeting. As witness 
the following brief list of rejoinders : — 

I To aPoliceman. — “Pass along, please !” 

To a Bridge-playing Friend.— “Leave 
it to you, partner,” 

To a Public-house Acquaintance. — 
“ Give it a name ! ” 

To an Army Man. — “Pass visiting 
rounds,” or “ Pass grand rounds ” (if a 
Field Oificer). 


To a Railway Employee. — “By your- 
leave, please ! ” 

To a Member of the Profession. — “ So 
long, old dear ! ” 

To the Driver of a Metropolitan Stage 
Carriage. — “ Higher up 1 ” 

To a Domestic Servant. — “Jt ’s 
granted ! ” 

To a Crossing - sweeper or Coster- 
monger. — “ Not ’arf ! ” 

To Mr. TJre. — “ Tu quoque ! ” 

To an M.P. (actual or prospective). — 
“ Many Happy Returns 1 ” 

To a Newspaper Proprietor. — “Not 
Too Many Returns ! ’* | 

To a Teuton Fire-eater. — “ Am Tag ! ” | 
To a Candidate for Charity. — “Don’t 
mention it ! ” 

To a Colonial, — “ Bully for you ! ” 

To John Bull generally, — “ Wake up, 
England ! ” 

These repartees might also be judi- 
ciously interchanged where the assailant 
is smaller or less pugnacious than your- 
self, and quite a pleasing element of 


surprise and briskness would be thus 
imported into a somewhat stale conver- 
sational gambit. 

Commercial Candour* 

Notice on the advertisement curtain at 
the Grand Theatre, Halifax : — 

“ A smart business firm will shortly occupy 
tlxis space. Watch it carefully.” 

We will, indeed. 

From a New South Wales Paper : — 

“ I, P. Blanch, Challenge to Chop William 
Dart, within a month from date from £1 up, 
and will al.ow him 10 seconds on a 12in, log.” 

William’s respite is very short. How- 
ever — there it is. A pound off the best 
end of the neck for us. 

“*The only book of its kind in the world. : 
There is no more useful refeience handbook of 
its kind in existence .’ — The WorldJ^ — ^Advt. in 
The WeeMy Times. 

The World seems to us to put the matter 
very fairly. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Glerlis.) 

There is at least one adjective that can with propriety be 
applied to the work of William De Morgak— prodigious. 
As a mere record of achievement the thing disarms criticism. 
Not, I think, that his latest book. It Never Gan Happen 
Again (Heinemank), is quite equal to the best of what has 
gone before. Indeed, my personal feeling in reading it was 
one of slight disappointment, and even a slight disappoint- 
ment that lasts tliroughout two volumes becomes a serious 
matter. The tale is told with all, and more, of the now 
familiar charm, but in itself is a poor, unfascinating thing. 
Alfred GhalLis had married, apparently, his Deceased Wife’s 
Sister, so that when subsequently he fell in love with J uditli 
Arhroyd he determined to elope with her in a motor before 
the passing of the Bill could make him an errant husband. 
But being upset out of the motor - 
he lost all memory of Judith 
(a catastrophe to which Mr. De 
Morgan’s characters seem pecu- 
liarly liable), and returned to 
the domestic but illegal hearth. 

And, after all, n6t only did it 
transpire that poor Marianne 
was not the sister of his deceased 
wife, owing to that lady’s having 
previously married someone else 
who was stiU alive, but that, on 
account of an irregularity in her 
own family, she was not even the 
sister of anybody. So there you 
are; though you do not arrive 
there mthout innumerable di- 
gressions and pleasant irrele- 
vancies, which these who love 
Mr. De Morgan’s work for this 
very quality will much enjoy. 

Others perhaps wiU. be tempted, 
as I was, to urge the author (in 
the words of the old Lancashire 
story) to “ get eendways wi’ the 
tale 1 ” Still, a pleasant enough 
book, and now that Mr. De 
Morgan has once more proved 
that such can be written and ap- 
preciated in these bustling days 


House, and, from a psyehologicul point of vitnv, the mirrator’s 
evident conviction that hlackmail may become a solomn and 
sacred duty. As for tlio Bishop of Jxrchesler, I frankly do 
not believe in liiin, and should recmnniead Mx*. Bijown to 
study some more probable types of the ]>relacy, beginniurr^ 
let us say, with his Right (though eccentric) Reverence of 
Riim4i-foo in The Bah Ball acts. 





Among the saddest oxpeidences of life is the feeling that 
one gx'ows evei'y day more and more pnK>f against tiie allure- 
ments of life with a single companion on an island in the 
South Seas. 1 can remember the time when nothing could 
have suited me better than living as Herbert Strancj’s two 
young heroes live in Palm Tree Island (Henry Frowde and 
idoDDER AND Stougiiton). How I should liavc rojoiecd in the 
circumventing of that mutinous crew; how gladly would I 
have braved the terrors of the shipwreck and thcAmknown 
perils of the land to whicdi the raft floated ; with what enthu- 
siasm would I Irave entered into 
the making of tools from flint, 
the building of the hut, the 
(‘ultivation^ of bread-fruit, the 
domestication of wild pigs and 
wild poultry. It says a good 
deal for Mr. vStrang’s story that, 
luiving^ long since resigned my 
shares in such delights to the 
Noimger dogs, 1 should have 
been moved with a desire to live 
it all over again. This is due 
very largely to the discovery that 
the desert island idea was still 
capable of original treatment. 
I hope tluit Mr. SHrinKG, having 
turned his skilful hand to, it, 
has not exhausted its possi- 
bilities. Meanwhile I commend 
Palm Tree Island to young ad- 
venturers, and advise them not 
to let tho excellent coloured 
pictures distract them from the 
uncoloured ones, whicli show 
them how to make all sorts of 
useful things out of the most 
unpromising materials. 


Prospective Lodger. “ Oir, we shan’t want much for meals 1 ” 
Landlady. 1 do ’ope, Sir, you ain’t one o’ them 'bruaceous 
BOARDERS ! ” 


I hope he will give the lie to his title and let it happen many 


times again. 


Bold, bad bishops are rather uncommon in present-day 
fiction, though one has been appealing before the footlights. 
ViNOENT Brown, however, has portrayed a prelate who is a 
villain of the first water. I imagine Mr, Brown, a weary 
toiler through miles of unprofitable villainy, in search of a 
thoroughly rousing plot, bursting suddenly upon the Epis- 
copal Bench and exclaiming, like Xenophon’s people, “ The 
see ! The see ! ” The supposed autobiographist of The Screen 
(Chapman and Hall) is the natural son of the man who 
becomes Bishop of Lercbester, and the plot turns upon a 
pod-screen erected by the hero’s mother, to which exception 
taken by this militant Low Church divine with a past. 
His son has become the proprietor of The Lerehester Observer ^ 
and after a period of fruitless negotiations threatens to 
publish The Love Letters of a Bishop ” in bis responsible 
I® power in three counties.” Although 
^ j Bishop feels compelled to resign, the sensation fizzles out, 
and there is no very stirring incident in the book. Possibly 
its most interesting features are the wrangle in the Chapter 


I have not yet got at the 
literary and artistic contents of 
Mr. Tom Smith’s Christmas publications, for that would 
mean the premature destruction of their gorgeous bindings ; 
but if you can judge of crackers by their outward show, then 
indeed ought these to he all glorious within. Of sterner 
stuff, good for business men and housewives, are the practical 
diaries of Messrs. T. J. and J. S.mith, They confine them- 
selves to facts and open spaces for more facts. On the other 
hand some of the charming calendars of Messrs. Hills & Co. 
are on. the borderland where fact meets fancy. Many of 
them take the form of booklets devoted to a single theme, 
as in the case of a delightful calendar with old-world instruc- 
tion for garden-lovers. A novel feature of the almanacks of 
the “ At-a-glance ” Calendar Co, is a little red frame on a 
movable wire for setting apart the day that is from the 
others that have been or are going to be. 

“There is no more dramatic story in tha Old Testament than the 
manner in which this king and his army were discomfited, and ♦ ven 
those who are not too familiar with the pages of Hezekiah are pro- 
bably acquainted from their schooldays with Byron’s Assyrian.” 

_ . . .A T . Everting Standard. 

it IS pitiful to think how many people there must be who 
have never even heard of the Book of Hezekiah. 




Forewarned is forearmed. Thank me 
for that information and push on with 
this article. Its perusal will repay you 
a thousand-fold. 

Forewarned is forearmed. Beware, 
you cannot be too ware, of 1910. Dur- 
ing your recent past, while dancing, 
sticky hand in sticky hand, round the 
Christmas-tree, spilling the candle-grease 
on your best suit and wondering how 
much this show was going to cost you, 
you may have tried to forget the inevit- 
able future. You may, in a foolish 
optimism, even have brought yourself to 
regard it as evitable, have even hoped to 
escape 1910 altogether by going to bed 
on December 31st, 1909, and staying 
there for 8,7C0 hours. This is a de- 
lightful idea, but impossible of execu- 
tion.. However well trained your servants 
might be, it is certain that one of them 
would be officious enough not only to 
come and call you, but to see that you 
got up, long before you had got into 
three figures. I regard my own staff 
(one charwoman) as a model of discre- 
tion and discrimination, but even she 
would not let me stay in bed much 
beyond April without doing something 
drastic and overbearing. Have I ever 
told you about this charlady of mine? 
No ? Then I will not do so now. She 
I can Aalk for herself. 


Nineteen Ten is so called because it is 
the nineteen-tenth. It was pushing 
enough to get ahead of Nineteen Eleven, 
but not being on the spot at the end of 
Nineteen Eight it was superseded by 
Nineteen Nine. A little more attention 
to business, a little more promptitude on 
its part and we might have finished 
1910 by now and never so much as 
heard of 1909. Think how nice and 
dry we might have been ! 

in its number of days and nights 1910 
will bear a curious resemblance to other 
years you have known. There will be 
three hundred and sixty-six or three 
hundred and sixty-five of both, accord- 
ingly as the number 1910 is exactly 
divisible by four or not. That you will 
have to find out for yourself. Personally 
I cannot do this sum in division, and so 
am only going to have three hundred 
and sixty-five. Take it for the present 
that you are only going to have that 
number yourself and wait till you get to 
February the 29th to find out for sure. 
If you never get there, you can tell that ] 
you are going to be done out of tbe 
three hundred and sixty-sixth day. If 
you have not touched it by the time you 
are Maying, you probably never will. 
February the 29ths do not occur in any 
other month than February. Thank 
goodness there is only going to be one 
February in 1910. 

The year will be chiefly famous for 


the fact that grouse shooting will begin 
on August the 12th, a thing which will 
delight you if you are a sportsman, but 
depress you not a little if you are a 
grouse. There will be a Scottish Quarter 
Day on November the lltb, and Fire 
Insurance Policies will expire un- 
lamented early in January. I keep the 
best for the last. In the first place, on 
one of these three hundred and sixty 
something days, best known to yourself, 
will occur the umpty-umptst anniversary 
of y^our birthday. In the second place, 
we are going to have fifty-three Saturdays 
but only fifty-two Mondays. | 

For the rest, I wish you a happy, a 
very happy New Year. The year, I take 
it, remains “ new ” till about the end of 
the first week in January. After that 
it is just “the year,” and yon can be as 
unhappy as you like. 


Sporting Notes. 


“Speaking on tlie condition of the Navy, 
Earl Cawdor said he spoke upon the subject 
with halted breath .” — Sunday Ohi'onide. 


Stop press news : — Earl Cawdor has just 
caught his breath. 


“The death of his elder brother Prince 
Baldwin in 1891 made Prince Albert the hair- 
presumptive J ’ — Evening N ews. 

We regard this jeu-de~mots as ill-timed. 
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RECEIVED WITH THANKS. 

Christmas is all very jolly (and so is 
Boxing Day), but tliere comes a time on 
Tuesday or Wednesday, if you’re well 
enough, when you simply must sit down 
and write to Uncle John and Aunt Maria 
to thank them for their kind presents. 
It will save a lot of trouble, I think 
— not to mention blotting-paper — 
if I compose the letters for you, and 
then you can just copy them out in no 
time ; taking care, of course, to alter 
John into Herbert (if necessary), and 
steam engine, or whatever it is, into 
bicycle lamp. And as quite elderly 
people hate writing letters j ust as much 
as you do, I ’ll put in some for them too. 
The first Wednesday after Christmas is 
no day for original composition. 

I. From Archie (10) to Uncle Diclt. 

Dearest Uncle Dick, — Tliank you 
awfully for your book with Rupert the 
reckless on the Orinoco it is a riping 
book. Rupert and his intreppid band 
go scearching for treasur on the Orinoco 
it is riping, Rupert says the tressur is 
but a cable’s length from us my 
intrepped comrades we can toss a buiscit 
to it, but Elastic Six the Indian sqor puts 
him on a beastly false sent. I have just 
got up to the false sent it is riping. 
Thank you awfully for sending it to me. 

I hope you have had a merry Christmas 
and a happy New Year, we have had a 
riping Xmas we are just going skating 
so I must stop now. I will let you 
know about Rupert when I know if he 
bagged the trej jur I bet he scalps the 
squar for putting him on a beastly sent. 
It is a riping book, thank you awfully. 

Love from Archie. 

IL From Nancy (8) to the same. 

Darling Uncle Dick, — Thank you, 
darling, for the lovely book. I think it 
is lovely. I like it very much. I hope 
you will have a happy Xmas darling, 
my book is lovely. We have had a very 
happy Xmasund are quite well I hope 
you are quite well. How is your darling 
dog Rags, have you told him about my 
lovely book You must see, darling, that 
I have nothing more to say, so I must 
stop, mustn’t I? Good-bye, darling 
JjBcle Dick. Your loving Nancy. 

P.S. — It is lovely about my book. 

HI. From Mary (13) to the same. 

My dear Uncle Dick,— Thank you 
for your truly kind present which I 
shall enjoy reading very much. I have 
had many nice presents this Christmas, 
including a work-basket from Mother, a 
writing-desk from Father, a violin-stand, 
and many other nice presents. I am a 
very lucky girl, am I not ? I must now 
tell you about Christmas. Well, we 
had a very mce Christmas, including a 


Christmas-tree and a dance, and I think 
the children enjoyed it very much 
although Archie overate liimself^ and 
had to goto bed early. I myself enjoyed 
the dancing best, it was a very pretty 
drincG, and I had some nice partners. 
I think dancing is so delightful, I could 
dance aU night. I shall soon be coming 
out and then I shall go to proper dances, 
which will be delightful. 

Now I must close as the children want 
me to come and skate with them. Hoj)ing 
you are quite well, I remain, 

Your affectionate niece, Mary. 

IV. From Harold (23) to Aunt Eleanor. 

Dear Aunt Eleanor, — How perfectly 
ripping of you! As Kipling says, “A 
merciful man is merciful to his hot-water 
bottle,” and this waistcoat which you 
have worked for it is just the thing for 
the cold weather. No, I certainly won’t 
send it back, it fits splendidly. The least 
bit tight across the shoulders perhaps, 
but it will soon work that off. 

We have had a very jolly Christmas 
here : lots of mistletoe (not that I care 
for that sort of thing myself) and dancing 
and theatricals. &me of us were going 
to have skated this afternoon, but young 
Archie has just come in dripping, and 
says that the ice doesn’t bear after all. 
He’s got to go to bed and have hot 
blankets and brandy, which makes the 
second time he ’s been to bed this Christ- 
mas. Bar the ordinary times, of course. 
He says he doesn’t mind much, because 
he can finish his book ; one Dick gave 
him, which, from all accounts, is horribly 
exciting. They are filling a hot-water 
bottle for him ; but I ’m blest if it ’s going 
to borrow your waistcoat. Aunt Eleanor. 
I expect, though, it has a trousseau of 
its own. 

With my love and again very many 
thanks, Ever yours affectionately, 

Harold. 

Y. From Dorothy (2) to the same. 

(Dictated.) 

Darling Granny,— I love you. You 
good granny, I fought you corned by ve 
train and you wasn’t. Pussy runned 
away. My sweet old granny, I love you 
a happy new ear. Dear old granny, 
how is Rags ? I dreamt Rags was red 
and he didn’t. I love you ninety-nine, 

Dorothy. 

YI. From Thomas (^th) to the same. 

(By proxy.) 

Dearest Mummy,— You are too good 
to me 1 The sweet little gaiters are just 
what Baby wants when he takes his 
motor out ! They are beautifully made, 
and it is so kind of you to have thought 
of it. I‘ have shortened him this week, 
and the length over-all wiU be 23 for that 
frock you are making. How good of you ! 
Baby and I are so happy. Perhaps you 
had better make it 24, and I can easily 


put a tuck in. ^ The width you wanted 
for the bonnet is three and a-half — how 
nice of you to think of it ! Baby will 
be pleased. He has plenty of socks, 
dear, thank you, but if you have actually 
begun them the size will be the same 
as last time. Thank you so much, 
Mummy darling. Baby is grateful. 

How funny! I was just saying that 
I must buy him some more gloves, and 
now you tell me you are wondering if 
he wanted any. It is sweet of you. 
Now it ’s no good asking me to measure 
Jiis hand, because it ’s too tiny and dear 
for anything, but you’ll know about 
what size. How proud Baby will be ! 

Good-bye, and will write about the 
things for Dorothy tJ-morrow. Baby 
sends his love, and so do I, and we both 
thank you very much. 

Your loving Elaine. 
P.S. —I enclose a letter from Dorothy. 

YH. Archie (10) to Messrs. liamwich 
'& Go. 

Dear Gentlemen, — Will you please 
forward on appro., as per catalouge, your 
five shilling Lixthani monoplane, gar- 
renteed to fly 50 (fifty) yards for which 
I enclose five shi lings (f)s. Qd.). It ’s the 
one on page 187 of your cataloug that 
you wind up, and it flies. I eneb.-^e the 
money. ^ Can you forward it at once as 
I want it to-morrow, and please forward 
instructions how to fly it; I will pay 
carriage forward when I get it and I 
enclose five shillings (5^. Od.) (In a postal 
ordei*). 

Hopping that you will fonvard this 
at once as per my esteemed order, 

I remain, Yours affectionately, 

Archibald . 

A. A. M. 

THE NEW PICCADILLY CIRCUS. 

[Among the season’s novelties in ladies’ furs 
are a coat of lion skin and a monster -mull of 
! bear.] 

Time was, if anyone expressed 
A fixed resolve to cross the main, 

To compromise the jungle s rest, 

And give its fauna needless pain, 

The thought would flash across my 
mind : — 

‘‘ This gentle youth is far from liappy ; 
Corinna must have proved unkind, 

Or Sophonisba somewhat snappy.” 

But now appears a puzzling doubt. 

My pity may be misbestowed 
On one whose taste for dining out 
Is merely martyred to a mode. 

The girl wiU name the wedding morn, 
When he enables her to try on 
The latest thing in furs, as worn 
By every leadiug bear or lion. 


To a Certain Kadical Orator. 
If at first you don’t succeed, 
Lie, lie, lie again. 






Heckled Peer. “THAm HEAVEN I’VE ONLY TAKEN THIS JOB ON TILL THE 8TH.’ 

FAfter the Issue of Writs the Peers are supposed to take no further part iu Election contests.] 
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THE MYSTERY OF AN 
UMBRELLA. 

It was quite an ordinary umbrella to 
look at, with a silver-studded bamboo 
handle, but the very first night Maurice 
brought it home I noticed a change in. 
him. All through dinner lie tried to 
avoid my eye, and, when he failed, 
began to talk hurriedly about the news 
on the posters, and for the first time in 
our hitherto , happy married life lie 
retired to his study immediately after 
the meal. Mamma was staying with us, 
certainly, blit that did not explain 
Maurice’s flight, for he was genuinely 
fond of her, and it was our custom after 
dinner to discuss some subject for the 
improvement of our minds, for Mamma 
had given us a beautiful Encyclopfedia 
in twelve volumes as an aid to culture. 

On this night Mamma and I discussed 
the Milky Way alone. We had got to 
“Astronomy” in the “A’s.” But it fell 
flat, and when I heard Maurice's foot- 
step outside I whisked to the half-open 
drawing-room door to ask him to join 
us. He did not see 'me, and I drew 
back in amassement. He was in his shirt- 
sleeA^es and his stockinged feet, bis hair 
was ruffled and his face flushed. He 
approached the umbrella-stand on tiptoe, 
carefully abstracted the new bamboo- 
handled umbrella without making a 
sound, and then, with a queer uncanny 
gleam o£ cunning in his eye, tiptoed , 
softly back to his study. 

Full of forebodings, after Mamina had 
gone to bed I went to the study door, 
but before I could turn the handle I 
heard Maurice’s voice raised in sudden, 
violent anger. He was talking to the 
umbrella, for I heard him address it by 
name. Then his rage changed to plead- 
ing, and after that silence. I crept 
away to bed and cried myself to sleep. 

Next day was Saturday ; Maurice did 
not go up to towm, but remained locked 
in his study with the umbrella from 
breakfast to lunch. I had occasion to 
pass the study door several times, and 
heard him talking to it, sometimes in 
the form of entreaty and sometimes with 
a wild outburst of anger. In the after- 
noon he took it out with him, though 
the sky was unclouded, and spent the 
evening alone with it in the study. 

On Sunday morning he declined to 
come to church, and I went alone. The 
house stifled me. What was the matter 
I did not know, I dared not think. 
Mamma met me on the doorstep when 
I came back. She was very white. 
“My dearest child,” she said, “Maurice 
is mad. Come and look at him.” 

I followed her with trembling limbs 
into the garden, to the study window 
which opens on the terrace. I peeped 
into the room. There sat my }'>oor 
husband at the table with his iimbiella 


up ! As we watched, horror-stricken, 
he rose and began to pace up and down 
the room with his head thrown back 
staring up into the umbrella, which he 
slowly revolved above him. 

“ We must get help,” said Mamma, 
and we went together to Dr. Jackson, 
who plays golf with Maurice, and told 
him all about it. 

“A curious form of dementia,” he 
said, “but not uncommon. I’ll come 
round at once and lave a talk wi h 
him.” 

As he opened the study door I hoard 
a click, as Maurice hastily put the 
umbrella down. The interview began 
with a gentle hum of talking, then 
Maurice’s voice was suddenly raised in 
anger and a chair fell over with a crash. 
I rushed in. 

“What the dickens does he mean 
by asking if I’ve got madness in the 
family?” cried Maiix'ice. “I’m sane 
enough, aren’t I? ” 

“Yes, my dear chap,” said Dr, Jack- 
son ; “ but we ’re all mad in one par- 
ticular, and yours is ” 

“ The umbrella 1 ” I sobbed, throwing 
my arms round my husband. “ Has the 
umbrella bewitched you, darling, that 
you won’t be parted from it, and talk to 
it and sit holding it above your head ? ” 

Maurice burst out laughing. 

“Well,” he said, “it’s a good thing 
you’ve found me out, for I believe I 
should have gone mad if I’d tackled it 
alone much longer. I ’ve been tiying to 
paste one of the new umbrella star maps 
into the inside of the beastly tlimg for a 
Christmas present for you, dear. You 
see, each section of the map fits a section 
of the umbrella and will be a great help 
in our astronomical studies, as we can 
always have a portable stellar universe 
above our lieads. But the wretched 
umbrella wouldn’t keep still, and then 
I got the sections mixed up— and look 
here, Doctor, now you are here you may 
as well lend me a hand.” 

The Doctor did ; but Mamma and I 
I'etired to shed tears of thankfulness 
and ivash awuy the traces with eau-de- 
Cologne, 


From a letter in Country Life : — 

It may be useful to those who suffer by 
frosts to know that wood ashes sprinkled over 
the leaves of a plant— say cucumber -which is 
frosted will be quite unharmed.” 

Luckily there are less troublesome ways, 
if the need is imperative, of preserving 
wood ashes from frost. 


“ Miss Druce fortunately did not have iiiuch 
plate about, having had a large quantity stolen 
while in London some time ago.”— il/itl-Suas x 
Times. 

Some people have all the lack. For 
ourselves, we are constantly losing our 
plate for want of previous burgling. 


AFTER THE FAIR. 

Thk proposal has often been made, 
but th's year it is really to be carried 
into force, and The Santa Claus 
Exchange and Mart will be on the stalls 
in a few clays. From early proof-sheets 
which liat^e been sent to us wo make 
some typical extracts : — 

Anyoxk in Nkkt) of a large variety 
of charming Christmas Presents to send 
away quickly as New Year’s Gifts should 
apply at once to the uudei^signed, tvho 
represents a family richer than usual 
this year in duplicates. No reasonable 
offer refused, but ivould prefer to take j 
five pounds for the lot — 123 articles, I 
many of them silver, all good. — Apply, ; 
etc. I 

Teddy Beaus. — What offers for 14 i 
Teddy Bears of mixed siz»s, all new and 
never used, the owner having an old 
one to which she is devoted? Would 
take in exchange seats for Peter Pan or 
Blue Bird. — Apply, etc. 

Old-fasuioned Gen'ii,eman who likes to 
do things for himhclf wishes to dispose 
of a patent pipe-filler, a patent razor- 
stropja^'i’i folding aval king-stick, an 
automatic cigar-lightc**, an elecdro-platccl 
egg-opener and a dainp-detcclor for 
strange bed'5.-““A])ply, etc. 

Wanted to Exouaxge perfcc^t modern 
toy representing hospital operating- 
room, wdth surgeons, instruments, 
patients, etc., all complete, for good- 
sized old-fashioned doll’s house. — Apply, 
etc. 

To Uncles. — Uncles in need of silver 
match-boxes are requested to ivrite to 
advertiser, wdio has nine to dispose of. 
All in perfect condition, although, as is 
usual with such things, the striking 
department is clcfective. Brice ()s. each. 
—Apply, e tc. 

What Offers for a pen-wiper that 
looks like a packet of toliacco, a paper- 
weight that looks like Bradshau\ a 
pencil-case that looks like a Mauser 
cartridge, and a pin-cushion that looks 
like the President of the French 
Republic ? — ^Apply, etc. 

Free Trader would like to find 
purchaser for a calendar of mottoes from 
the writings of J. L. Garvin. — Apply, etc. 

Fancy Slippers — a Bargain.— The Rev. 
Narcissus Ockson finds himself tliis 
Christmas with more slippers than he 
can possibly wear (not being a centi- 
pede), all very beautifully worked and 
designed, ranging in size from sevens 
to tens. He begs to offer these to fellow- 
w^orkers in the Church at half-a-crown 
a pair (or one-and-threepence each).— 
Apply, etc. 
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LITERARY VENTRILOQUY. 

To Messrs, Latch and Bolt, 

Gentlemek, — I am delighted with the 
reviews of my three books for school- 
girls published by you this autumn, viz., 
Tip'pie's Holidays, The Merry Flapper, 
and Dot and her Chums, All my books 
for the schoolroom are published by you 
and you alone, and these are the only ] 
three books written by me for Youkg, 
Giels this autumn. 

With kind regards, 

Yours very truly, 

(Signed) Elsie Screed. 

To Mr. Whieymann, 

Dear am immensely pleased 

with the eulogistic notices of my three 
novels for men and women of forty, 
published by you this autumn,^ viz., 
Middle-aged Sinners, The Infatuation of 
Amanda Borlger, and The Neurotics. All 
iny full-blooded novels are published by 
you alone, and these are the only three 
books written by me for People of 
Mature Age this autumn. 

With gratitude, 

Y'ours faithfully, 

(Signed) Elsie Scrued. 


To Messrs. Archdeacon. 

Geotlemen,-- I am simply charmed 
with the reviews of my three books for 
very young children, imblished by you 
this autumn, viz., A Squeahers Romance, 
The Princess of Totland, and The 
Romance of a Teeny-Weeny. All my 
“ Tot books ” are issued by you and you 
alone, and these are the only three books 
written by me for Children Under Eight 
this autumn. 

With sincere goodwill, 

Y'ours most truly, 

(Signed) Elsie Screed. 

To Mr, Badleigh W ale. 

Dear Sir, — am more than content 
with the reviews of my three books for 
Countesses of advanced age published 
by you this autumn, viz , Reminiscences 
of the Regency, TIorrihle Happenings, 
and The Moping Grandmother, All my 
old people’s books are issued by you 
and you alone, and these are the only 
three books unfit for the perusal of 
any one under eighty written by me this 
autumn. 

With sincere regards, 

Yours very faithfully, 

(Signed) Elsie Screed. 


SONG OF THE EARLY WORM. 

It was the Early Worm that lay 
Serenely tucked in bed. 

He said, “ I know that it is day. 

But I T1 not raise my head ^ 

Till I have heard the Early Bird 
Fly far away,” he said. 

The benefits that may be gained 
By rising with the sun 

Have been too artfully explained, 

And may be overdone. 

Upon my word, the Early Bird 
Gets more than half the fun. 

‘ ‘ Some proverbs when they are reversed 
Are every hit as true, 

And early rising may be worst 
For me, though best for you. 

Dear Early Bird, I have preferred | 
To wait an hour or two. 

Fired by the enterprise of The Daily 
Teler/?np/un publishing a feuilleton. The 
Sporting Times^ is thinking of catering 
for the serious public with a column of 
“ Mothers in Council,” to be conducted 
by ‘‘ Amelia ” ; and there are hopes that 
The British Weekly may be encouraged 
to devote some space to “ Turf Tips ” in 
the interests of Sporting Nonconformists. 
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So tliat tlie polling day for the Black- 
burn Parliamentary election may not 
clash with the football match between 


the school. This idea might be ex- is testing the eyesight of all men work- 
CHARIVARIA. tended. Why not a prize, say, to the ing on the roads. Only such persons as 

So that the polling day for the Black- httle one who commits fewest muideis ^ can distinguish minute objects, such as 
burn Parliamentary election may not motor omnibuses, at a distance of ten 

clash with the football match between Viveit?, the opera by Tito llwmu yards will, we understand, bo employed 
the Blackburn Hovers and Accrington appears to bavo been discovered in a dn the future. ^ 

Stanley, who meet on January 15tli, the coal-cellan There is nothing very re- , „ 

Mayor has provisionally fixed January markable in this. Many of our modorn j Fare, oxe roll iiirla stahons, 
14th as the pollino- day. This deter- novels, we believe, have been traced to j advertises the Central London Railway, 
mination that politics shall not interfere sewers. e: i ^ Yankee was heard asking 

with sport is characteristic of the spirit * ' i ^or a penn orth at bhepherd s Bush the 

that has made England what it is. The Bishop of Bristol states, in reply . other day, and choosing us his stations 


It is rumoured that a large 
contingent of American girls is 
on its way to this country to take 
part in the electoral contest. “ Do 
not rob us of our Lords ” is to be 
the burden of their appeal to the 

voters. 4 c He 

* 

A gentleman, we hear, has 
offered to subscribe no less a sum 
than £1,000,000 to the Anti- 
Socialist fund provided fifty other 
persons will give a like amount 
before the end of the year. The 
offer is all the more creditable 
since the gentleman, we under- 
stand, is a man of small means. 

J|c * 

* 

^‘Shrinking London” is the 
title of an article in a contem- 
porary. We expect that it is the 
effect of the rain. Most things 
shrink after being wa-hed. 

H« ^ 

* 

There Is no such thing as 
awful weather,” said Judge W illis. 
Se does not go quite so far as a 
distinguished literary man who 
reproved a friend for complaining 
of the weather with the words: 
‘‘We 'are fortunate, Sir, to have 
any weather at all.” 

H: ^ 

* 

“The first theft was committed 
by Eve,” said Mrs. Gurkey Bei?-- 
HAM in responding to the toast of 
“The Ladies” at a dinner of the 
Whitefriars Club, “but who was 
the first receiver of stolen pro- 
perty ? ” Men were receivers ever. 


m 

mx' 

kdk i 
1 ' 

i i' ' 
A n I 


* ' I for a penn’orth at Shepherd’s Bush the 

The Bishop of Bristol states, in reply i other day, and choosing us his stations 

Marble Arch, British Museum, and 

the Bank. hc^hc 

“Have you tried Coalite?” 
asked one lady of another. “ Oh, 
hi ^ there is something 

I ' W ^ ptter to bo had now, called 

I h I Who'' is bigger than 

/j ijW/ / y ever this year. “Wlio’sWho?” 

/' (' /Z/ZJ'J I sneered an individual whose name 

■I ''i ® iLid not been included. “Who 

' 'j •/%'!! ' i&ui’fc Who, nowadays, I should like 


w 


'-li'M 

m 






as'lfei 

■ 








Answer to a Oorrespondent . — 
We should say that the greatest 
living authority on oaths is Judge 
Bacon. “I never tip railway 
porters,” said His Honour at the 
Bloomsbury County Court the 
other day, 

“ The disturijcrs were chiefly at tlic 
hacl; of the hull, and as the res'-, of the 
^a h-nhig stood on the seutn to watch 
tiiem it was impossible fur those at the 
front to see by what means the oppo- 
sition was producing a coatinuuus 
rear without inflexi am or distinctive 
features .” — Mommy PoaL 

We have often noticed that the 
features of hooligans are undis- 
tinguished. 


“'I he third try s’. owed tlio wisdom 
Landlady (to lodger), “Are you in THE BATH, Sir?” of Solomon. He received the ])all from 

Voice between the splashes. “Yes. What d’you want ? ” Sibree, and at once cut tlirough. Ho 
Landlady. “ I forgot to tell you 1 had it fresh tainted ims^ed Poulton in his puss, but sent 

INSIDE LAST NIGHT, SiR, AND IT W'ON’t BE DRY FOR T\VO OR Straight OUt tO PoultOU, who 

THREE DAYS ! ” finished off a dazzling movement.” — 

The liejeree. 

resi- 1 to a correspondent, “It is not legal for j This sounds like one of iSolomon’s 


Burglars, last week, entered the resi- to a correspondent, “It is not legal for This sounds like one of iSolomon’s 
dence of Mr. Alfred SnuTTLEWORTn, J.P., a layman, whether licensed or not, to brightest efforts. 

and stole a valuable collection of twenty- speak in church.” The layman is, so 

seven snuff-boxes. Hotbing else was to say, only a sleeping partner of the 

touched. “ Snuff ’s as good as a feast,” clergyman. ^ ^ From a testimonial: — 

they said. h* * ci i . ** Having grown your Princess of Wales 

^ Some of the most prominent doctors Tomato for three years, I can highly recom- 

Handkerchiefs in colours are the in Paris have formed a “medical it both for inside and out.” 
latest female fashion. It is the smart orchestra,” and intend to give concerts. Inside, of course ; but try it externally 
thing now to have one to match the Few persons, we suspect, have any idea for blushing— £7ie homeopathic cure, 
nose, and, as a hard winter is promised, what a beautiful thing is the Sneezing 

red is expected to be much in demand. Song when accompanied by a performer 

, . , .*** . on the nasal catan-h. A leading article in The Nation is 

Among the prizes given at a recent V called “The Massing of the Grand 

distnbntion was one of ten guineas to In consequence of the growth of Army.” “And who is Massingham’” 
the most truthful boy and girl attending motor trafEc, the Barnes District Council asks a young humorist. 


red is expected to be much in demand. 

He Ht 
H< 

Among the prizes given at a recent 
distribution was one of ten guineas to 
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AT THE NEXT TABLE. 

[“ For clotli ho not only show the way, but 
givoth so sweet a prospect into the way as will 
entice any man to enter into it.” — Stv Philip 
Sidney on the Funclions of the Poet.] 

SirriNO as I did at the next table, I 
could not help lieai'Ing a large part of 
his conversation with, tlie waiter. That 
is, after it had begun ; but it was a long 
time before the waiter sciwcd him at all. 

He liad come in so anonymously, so 
to speak, and had begun reading his 
book, and groaning, so quickly, that the 
waiter, who was busy, had some excuse 
for attending to others finst. 

At last, during a lull, ho approached 
the rc^ader. 

“ You ’ve been a long time,” the reader 
said, dejectedly rather than with anger. 

*‘Yessir,” said the waiter. '‘Great 
pressure of orders, Sir. Very sorry, 

I Sir.” 

I “It doesn’t matter,” said the reader. 
“One may as well dine late as early. 
Or, indeed, why dine at all ? ” 

“ Oh, Sir! ” said the waiter in shocked 
tones. “ Better dine. Sir. If we don’t 
dine, vSir, we die.” 

“Well, and why not?” asked the 
reader. “We’ve got to die sooner or 
later: why not sooner? It’s only a 
moment in all time, anyway- even if 
you live to be ninety. And one is the 
sport of Chance all the while, the play- 
thing of Destiny, the toy of cruel 
Fate.” 

“Oh, Sir,” said the waiter, “you’re 
hungry, that’s what it is. And when 
one’s hungry one’s spirits sink. Let 
me get you something tasty. What do 
you fancy now? Calves’ head? Very 
good to-day.” 

“Calves’ head?” said the reader. 
“ Why not ? Any head will do ; 1 leave 
it to you. Get me your ‘something 
tasty.’ ” 

“ Yessir,” said the waiter. “ And the 
wine, Sir?” 

“Wine? Ah, yes! Get me wine,” 
said the reader. “ Let it be strong and 
bemusing. Let it induce oblivion.” 

“ Yessir,” said the waiter. “ But not 
here. Sir. Oblivion not allowed on the 
premises, Sir. We should lose our 

ImATip'A Sit 

“All right,” said the reader. “Let 
it produce oblivion — but only at the 
proper time and in the proper place.” 
And he turned to his book again and 
sighed. 

I watched his face as it grew more 
grey and weary and hopeless. “ It must 
be a corking book,” I thought, 
By-and-by the waiter brought the 
calves’ head (why don’t they call it calf’s 
head, I wonder ?) and a bottle of what 
looked like Burgundy, but whether from 
France or the land of the Wellingtonia 
gigantea I could not see. 



‘'Mary, Miss Smith told us this morning that Eve wvs given to Adam because it’s 

NOT GOOD FOR A MAN TO BE ALONE. BrING YOUR WORK AND SIT WITH ME.” ' 


The man ate and drank listlessly, still | 
reading and groaning. 

By-and-by the waiter came for his 
plate. 

“ Did you like it, Sir? ” he asked. 

“ No,” said the man. 

“ Oh, Sir, I ’m sorry. Sir,” said the 
waiter. 

“It’s of no consequence,” said the 
reader. “ It wiU doubtless nourish me — 
keep me alive till to-morrow— and, after 
all, isn’t that the idea ? ” 

“I suppose it’s part of the idea, Sir,” 
said the waiter. “ But we like our cus- 
, tomers to enjoy theirselves too.” 


“ Enjoy myself ! ” said the reader. 
“ Great heavens ! do people still talk 
like that? Enjoy — in this world of 
despair and frustration ! ” 

“ I ’ll bring the sweets,” said the 
waiter, tactfuUy disappearing. 

“ Oh, sweets ! ” exclaimed the reader 
to himself, smiting his forehead. 

He struggled with them, however, 
and soon after went, still the picture of 
woe. 

He left his book behind, pd before 
he hurried back to reclaim it I had a 
glance at its title. It was Mr. Hakdy’s 
new volume of poems. 
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AERO-GOLF. 

A COMBINATION of two popular sports 
is suggested in Flight It is to be called 
“Fligkt Golf,’’ played witli model aero- 
planes. The competition consists in the 
attempt of each operator to fly his model 
from hole to hole in a less number of 
separate flights than his opponent. 
According to its originator, for the mo- 
ment there is no need for the more 
enterprising of his readers to wait for 
any rules at all. We think this is a 
, mistake, and hasten lo supply some 
rules, and fgr the real article, in -pre- 
ference to mere toy machines: — ■ 

1. A fuU-sized course shall consist 
of eighteen holes from fifty to one hun- 
dred mil'es apart, the holes consisting of 
any convenient chalk or gravel pit. 

2. Iflie aeroplanes shall tee ofl from 
therace^-coufse or football ground nearest 
to the previous hole, the of pylons and 
starting-rails being disallowed. 

3. Aviators shall be permitted to 
address tbeir machines, their mechanics, j 
or the bystanders in any language they I 
prefer, always provided that it is not | 
calculated' to provoke a riot. 

4. False starts, apologies for failure of 
the motor, or running along the ground 
for more than a hundred yards, shall be 
deemed to be ** foozling,” with a penalty 
of the loss of a flight. 

5. ^ If the aeroplane lie in water, the 
driver, unless drowned, may take it out, 
rinse it if he pleases, and play from ^ 
behind the hazard, losing a flight. j 

6. Whatever happens to an aeroplane I 
by accident, such as colliding with a 
tree or chimney-stack, coming to pieces 
in mid air, etc., must be reckoned a 
“ rub on the green,” and submitted to. 

7. If the driver or his mechanic strike 
the opponent’s machine in any manner, 
that side loses the hole. 

8. In match-playing, an aeroplane 
lost entails the loss of the hole, unless 

: any machine that has started oi! without 
an occupant be recovered within twenty 
minutes. 

9. If an aeroplane be completely 
invested with fog, brushwood, haj- 
stacks, etc., only so much thereof shall 
be set aside as will permit the player 
lo have a view of the landscape before 
he plays. 

10. No houses, growing trees, railway 
embankments or other impedimenta 
may be removed when a machine is 
bunkered. 

11. If an aeroplane splits in two or 
more pieces, a fresh machine shall be 
put down where the largest portion lies. 

12. Any aeroplane that stymies 
another must be wheeled aside and 
carefully replaced. 

13. On all occasions a two-plane 

match may pass a party playing three 
or more planes. Zigzag. 


FESTIVE AMENITIES. 

It seems that the mottoes of Christmas 
Crackers take more doing than one 
might suppose, otherwise authors and 
publishers would not append their 
names and notices of copyright to 
compositions like the following : — 

BELLS KING-. 

HEARTS SING. 

M. F. Buckstall 

(“Owen Swayle”) ' 
(pofgnglit U.S.A.). 

Lanoholme, Dude Coy, Ltd., 

Boston, U.S.A.; London, England and 
Paris, Europe. 


IF WE NEED NOT A FRIEND, 
THEN SHALL WE, IN VERY 
SOOTH, NEED NAUGHT ELSE. 

Bishop Pokderiwist. 

(Copyi'iglit hi 17.S.J*., Great 
Britain and Ireland, the British 
Colonies, and all countries 
parties to the Berne Contention.) 

Vernon Swatt & Coy., Ltd., New York, 
and John Twid, London, Ensjland, to 
whom all applications for Colonial right? 

should he made. ; 


Mr. Fmch'e own card was as follows:- 


WISHING YOU A MERRY XMAS 
AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 

All other authors please copy. 


From a Winchester exam, paper : — 

“ Find, by practice, the weight of 5 lik., 

3 mo., 4 tras., 7 paras., 8 param., of cobweb at 
•000137 milligramme per Ikhya, correct to 
nine places.” 

“ Wykehamist” writes that he has been 
practising this for hours, but whether 
it is that his scales are wrong, or that 
he wants more practice, he carCt get 
the ninth decimal place correctly. 

“ Achiniji begs to announce that he is open- 
ing a new Hotel at Khandalla in the specious 
bungalow of the late Sir Jamsetji, known as the 
‘ Duke’s Retreat.’ ” — The Times of India. 

Forward the Dukes ! More speciousness. 

“ Wm, E. Chalk was summoned under the 
Food and Drugs Act, 1875, for selling adul- 
terated milk .” — Yorhshire Evening Post , 

Still, with a name like that ! 

“ Notice to Correspondents. — * D ’ next 
week.”— Advertiser. 

Well, well, let ’s see what it ’s going to be 
like first. 


A TEMPORARY CRISrS. 

This is the time, 0 Muse, 

When man at large looks back. 

And mourns the pa^^t that ho* reviews 
In ashes and a sack ; 

It also brings the date, 

Unless I ’ve counted wrong, 

When you and I must celebrate 
Our century of song. 

Yes, with the turning year. 

Our hundred til Punchian Op. 

Will, barring accidents, apjicar ; 

And, if you give the crop 
A moment's retrospect, 

You ’ll find on every page 
A barren tale of gross neglect 
Of duty to the Age. 

It is the poet’s role 
I’he stormy heart to calm, 

To brighten up the suffering soul 
With what is known as balm, 

To bid men shun the base, 

To execrate the low, 

And, broadly, teach the human race 
To give the Good a show. 

Thus, from his purer height, 

With deep and subtle lore 
He brings them nearer to the liglit 
Than where they were before. 

That is the poet’s use : 

That is liis task— and I vo 
A notion it ‘s his one excuse 
For being left alive. 

But, if these hundred lays 
Contain one song to set 
The feet of man in loftier ways, 

I haven’t found it yet ; 

If they can show one thought 
Of solace or rebuke, 

One moral lesson, nobly tauglit, 

It got there by a fluke. 

No. From the very start 
We Iiave not sought to guide 
The reader s morals, or his Jieart ; 

Indeed, we haven’t tried. 

How much he might have stood 
Is neither here nor there ; 

If we had failed to do him good, 

That would be his affair. 

Muse, at this crucial time, 

Come, let us take a pull, 

And henceforth stick to the Sublime, 
The Deep, the Beautiful ; 

Come, let us build anew, 

Reform our readers’ lot, 

Teach them, in fact, a thing or two, 
And show the Age what ’s what. 

Dum-Dum, 

M Cayendlsh Crescent, Bath, for sale, at 
Price 14 per cent less than, that refused jtist 
before present Government took office.” — 
Bladud (This is not an oath, but the name of a i 
Bath paper). ' 

Vote for the Government and cheaper 
crescents. 
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Friend (ta depressed son of the II ouse^ whose Father la giolng a little amateur conjuring entertainment), ‘‘Buck up, old chap. It • 
isn’t yOVB FAULT TOUH (JUV’KOR ’S MAKING SUCH AN ASS OP HIMSELF.” 


THE SHADOWS. ! 

Sfokksby-ok-Oozb is a delightful town 
— not perhaps quite so busy as your 
metropolis — but replete (yes, “ replete ” 
is good journalism) with refined culture 
and polished society. At this season of 
the year, too, Rpokesby is at its gayest. 
Spokesbians never leave their town at 
Christinas for the Riviera-— can you say 
as much for your Londoners ? We have 
before us the prospect of the Primrose 
League Annual Ball and Supper, 
the Social Club Whi^t Drive and Hot 
Pot Supper, and a Dramatic Entertain- 
ment by tlie junior members of the 
Amalgamated Order of Ancient Shep- 
herds, followed by a Supper. Yet with 
all these gaielies in view we are uneasy. 
Our mirth is forced, our anticipations 
are nervous, even our appetites are 
failing. Across our ancient constituency 
the shadows of Jabber and Snooks have 
fallen. I heard Jubber first. He was 
tremendous : — 

“ This Id, tax on undeveloped land is 
the thin end of the wedge. When it is 
driven home, as driven home it will be 
unless the honest, intelligent, upright 
impartial toilers of Spokesby come to 
the support of a sympathetic House of 
Lords — and on the heart of each peer 
is written the words, 

Spokesby’ — what shall we see? Your 
ancient parish church will be given up 
to the impious 
Socialists. 


gambols of atheistic 
Your wives and daughters 


will be redistributed according to the 
dictates of Trades Union agitators. 
Think of that as you sit by your fire- 
sides and gaze on your beauteous -wives 
and sweet babes. Y'ou working men, 
gaunt and half clothed, will stagger 
clown the streets of your historic borough 
looking with pathetically intelligent eyes 
for the w'ork that is not there. Your 
great colonies, proud hitherto of the 
mutual attachment between Spokesby 
and themselves, will leave you with 
loathing. The Crown, the Church, the 
Country and the Empire, nay even the 
Corporation of Spokesby itself, will all 
be submerged beneath the ignis fatuus 
of a devastating Socialism. And when 
the German Invasion comes, as come it 
will, as you lie under the iron heel of a 
German conqueror, the nations of the 
earth will declare in chorus, ‘ Spokesby 
betrayed the virtuous peers and richly 
deserves its fate.’ ” 

That settled me. I was determined 
that nothing of the kind should happen, 
so I went to Snooks’s meeting the fol- 
lowing night with an impartial mind 
and a brick-bat in my pocket. 

But Snooks was just as tremendous. 

“What does this 2s, tax on corn 
mean ? Pause and think, I beseech you, 
enlightened and intelligent toilers of 
Spokesby. If it be forced on you by 
the autocratic action of an irresponsible 
House of Lords let me tell you calmly, 
quietly, and with a full sense of respon- 
sibility, what the consequences will be. 


Your old-age pensioners will barter the 
bounty given them by a generous Liberal 
Government for a single meagre loaf of 
rye bread. Your good wives will starve 
themselves to save the scanty morsel of 
horse-flesh, which wiH constitute your 
mid-day meal, for their puny, crying 
babes. The wail of the starving will he 
ever in your ears. And all the time fur- 
coated Peers -will hover over you in 
expensive aeroplanes drinking the cost- 
liest brands of champagne and crying 
out, ‘We have taken the Spokesby 
toiler’s food and land — now let us annex 
his air.’ ” 

I took my brick-bat home with me. 

This is the awful problem that darkens 
our festal season— Starvation-and-J ubher 
or Ruin-and-Snooks. Even if they run 
a dead-heat the mayor has a casting vote. 
My only hope was in the Unionist Free 
Traders ; but can they with only six 
candidates get a working majority in 
the House of Commons? I fear “ not. 
Still the time calls for action. As a 
Briton I must do something. I have 
therefore resolved in view of the pre- 
vailing uncertainty to defer paying my 
Christmas bil^ls till after the General 
Election. 

“Miss Meehan again appeared a..d sang 
‘ Sweet is Tme Love.’ . . . The words are very 
nicely stniiig together .” — Mayo News. 

It is all very well to praise Tennysok 
now that he is dead. But what did The 
Mayo News do for him in his lifetime ? 
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TWIN SOULS. 

None can deny it : when a wanton par 
Announces that your boyhood’s qxieen has chosen 
To get engaged elsewhere, it is a jar, 

You feel as if the pumps of joy were frozen ; 

Yes, CJara, when I found that news, amid 
The talk on toques and tippets, 

A wet, wet tear descending from its lid 
Watered the social snippets. 

I thought of all the tete-a-tkes we ’d had 

Since both of us were young (and slightly tubbish) 
The golden memories of the past, egad 1 
The times they told us not to talk such rubbish ; 

Of how we ’d watched the lamplight’s glimmering sparks, 
The cloud-hung dawns together, 

And made pecisely similar remarks 
Disparaging the weather. 

I thought, ah yes, I thoug:ht of lots of things. 

Of shattered toys, of dainties that we’d gobbled, 

Of how we’d hankered for the moon or wings. 

And most of aU how frequently we ’d squabbled ; 
And, as I mused, the envy passed away ; 

And so, in this poor ditty 
Congratulations to the brute, I say, 

Blent with a touch of pity ! 

One that has only wooed when skies are fair, 

Flattered your every charm with praises fulsome, 
Toyed with the tangles of your golden hair, 

Little he knows your temper when one pulls ’em ; 

He has not seen the sulks, the rising squall, 

He has not pierced the riddles 


Of what, I think, your nurse was wont to call 
Miss Clara’s taradiddles. 

Lawks, when he does 1 but still one never knows ; 

He may be just that paragon of mortals 
Who never ti'eads on other people’s tOi‘s, 

And, wdien they tread on his, serenely chortles ; 
If that be so, I feel the less aghast 
That fate divides two figures 
'Who, stiU remembering their childish past, 
Would fight, no doubt, like niggers. 


Dear Mr. Punch, —In the poem in your last number, The 
Plaint of an Association Footballj I was surprised to read : 

‘ And ten. stern men on either side stood hungrily around.” 

I always thought there were eleven a side. Yours, Puzzled. 

[If ‘'Puzzled” will kindly read a little further on he will 
come to the goalkeepers. They weren’t hungry.— Ed. Punch,] 

“There has been talk fjr years about conaructing a subway from 
the Temple to the Law Courts. When a bencher or ii }>(>pultir K.Cl 
has been killed, perhaps the quarrels will be arranged and the subway 
be constructed. It would be a great boon to lawyers.” 

— Scottish Law Bevietc, 
We regret this imputation as deirogatory to the high tradi- 
tions of the Bar. 

“ Complainant said she was married in Edinburgh in March, 1003 , ^ 
where they lived for a time, and one child was born, in January, 1904 . 
Half-a-year later he left her mother’s house, where ho had been 
residing, because he was asked to contribute to her maintenance.” 

Eastern Daily Press, 

Lazy little beggar! 
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RINKOMANIA. ‘ W 

The wild furore created by 
tlie vogue of roller-skating 
may be best measured by 
the enthusiasm with which V 

its devotees are taking up the \ 

idea of applying foot-wheels ^ 

to other popular pastimes. 

The coming Spring, for in- 
stance, is certain to see a num- W 
her of golf-rinks laid out, and M 
though ckate-football has not c|| 

yet caught on (partly owing V 

to the (luarrei between tlie 
Amateur Tumblers and the 
Professional Castors Associa- 
tion on the sixbject of the 
hack -charge) Lord Montagu 
OF Beaulieu and the Hon. 

C. vS. Rolls are already prac- 
tising with a 60-swallow- 
power motor-boot at Brook- 
lands. 

The literature of a sport 
is another sure index to 
its popularity, and no more 

tasteful brochure has appeared 

for some time than EwJt To 

Wrhihles, which gives a full 

history of the pastime and an explana- 


Wishing You a ■ „ . 

Herry Isthmus and a Jcrapty 
^ KEWYEAa* 






To President lAia- j-uom a Bluejacket of U.S. Navy. 


AN UNPOSTED 
CHRISTMAS APPEAL. 

My dear Mr. Simpson, I’ve 
often been, told 

That unmarried females 
should never be bold ; 

If I merit the charge this 
must be my excuse, 

That in matters of heart 
you ’re extremely obtuse. 

You call twice a week and 
subside in a chair, 

And fasten upon me a lan- 
guishing glare, 

But the words will not come 
though I see that you try; 

Oh, dear Mr. Simpson, why 
are you £0 shy ? 

As you’ve noticed, young 
Eootleby fancies me too ; 

I admit that he can’t hold a 
candle to you ; 

But yet he may win if you 
loill be so slow ; 

I can’t be kept waiting for 
ever, you know. 


history of the pastime and an explana- The £1,000 prize for bon^ jide Suftra- ^ j.._ onlmav call vou in ink, I 
tion of its fancy figures, the prettiest gettes (taught entirely hy Brihsh nnk- Oh, Ec > , ^ a-Dtiroach as 

of which perhaps Is that in which msters) for a skim between PieeadiUy I’m not nemly so hard to approacn 

the rinker has wheels attached to and the Poultry, _ starting at 12 noon fnr the chance to 

both hands as well as to liis feet. It on heawier-than-air skates, has not yet In fac > i ‘ 

““ ' Tli. uhS.otm> Me is tot. Mu. 3. 
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(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Glerhs,) 

His memory will always abide with me as that of the 
most nnswervingly conscientious politician I have known.” 
Thus Mr. G. W. E. Russell in his Memoir of Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson (Smith, Elder). Those privileged to study the 
character of Sir Wilfrid at close quarters will acquiesce in 
this judgment. Honest conviction, possibly to some degree 
constitutional aversion from intoxicants, made him an inflex- 
ible teetotaler. From early years he devoted himself to a 
crusade against the drink traffic. As a rule the zealot who 
devotes his finest energies to putting down ” something or 
other that has attraction for his neighbours is not a peculiarly 
pleasant or a widely popular man. For at least a quarter of 
a century Wilfrid Lawson was not only one of the most 
highly esteemed but one of the best-liked men in the House 
of Commons. In his denunciation, whether of the Trade 
or of what he regarded 
as meddlesome foreign 
policy, he spared no one, 
not even his beloved 
leader, Mr. Gladstone. 

But he was ever so good- 
humoured,often so witty, 
that his animadversions 
left no sting behind. 

With due modification 
he acquired the position 
in Parliament held in 
' ancient Courts by an 
astute jester. He" op- 
portunely said things 
that would have been 
suffered from no one 
else. Gay wisdom ’’was 
the happy phrase by 
which Disraeli de- 
scribed his contributions 
; to debate. ' I think, on 
I the whole, he was wittier 
I in private conversation 
than in his studied 
speeches.' For these his 
impromptus werealways 
written out in his study, 
and there vras no attempt at concealment of the MS. notes 
on which they were written. In the give and take of 
ordinary .conversation his humour flashed forth with the 
added delight of unexpectancy. A considerable portion of 
the volume is made up of a diary Sir Wilfrid kept, in which 
he noted ^ down the course of Parliamentary events. The 
narrative is marked by shrewd j udgment and lightened by 
many stories. 


I forgive Mr. Edmund Sellar for putting a bull and a red 
parasol into his first chapter, and for making unabashed use 
of a knowledge of tea-planting in Ceylon for the purposes 
of novel-manufacture, because he has introduced a gentleman 
clothed in the mantle of Mr. Pichwich into Where Eve't'y 
Prospect Pleases (Blackwood), a title which ought, in fairness 
to the reader, to have continued, “ And man is none so vile.” 
Mr. Tanqueray (no relation to other literary parties of that 
name) is a middle-aged, good-hearted Englishman who gets 
into such absurd scrapes that the heart of the reader is 
warmed to him, especially when he starts for the voyage to 
Colombo, equipped with no other luggage than his eloping 
daughter’s wedding trousseau. The young people in the 
s'ory are not very stimulating, and it is hard to beat up a 


ferv'id interest in their love affairs, or in the account of a 
Rugby football match, played with all the pomp and circum- 
stance of a public-school story, l)otween Colombo and 
Up-country, The heroes, and the ladies who apx)laud them, 
are harmless and nice enough, but if ever I go out to court 
the spicy hivezes that have inflated so many (collection l)ags 
(though I am told that it is over ‘'Java’s isle,” and not 
Cejdon’s, that they “ blow soft ” in the more correct version 
of the hymn), ii- will bo the prospect of meeting Mr. 
Tanqueray, tea-planter, that will jfleaso me most. 


The other day, in the hope of finding out wdiether real 
Americans talked like the man who married The Submarine 
Girl (Paul) — lie called himself “ Theo Throckmorton of Kew 
York every time” — 1 patronised the Savoy, and, disguising 
myself witii a toothpick, a cock-tail and oysters a VAmerU 
caine, sat and listened to the conversation of my neigh- 
bours. And, lo and behold, not one of tliem said “ Rlnake,” 
or “Say now,” or “I guess,” or “Every time,” and 

not one of them ^yas 
goldarned (t euchered. 
But if Throckmorton 
was not the real thing 
what about The Sub- 
marine Giii and licr 
story? How could I 
})elieve in a notorious 
Nihilist (of lush extrac- 
tion) who, (luring a visit 
of the Tsar to London, 
carried a 1 ) 0 ut in her 
pocket, by way of a 
joke, as slic afterwards 
explained, a sham 
bomb? It seemed to 
me that the joke, like 
the bomb, had nothing 
in it. But it led to 
her being so closely 
pursued by Poyplepoff, 
an agent of the Russian 
secret police with prac- 
tically no sense of 
humour, that she and 
he and Throckmorton got 
shut up together in the 
American’s suhmaidne, 
and only escaped from Popplepoff's myrmidons by submarin- 
ing off round the world. On the way they bumped up against 
the real original Flylny Dutchman, made friends with Van- 
derdecken and his crew and sailed in her to Capetown, 
where Vanderdecken passed as an eccentric British nobleman 
(really the poor peers are not quite so behind the times as 
all that), and Popplepoff anarried the Dutchman’s mother-in- 
law. ^ I am afraid I am like Popplepoff. 1 don’t see where 
the joke comes in. Perhaps I am taking The Submarine 
Girl too seriously. But then so does Mr. Edcsar Turner, the 
author of her being. 


“An otter was shot at Exmouth yesterday by George Holman, a boat- 
man, a boatman, while reclining on a Hohnan, a boatman .^’ — Western 
Morning Neu’S. 

It sounds an easy shot. (Now then, chorus, please, gentle- 
men, “ Holman, a boatman, a boatman."} 


“ Grand Classical Landscape. By Deleneavit after Pietro de Cortona. 
The only landscape done by that old Master .” — From a Catalogue. 

On the contrary, Deleneavit (or Delineavit, to give him his 
usual spelling) was notoriously one of the most strenuous and 
catholic of the Old Masters. 



The Necroinaiicer (to Assistant). “Hie thee swiftly to the town, John, 

AND BRING HITHER A CROSS-EYED, LEFT-HANDED, RED-HAIRED, SECOND-SIGHTED, 
SEVENTH SON OF A SEVENTH SON, WITH A MOLE OX THE RIGHT SIDE OF HIS NOSE. 
I’m FIXED IN Tins CONFOUNDED CIRCLE, A.SD I ’VE F(>RG( TTEX THE WORD TH\T 
REMOVES THE SPELL ! ” 
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F acing one another in their corner-seats, they had the air of eommis-voyageiirs, journeying in great comfort at other 
people’s charges. It was something in the cut of their cloth caps that bewrayed them. By still more subtle signs I 
determined that one was travelling in laces and the other in hose or leg wear. 

A third person, in tlie corner opposite to mine, was concealed behind a copy of The Times ; but lie, too, might be a 
commercial, and indeed, judging by a large bookish parcel in the rack above him, I guessed that he should be travelling 
in literary goods, possibly some illustrated series such as was pressed upon me in my freshman’s year — The Ahheys of 
England^ perhaps ; or Wits and Beauties of the Court of Louis Quatorze, 

I am always glad to pick up pearls of wisdom irom my fellow-passengers, and when Laces and Legwear attacked 
the question of the hour i threw out a prehensile ear in their direction. 

“ Well,” said Laces, “ and what ’s your fancy for the Elections ? ” 

Taidff llefonn should just about pull it off,” said Legwear. (I deduced that Legwear was a Conservative.) 

‘‘Ah, but what about the Lords?” said Laces. “The country is sick of ’em.” (I gathered that Laces \vas a 
Radical.) . . , . 

“The Lords have always been popular,” said Legwear, “and they’ve only added to their popularity by tins appeal 

to the People.” ^ rv i j- 

“ You may call it that,” said Laces ; “ I call it war on the People and on the rights of Parliament, iiie hereditary 

system is played out.” ^ ^ i . n 

“It’s as good a system, any day, as the system of Parliamentary Elections. One would think, to hear you leUows 
talk, that the Commons were the flower of the country, instead of consisting of just anybody who happens to come aljng. 
Who are they? Men who chance to have a little more money or leisure than they know^ what to do with; men on the 
make ; men who want to join a better club than they could get into otherwise ; men who like to hear themselves talk , out 
of the whole pack not fifty who stand because they simply want to serve their country ; scarcely a score who are chesen 
because they are the absolutely best men for the job.” ^ 1 1 • -u » 

“ Anyhow,” protested Laces, “ they are chosen ; they don’t get there simply by the accident of birth. 

“ There’s a good deal to be said for the accident of birth and upbringing,” said Legwear, “if your father happens 
to be a distinguished man of affairs. And if the distinction dates further back there is at^ least family tradition to h^fp 
to keep you fight. In any case a Peer is independent of popular favour. He hasn’t to lick a voters boots, or siobbei 
over his babies, in order to get a seat in Parliament.” 

“ Which means that he represents nobody.” ^ i i ip ^ 

“ Well, and how much are we represented by our so-called representatives? The minonty—they re nearly halt the 
country — never get represented at all. And who are these people who represent tho slightly Lngei had . a aie le 
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/acts about the men that you and I voted for, last election? We both voted for men we had never clapped eyes on you 
j4or the Squire’s eldest son, who was nominated on the ground that he was a likedy clnp lor Hubseriptions to clubs and 
happened to be a Liberal because his father was; and I for a carpot-bagnian from Lox\i knows where, sent down by 
I the Caucus. And these are the men whom you describe as the heaven-sent choice of 11 le leople. liny are nothing ol 
‘ the sort. The People vote for party posters, not for men.” 

“ Well, we’ve got some good posters this time.” 

“ Nothing so good as the Chinese Slavery posters of 1906, though I see that you have a fairly smart one to 
illustrate the Old Age Pensions lie. That ought to do some useful work among the timid and ignorant.’’ ^ ^ 

“My dear fellow, if I were you, I shouldn’t talk too much about Old Age Pensions, liour lories worent very 
enthusiastic over that Bill.” , i i 1 

“They preferred a contributory system, and quite right too. But they wont sluik national obligations. Iho 
real danger for Old Age Pensions comes from your party. If you get in again and let your SocialiBts cut down 
the Navy, good-bye to Old Age Pensions. A crushing war-indemnity w'on’t leave us with any spare cash lor charily ; 
and you can hardly expect the German Government to pay ’em.” 

“ You ’re surely not raking up that old bogey ? ” said Laces. 

“In the first place,” said Legwear, “it’s not a ‘bogey,’ but just the most substantial object under our noses; 
and in the second place it’s not ‘old.’ It was only born a few years ago, and most of^ its growing has been 
done under the present Liberal Government. There’s not much point in claiming the credit for Old Age Pensions 
if you neglect to insure them with an invincible Fleet.” 

During the last part of this discussion I had observed a tremor of emotion passing oyer the figure opposite 
to me. The Times was now lowered, and I beheld a countenance of extraordinary geniality and benevolence. 
“Gentlemen,” said its proprietor, “1 will not take sides in your argument, but 1 do beg to endorso^ the view 
of the last speaker, namely that a strong Navy is a necessity for the insurance of our Old Age Pensions.^ ^et 
we need a further insurance if Old Age is to be not only pensioned but happy. Such an insuram^e I curry witli me.” 

On that he rose, and, turning to reach up to the rack, discovered a hump, by which I had no difficulty in recognising 
the Sage of Bouverie Street. Taking down his parcel, he undid it and exposed a number of gcxidly tomes ; of wdiich he 
selected two identical specimens. These he handed with a very captivating smile to the two politicians, saying, “ Gen- 
tlemen, this is my insurance for a happy Old Age ; usually of a contributory character, but in your case tendered gratis 
by way of compliment. Permit me to present each of you with a sample of my 
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